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CHAPTER  L 

THE    SCIENCE   OF  DEDUCTION. 

SHKBLOCK  HOLMES  took  his  bottle  from  the  corner 
of  the  mantel-piece  and  his  hypodermic  syringe 
from  its  neat  morocco  case.  With  his  long,  white, 
nervous  fingers  he  adjusted  the  delicate  needle,  and 
rolled  back  his  left  shirt-cnff.  For  some  little  time 
his  eyes  rested  thoughtfully  upon  the  sinewy  fore- 
arm and  wrist,  all  dotted  and  scarred  with  innumer- 
able puncture-marks.  Finally  he  thrust  the  sharp 
point  home,  pressed  down  the  tiny  piston,  and  sunk 
back  into  the  velvet-lined  armchair  with  a  long  sigh 
of  satisfaction. 

Three  times  a  day  for  many  months  I  had  wit- 
nessed this  performance,  but  custom  had  not  recon- 
ciled my  mind  to  it.  On  the  contrary,  from  day  to 
day  I  had  become  more  irritable  at  the  sight,  and 
my  conscience  swelled  nightly  within  me  at  the 
thought  that  I  had  lacked  the  courage  to  protest. 
Again  and  again  I  had  registered  a  vow  that  I 
should  deliver  my  soul  upon  the  subject,  but  there 
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was  that  in  the  cool,  nonchalant  air  of  my  com- 
panion  which  made  him  the  last  man  with  whom 
one  would  care  to  take  anything  approaching  to  a 
liberty.  His  great  powers,  his  masterly  manner, 
and  the  experience  which  I  had  had  of  his  many 
extraordinary  qualities,  all  made  me  diffident  and 
backward  in  crossing  him. 

Yet  upon  that  afternoon,  whether  it  was  the 
claret  which  I  had  taken  with  my  lunch,  or  the 
additional  exasperation  produced  by  the  extreme 
deliberation  of  his  manner,  I  suddenly  felt  that  I 
could  hold  out  no  longer. 

"  Which  is  it  to-day  3  "  I  asked.  "  Morphine  or 
cocaine  ? " 

He  raised  his  eyes  languidly  from  the  old  black- 
letter  volume  which  he  had  opened.  "  It  is  cocaine," 
lie  said ;  "  a  seven  per  cent,  solution.  "Would  you 
care  to  try  it  ? " 

"  "No,  indeed,"  I  answered,  brusquely.  "  My  con- 
stitution has  not  got  over  the  Afghan  campaign 
yet.  I  cannot  afford  to  throw  any  extra  strain 
upon  it." 

He  smiled  at  my  vehemence.  "  Perhaps  you  are 
right,  "Watson,"  he  said.  "  I  suppose  that  its  influ- 
ence is  physically  a  bad  one.  I  find  it,  however,  so 
transcendently  stimulating  and  clarifying  to  the 
mind  that  its  secondary  action  is  a  matter  of  small 
moment." 

"  But  consider ! "  I  said,  earnestly.  "  Count  the 
cost !  Your  brain  may,  as  you  say,  be  roused  and 
excited,  but  it  is  a  pathological  and  morbid  process, 
which  involves  increased  tissue-change,  and  may  at 
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last  leave  a  permanent  weakness.  You  know,  too, 
what  a  black  reaction  comes  upon  you.  Surely  the 
game  is  hardly  worth  the  candle.  Why  should  you, 
for  a  mere  passing  pleasure,  risk  the  loss  of  those 
great  powers  with  which  you  have  been  endowed  ? 
Remember  that  I  speak  not  only  as  one  comrade  to 
another,  but  as  a  medical  man  to  one  for  whose 
constitution  he  is  to  some  extent  answerable." 

He  did  not  seem  offended.  On  the  contrary,  he 
put  his  finger-tips  together  and  leaned  his  elbows 
on  the  arms  of  his  chair,  like  one  who  has  a  relish 
for  conversation. 

"  My  mind,"  he  said,  rebels  at  stagnation.  Give 
me  problems,  give  me  work,  give  me  the  most  ab- 
struse cryptogram,  or  the  most  intricate  analysis, 
and  I  am  in  my  own  proper  atmosphere,  I  can  dis- 
pense them  with  artificial  stimulants.  But  I  abhor 
the  dull  routine  of  existence.  I  crave  for  mental 
exaltation.  That  is  why  I  have  chosen  my  own 
particular  profession — or  rather  created  it,  for  I  am 
the  only  one  in  the  world." 

"  The  only  unofficial  detective  ? "  I  said,  raising 
my  eyebrows. 

"  The  only  unofficial  consulting  detective,"  he 
answered.  "  I  am  the  last  and  highest  court  of  ap- 
peal in  detection.  "When  Gregson,  or  Lestrade,  or 
Athelney  Jones  are  out  of  their  depths — which,  by 
the  way,  is  their  normal  state — the  matter  is  laid 
before  me.  I  examine  the  data,  as  an  expert,  and 
pronounce  a  specialist's  opinion.  I  claim  no  credit 
in  such  cases.  My  name  figures  in  no  newspaper. 
The  work  itself,  the  pleasure  of  finding  a  field  for 
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my  peculiar  powers,  is  my  highest  reward.  But  you 
have  yourself  had  some  experience  of  my  methods 
of  work  in  the  Jefferson  Hope  case." 

"  Yes,  indeed,"  said  I,  cordially.  "  I  was  never 
so  struck  by  anything  in  my  life.  I  even  embodied 
it  in  a  small  brochure  with  the  somewhat  fantastic 
title  of  <  A  Study  in  Scarlet.'  " 

He  shook  his  head  sadly.  "  I  glanced  over  it," 
said  he.  "  Honestly,  I  cannot  congratulate  you 
upon  it.  Detection  is,  or  ought  to  be,  an  exact 
science,  and  should  be  treated  in  the  same  cold  and 
unemotional  manner.  You  have  attempted  to  tinge 
it  with  romanticism,  which  produces  much  the  same 
effect  as  if  you  worked  a  love  story  or  an  elopement 
into  the  fifth  proposition  of  Euclid." 

"  But  the  romance  was  there,"  I  remonstrated. 
"  I  could  not  tamper  with  the  facts." 

"  Some  facts  should  be  suppressed,  or  at  least  a 
just  sense  of  proportion  should  be  observed  in  treat- 
ing them.  The  only  point  in  the  case  which  de- 
served mention  was  the  curious  analytical  reasoning 
from  effects  to  causes  by  which  I  succeeded  in  un- 
raveling it." 

I  was  annoyed  at  this  criticism  of  a  work  which 
had  been  specially  designed  to  please  him.  I  con- 
fess, too,  that  I  was  irritated  by  the  egotism  which 
seemed  to  demand  that  every  line  of  my  pamphlet 
should  be  devoted  to  his  own  special  doings.  More 
than  once  during  the  years  that  I  had  lived  with 
him  in  Baker  Street  I  had  observed  that  a  small 
vanity  underlay  my  companion's  quiet  and  didactic 
manner.  I  made  no  remark,  however,  but  sat  nurs- 
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ing  my  wounded  leg.  I  had  had  a  Jezaii  bullet 
through  it  some  time  before,  and  though  it  did  not 
prevent  me  from  walking,  it  ached  wearily  at  every 
change  of  the  weather. 

"  My  practise  has  extended  recently  to  the  Con- 
tinent," said  Holmes,  after  a  while,  filling  up  his 
old  brier-root  pipe.  "  I  was  consulted  last  week  by 
Francois  le  Villard.  who.  as  you  probably  know, 
has  come  rather  to  the  front  lately  in  the  French 
detective  service.  He  has  all  the  Celtic  power  of 
quick  intuition,  but  he  is  deficient  in  the  wide  range 
of  exact  knowledge  which  is  essential  to  the  higher 
developments  of  his  art.  The  case  was  concerned 
with  a  will,  and  possessed  some  features  of  interest. 
I  was  able  to  refer  him  to  two  parallel  cases ;  the 
one  at  Riga  in  1857,  and  the  other  at  St.  Louis  in 
1871,  which  have  suggested  to  him  the  true  solution. 
Here  is  the  letter  which  I  had  this  morning  ac- 
knowledging my  assistance."  He  tossed  over,  as 
he  spoke,  a  crumpled  sheet  of  foreign  note-paper. 
I  glanced  my  eyes  down  it,  catching  a  profusion 
of  notes  of  admiration,  with  stray  "  magnifiques," 
"  coup-de-maitres,"  and  "  tours-de-force,"  all  testi« 
fying  to  the  ardent  admiration  of  the  French- 
man. 

"  He  speaks  as  a  pupil  to  his  master,"  said  L 
"  Oh,  he  rates  my  assistance  too  highly,"  said 
Sherlock  Holmes,  lightly.  "  He  has  considerable 
gifts  himself.  He  possesses  two  oat  of  the  three 
qualities  necessary  for  the  ideal  detective.  He  has 
the  power  of  observation  and  that  of  deduction. 
He  is  only  wanting  in  knowledge ;  and  that  may 
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come  in  time.  He  is  now  translating  my  small 
works  into  French." 

"  Your  works  \  " 

"  Oh,  didn't  you  know  ? "  he  cried,  laughing. 
"Yes,  I  have  been  guilty  of  several  monographs. 
They  are  all  upon  technical  subjects.  Here,  for 
example,  is  one  '  Upon  the  Distinction  Between  the 
Ashes  of  the  Various  Tobaccoes.'  In  it  I  enumerate 
a  hundred  and  forty  forms  of  cigar,  cigarette,  and 
pipe  tobacco,  with  colored  plates  illustrating  the 
difference  in  the  ash.  It  is  a  point  which  is  con- 
tinually turning  up  in  criminal  trials,  and  which  is 
sometimes  of  supreme  importance  as  a  clew.  If 
you  can  say  definitely,  for  example,  that  some  mur- 
der has  been  done  by  a  man  who  was  smoking  an 
Indian  lunkah,  it  obviously  narrows  your  field  of 
search.  To  the  trained  eye  there  is  as  much  differ- 
ence between  the  black  ash  of  a  Trinchinopoly  and 
the  white  fluff  of  bird's-eye  as  there  is  between  a 
cabbage  and  a  potato." 

"  You  have  an  extraordinary  genius  for  minutiae," 
I  remarked. 

"  I  appreciate  their  importance.  Here  is  my 
monograph  upon  the  tracing  of  footsteps,  with 
some  remarks  upon  the  uses  of  plaster  of  Paris  as  a 
preserver  of  impresses.  Here,  too,  is  a  curious  little 
work  upon  the  influence  of  a  trade  upon  the  form 
of  the  hand,  with  lithotypes  of  the  hands  of  slaters, 
sailors,  cork-cutters,  compositors,  weavers,  and  dia- 
mond-polishers. That  is  a  matter  of  great  practical 
interest  to  the  scientific  detective — especially  in 
cases  of  unclaimed  bodies,  or  in  discovering  the 
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antecedents  of  criminals.  But  I  wear y  you  with  my 
hobby." 

"  Not  at  all,"  I  answered,  earnestly.  "  It  is  of 
the  greatest  interest  to  me,  especially  since  I  have 
had  the  opportunity  of  observing  your  practical  ap- 
plication of  it.  But  you  spoke  just  now  of  obser- 
vation and  deduction.  Surely  the  one  to  some 
extent  implies  the  other." 

"  Why,  hardly,"  he  answered,  leaning  back  luxuri- 
ously in  his  armchair,  and  sending  up  thick  blue 
Wreaths  from  his  pipe.  "  For  example,  observation 
shows  me  that  you  have  been  to  the  Wigmore  Street 
Post-Office  this  morning,  but  deduction  lets  me  know 
that  when  there  you  despatched  a  telegram." 

"  Eight !  "  said  I.  "  Eight  on  both  points !  But 
I  confess  that  I  don't  see  how  you  arrived  at  it.  It 
was  a  sudden  impulse  upon  my  part,  and  I  have 
mentioned  it  to  no  one." 

"  It  is  simplicity  itself,"  he  remarked,  chuckling 
at  my  surprise ;  "  so  absurdly  simple  that  an  ex- 
planation is  superfluous  ;  and  yet  it  may  serve  to 
define  the  limits  of  observation  and  of  deduction. 
Observation  tells  me  that  you  have  a  little  reddish 
mold  adhering  to  your  instep.  Just  opposite  the 
"Wigmore  Street  Office  they  have  taken  up  the 
pavement  and  thrown  up  some  earth  which  lies  in 
such  a  way  that  it  is  difficult  to  avoid  treading  in  it 
in  entering.  The  earth  is  of  this  peculiar  reddish 
tint  which  is  found,  so  far  as  I  know,  nowhere  else 
in  the  neighborhood.  So  much  is  observation.  The 
rest  is  deduction." 

"  How,  then,  did  you  deduce  the  telegram  J " 
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"  "Why,  of  course  I  knew  that  you  had  not  written 
a  letter,  since  I  sat  opposite  to  you  all  the  morning. 
I  see  also  in  your  open  desk  there  that  you  have  a 
sheet  of  stamps  and  a  thick  bundle  of  post-cards. 
"What  could  you  go  into  the  post-office  for,  then,  but 
to  send  a  wire  ?  Eliminate  all  other  factors,  and 
the  one  which  remains  must  be  the  truth." 

"  In  this  case  it  certainly  is  so,"  I  replied,  after  a 
little  thought.  "  The  thing,  however,  is,  as  you  say, 
of  the  simplest.  "Would  you  think  me  imperti- 
nent if  1  were  to  put  your  theories  to  a  more  severe 
test?" 

"  On  the  contrary,"  he  answered,  "  it  would  pre- 
vent me  from  taking  a  second  dose  of  cocaine.  I 
should  be  delighted  to  look  into  any  problem  which 
you  might  submit  to  me." 

"  I  have  heard  you  say  that  it  is  difficult  for  a 
man  to  have  any  object  in  daily  use  without  leav- 
ing the  impress  of  his  individuality  upon  it  in  such 
a  way  that  a  trained  observer  might  read  it.  Now, 
I  have  here  a  watch  which  has  recently  come  into 
my  possession.  "Would  you  have  the  kindness  to  let 
me  have  an  opinion  upon  the  character  or  habits  of 
the  late  owner  3 " 

I  handed  him  the  watch  with  some  slight  feeling 
of  amusement  in  my  heart,  for  the  test  was,  as  I 
thought,  an  impossible  one,  and  I  intended  it  as  a 
lesson  against  the  somewhat  dogmatic  tone  which 
he  occasionally  assumed.  He  balanced  the  watch  in 
his  hand,  gazed  hard  at  the  dial,  opened  the  back, 
and  examined  the  works,  first  with  his  naked  eyes 
and  then  with  a  powerful  convex  lens.  I  could 
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hardly  keep  from  smiling  at  his  crestfallen  face, 
when  he  finally  snapped  the  case  to  and  handed  it 
back. 

"  There  are  hardly  any  data,"  he  remarked. 
"  The  watch  has  been  recently  cleaned,  which  robs 
me  of  my  most  suggestive  facts." 

"  You  are  right,"  I  answered.  '*  It  was  cleaned 
before  being  sent  to  me."  In  my  heart  I  accused 
my  companion  of  putting  forward  a  most  lame  and 
impotent  excuse  to  cover  his  failure.  What  data 
could  he  expect  from  an  uncleaned  watch  ? 

"  Though  unsatisfactory,  my  research  has  not 
been  entirely  barren,"  he  observed,  staring  up  at  the 
ceiling  with  dreamy,  lack-luster  eyes.  "  Subject  to 
your  correction,  I  should  judge  that  the  watch  be- 
longed to  your  elder  brother,  who  inherited  it  from 
your  father.'' 

"  That  you  gather,  no  doubt,  from  the  H.  W.  upon 
the  back  ? " 

"Quite  so.  The  "W.  suggests  your  own  name. 
The  data  of  the  watch  is  nearly  fifty  years  back, 
and  the  initials  are  as  old  as  the  watch ;  so  it  was 
made  for  the  last  generation.  Jewelry  usually  de- 
scends to  the  eldest  son,  and  he  is  most  likely  to 
have  the  same  name  as  his  father.  Your  father 
has,  if  I  remember  right,  been  dead  many  years. 
It  has,  therefore,  been  in  the  hands  of  your  eldest 
brother." 

"  Right,  so  far,"  said  I.     "  Anything  else  ?  " 

"He  was  a  man  of  untidy  habits — very  untidy 
and  careless.  He  was  left  with  good  prospects,  but 
he  threw  away  his  chances,  lived  for  some  time  in 
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poverty,  with  occasional  short  intervals  of  prosperity, 
and  finally,  taking  to  drink,  he  died.  That  is  all  I 
can  gather." 

I  sprang  from  my  chair  and  limped  impatiently 
about  the  room  with  considerable  bitterness  in  my 
heart. 

"  This  is  unworthy  of  you,  Holmes,"  I  said.  "  I 
could  not  have  believed  that  you  would  have  de- 
scended to  this.  You  have  made  inquiries  into  the 
history  of  my  unhappy  brother,  and  you  now  pre- 
tend to  deduce  this  knowledge  in  some  fanciful  way. 
You  cannot  expect  me  to  believe  that  you  have 
read  all  this  from  his  old  watch!  It  is  unkind, 
and,  to  speak  plainly,  has  a  touch  of  charlatanism 
in  it." 

"  My  dear  doctor,"  said  he  kindly,  "  pray  accept 
my  apologies.  Viewing  the  matter  as  an  abstract 
problem,  I  had  forgotten  how  personal  and  painful 
a  thing  it  might  be  to  you.  I  assure  you,  however, 
that  I  never  even  knew  that  you  had  a  brother 
until  you  handed  me  the  watch." 

"  Then  how  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  wonderful 
did  you  get  all  these  facts  i  They  are  absolutely 
correct  in  every  particular." 

"  Ah,  that  is  good  luck.  I  could  only  say  what 
was  the  balance  of  probability.  I  did  not  at  all  ex- 
pect to  be  so  accurate." 

"  But  it  was  not  mere  guess-work  ? " 

"  No,  no ;  I  never  guess.  It  is  a  shocking  habit — 
destructive  to  the  logical  faculty.  What  seems 
strange  to  you  is  only  so  because  you  do  not  follow 
my  train  of  thought  or  observe  the  small  facts  upon 
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which  large  inferences  may  depend.  For  example, 
I  began  by  stating  that  your  brother  was  careless. 
When  you  observe  the  lower  part  of  that  watch« 
case  you  notice  that  it  is  not  only  dented  in  two 
places,  but  it  is  cut  and  marked  all  over  from  the 
habit  of  keeping  other  hard  objects,  such  as  coins 
or  keys,  in  the  same  pocket.  Surely  it  is  no  great 
feat  to  assume  that  a  man  who  treats  a  fifty-guinea 
watch  so  cavalierly  must  be  a  careless  man.  Neither 
is  it  a  very  far-fetched  inference  that  a  man  who 
inherits  one  article  of  such  value  is  pretty  well 
provided  for  in  other  respects." 

I  nodded  to  show  that  I  followed  his  reasoning. 

"  It  is  very  customary  for  pawnbrokers  in  Eng- 
land, when  they  take  a  watch,  to  scratch  the  number 
of  the  ticket  with  a  pin-point  upon  the  inside  of  the 
case.  It  is  more  handy  than  a  label,  as  there  is  no 
risk  of  the  number  being  lost  or  transposed.  There 
are  no  less  than  four  such  numbers  visible  to  my 
lens  on  the  inside  of  this  case.  Inference—that 
your  brother  was  often  at  low  water.  Secondary 
inference — that  he  had  occasional  bursts  of  pros- 
perity, or  he  could  not  have  redeemed  the  pledge. 
Finally,  I  ask  you  to  look  at  the  inner  plate  which 
contains  the  keyhole.  Look  at  the  thousands  of 
scratches  all  round  the  hole — marks  where  the  key 
has  slipped.  What  sober  man's  key  could  have 
scored  those  grooves?  But  you  will  never  see  a 
drunkard's  watch  without  them.  He  winds  it  at 
night,  and  he  leaves  these  traces  of  his  unsteady 
hand.  Where  is  the  mystery  in  all  this  ? " 

"  It  is  as  clear  as  daylight,"  I  answered.    "  I  ra- 
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gret  the  injustice  which  I  did  you.  I  should  have 
had  more  faith  in  your  marvelous  faculty.  May  I 
ask  whether  you  have  any  professional  inquiry  on 
foot  at  present?" 

"  None.  Hence  the  cocaine.  I  cannot  live  with- 
out brain- work.  What  else  is  there  to  live  for? 
Stand  at  the  window  here.  Was  ever  such  a  dreary, 
dismal,  unprofitable  world?  See  how  the  yellow 
fog  swirls  down  the  street  and  drifts  across  dun. 
colored  houses.  What  could  be  more  hopelessly 
prosaic  and  material  ?  What  is  the  use  of  having 
powers,  doctor,  when  one  has  no  field  upon  which 
to  exert  them  ?  Crime  is  commonplace,  and  exist- 
ence is  commonplace,  and  no  qualities  save  those 
which  are  commonplace  have  any  function  upon 
earth." 

I  had  opened  my  mouth  to  reply  to  his  tirade, 
when,  with  a  crisp  knock,  our  landlady  entered, 
bearing  a  card  upon  a  brass  salver. 

"  A  young  lady  for  you,  sir,"  she  said,  addressing 
my  companion. 

"  Miss  Mary  Morstan,"  he  read.  "  Hum !  I  have 
no  recollection  of  that  name.  Ask  the  young  lady 
to  step  up,  Mrs.  Hudson.  Don't  go,  doctor.  I  pre- 
fer that  you  remain." 
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CHAPTER  II. 

THE   STATEMENT   OF  THE   CASK. 

Miss  MOBSTAN  entered  the  room  with  a  firm  step 
and  an  outward  composure  of  manner.  She  was  a 
blonde  young  lady,  small,  dainty,  well  gloved,  and 
dressed  in  the  most  perfect  taste.  There  was,  how- 
ever, a  plainness  and  simplicity  about  her  costume 
which  bore  with  a  suggestion  of  limited  means. 
The  dress  was  a  somber  grayish  beige,  untrimmed 
and  unbraided,  and  she  wore  a  small  turban  of  the 
same  dull  hue,  relieved  only  by  a  suspicion  of  white 
feather  in  the  side.  Her  face  had  neither  regularity 
of  feature  nor  beauty  of  complexion,  but  her  ex- 
pression was  sweet  and  amiable,  and  her  large  blue 
eyes  were  singularly  spiritual  and  sympathetic.  In 
an  experience  of  women  which  extends  over  many 
nations  and  three  separate  continents  I  have  never 
looked  upon  a  face  which  gave  a  clearer  promise  of 
a  refined  and  sensitive  nature.  I  could  not  but  ob- 
serve that,  as  she  took  the  seat  which  Sherlock 
Holmes  placed  for  her,  her  lip  trembled,  her  hand 
quivered,  and  she  showed  every  sign  of  intense  in- 
ward agitation. 

"  I  have  come  to  you,  Mr.  Holmes,"  she  said,  "  be- 
cause you  once  enabled  my  employer,  Mrs.  Cecil 
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Forrester,  to  unravel  a  little  domestic  complication. 
She  was  much  impressed  by  your  kindness  and  skill." 

"  Mrs.  Cecil  Forrester,"  he  repeated,  thoughtfully. 
"  I  believe  that  I  was  of  some  slight  service  to  her. 
The  case,  however,  as  I  remember  it,  was  a  very 
simple  one." 

"  She  did  not  think  so.  But,  at  least,  you  cannot 
say  the  same  of  mine.  I  can  hardly  imagine  any- 
thing more  strange  more  utterly  inexplicable,  than 
the  situation  in  which  I  find  myself." 

Holmes  rubbed  his  hands  and  his  eyes  glistened. 
He  leaned  forward  in  his  chair  with  an  expression 
of  extraordinary  concentration  upon  his  clear-cut, 
hawk-like  features.  "  State  your  case,"  said  he,  in 
brisk  business  tones. 

I  felt  that  my  position  was  an  embarrassing  one. 
"You  will,  I  am  sure,  excuse  me,"  I  said,  rising 
from  my  chair. 

To  my  surprise,  the  young  lady  held  up  her  gloved 
hand  to  detain  me.  "If  your  friend,"  she  said, 
"  would  be  good  enough  to  stay,  he  might  be  of  in- 
estimable service  to  me." 

I  relapsed  into  my  whair. 

"Briefly,"  she  continued,  "the  facts  are  these. 
My  father  was  an  officer  in  an  Indian  regiment,  who 
sent  me  home  when  I  was  quite  a  child.  My  mother 
was  dead,  and  I  had  no  relative  in  England.  I  was 
placed,  however,  in  a  comfortable  boarding  establish- 
ment at  Edinburgh,  and  there  I  remained  until  I 
was  seventeen  years  of  age.  In  the  year  1878  my 
father,  who  was  senior  captain  of  his  regiment,  ob- 
tained twelve-months'  leave  and  came  home.  He 
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telegraphed  to  me  from  London  that  he  had  arrived 
all  safe,  and  directed  me  to  come  down  at  once, 
giving  the  Langham  Hotel  as  his  address.  His  mes- 
sage, as  I  remember,  was  full  of  kindness  and  love. 
On  reaching  London  I  drove  to  the  Langham,  and 
was  informed  that  Captain  Morstan  was  staying 
there,  but  that  he  had  gone  out  the  night  before 
and  had  not  returned.  I  waited  all  day  withont 
news  of  him.  That  night,  on  the  advice  of  the  man- 
ager of  the  hotel,  I  communicated  with  the  police, 
and  next  morning  we  advertised  in  all  the  papers. 
Our  inquiries  led  to  no  result ;  and  from  that  day  to 
this  no  word  has  ever  been  heard  of  my  unfortunate 
father.  He  came  home,  with  his  heart  full  of  hope, 
to  find  some  peace,  some  comfort,  and  instead — " 
She  put  her  hand  to  her  throat,  and  a  choking  sob 
cut  short  the  sentence. 

"The  date?"  asked  Holmes,  opening  his  note- 
book. 

"  He  disappeared  upon  the  3d  of  December,  1878 
— nearly  ten  years  ago." 

" His  luggage?" 

"  Kemained  at  the  hotel.  There  was  nothing  in  it 
to  suggest  a  clew — some  clothes,  some  books,  and  a 
considerable  number  of  curiosities  from  the  Anda- 
man Islands.  He  had  been  one  of  the  officers  in 
charge  of  the  convict  guard  there." 

"  Had  he  any  friends  in  town  ?  " 

"  Only  one  that  we  know  of — Major  Sholto,  of  his 
own  regiment,  the  Thirty-fourth  Bombay  Infantry. 
The  major  had  retired  some  little  time  before,  and 
lived  at  Upper  Norwood.  We  communicated  with 
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him,  of  course,  but  he  did  not  even  know  that  his 
brother  officer  was  in  England." 

"  A  singular  case,"  remarked  Holmes. 

"  I  have  not  yet  described  to  you  the  most  singu- 
lar part.  About  six  years  ago — to  be  exact,  upon 
the  4th  of  May,  1882 — an  advertisement  appeared 
in  the  Times  asking  for  the  address  of  Miss  Mary 
Morstan,  and  stating  that  it  would  be  to  her  advan- 
tage to  come  forward.  There  was  no  name  or  ad- 
dress appended.  I  had  at  that  time  just  entered  the 
family  of  Mrs.  Cecil  Forrester  in  the  capacity  of 
governess.  By  her  advice  I  published  my  address 
in  the  advertisement  column.  The  same  day  there 
arrived  through  the  post  a  small  card-box  addressed 
to  me,  which  I  found  to  contain  a  very  large  and 
lustrous  pearl.  No  word  of  writing  was  inclosed. 
Since  then,  every  year  upon  the  same  date,  there 
has  always  appeared  a  similar  box,  containing  a  simi- 
lar pearl,  without  any  clew  as  to  the  sender.  They 
have  been  pronounced  by  an  expert  to  be  of  a  rare 
variety  and  of  considerable  value.  You  can  see  for 
yourselves  that  they  are  very  handsome."  She 
opened  a  flat  box  as  she  spoke,  and  showed  me  six 
of  the  finest  pearls  that  I  had  ever  seen. 

"  Your  statement  is  most  interesting,"  said  Sher- 
lock Holmes.  "  Has  anything  else  occurred  to 
you?" 

"  Yes ;  and  no  later  than  to-day.  That  is  why  I 
have  come  to  you.  This  morning  I  received  this 
letter,  which  you  will  perhaps  read  for  yourself." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Holmes.  "  The  envelope,  too, 
please.  Postmark,  London,  S.  W.,  date,  July  7. 
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Hum!  Man's  thumb-mark  on  corner — probably 
postman.  Best  quality  paper.  Envelopes  at  six- 
pence a  packet.  Particular  man  in  his  stationary. 
No  address.  *  Be  at  the  third  pillar  from  the  left 
outside  the  Lyceum  Theater  to-night  at  seven  o'clock. 
If  you  are  distrustful,  bring  two  friends.  You  are  a 
wronged  woman,  and  shall  have  justice.  Do  not 
bring  police.  If  you  do,  all  will  be  in  vain.  Your 
unknown  friend.'  "Well,  really,  this  is  a  very  pretty 
little  mystery.  What  do  you  intend  to  do,  Miss 
Morstan » " 

"  That  is  exactly  what  I  want  to  ask  you." 

"  Then  we  shall  most  certainly  go.  You  and  I 
and — yes,  why,  Doctor  "Watson  is  the  very  man. 
Your  correspondent  says  two  friends.  He  and  I 
have  worked  together  before." 

"  But  would  he  come  ? "  she  asked,  with  something 
appealing  in  her  voice  and  expression. 

"  I  should  be  proud  and  happy,"  said  I,  fervently, 
"  if  I  can  be  of  any  service." 

"You  are  both  very  kind,"  she  answered.  "I 
have  led  a  retired  life,  and  have  no  friends  whom  I 
could  appeal  to.  If  I  am  here  at  six  it  will  do,  I 
suppose  ? " 

"  You  must  not  be  later,"  said  Holmes.  "  There 
is  one  other  point,  however.  Is  this  handwriting 
the  same  as  that  upon  the  pearl-box  addresses  ? " 

"  I  have  them  here,"  she  answered,  producing  half 
a  dozen  pieces  of  paper. 

"  You  are  certainly  a  model  client.  You  have  the 
correct  intuition.  Let  us  see,  now."  He  spread 
out  the  papers  upon  the  table  and  gave  little  darting 
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glances  from  one  to  the  other.  "  They  are  disguised 
hands,  except  the  letter,"  he  said,  presently,  "  but 
there  can  be  no  question  as  to  the  authorship.  See 
how  the  irrepressible  Greek  e  will  break  out,  and 
see  the  twirl  of  the  final  s.  They  are  undoubtedly 
by  the  same  person.  I  should  not  like  to  suggest 
false  hopes,  Miss  Morstan,  but  is  there  any  resem- 
blance between  this  hand  and  that  of  your  father  ? " 

"  Nothing  could  be  more  unlike." 

"  I  expected  to  hear  you  say  so.  We  shall  look 
out  for  you,  then,  at  six.  Pray  allow  me  to  keep 
the  papers.  I  may  look  into  the  matter  before  them. 
It  is  only  half-past  three.  Au  revoir,  then." 

"  Au  revoir,"  said  our  visitor,  and,  with  a  bright, 
kindly  glance  from  one  to  the  other  of  us,  she  re- 
placed her  pearl-box  in  her  bosom  and  hurried  away. 
Standing  at  the  window,  I  watched  her  walking 
briskly  down  the  street,  until  the  gray  turban  and 
white  feather  were  but  a  speck  in  the  somber  crowd. 

"  "What  a  very  attractive  woman ! "  I  exclaimed, 
turning  to  my  companion. 

He  had  lighted  his  pipe  again,  and  was  leaning 
back  with  drooping  eyelids.  "  Is  she  ? "  he  said, 
languidly.  "  I  did  not  observe." 

"  You  really  are  an  automaton — a  calculating-ma- 
chine I"  I  cried.  "There  is  something  positively 
inhuman  in  you  at  times." 

He  smiled  gently.  "  It  is  of  the  first  importance," 
he  said,  "  not  to  allow  your  judgment  to  be  biased 
by  personal  qualities.  A  client  is  to  me  a  mere  unit 
— a  factor  in  a  problem.  The  emotional  qualities 
are  antagonistic  to  clear  reasoning.  I  assure  you 
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that  the  most  winning  woman  I  ever  knew  was 
hanged  for  poisoning  three  little  children  for  their 
insurance  money,  and  the  most  repellent  man  of  my 
acquaintance  is  a  philanthropist  who  has  spent 
nearly  a  quarter  of  a  million  upon  the  London  poor." 

"  In  this  case,  however " 

"I  never  make  exceptions.  An  exception  dis- 
proves the  rule.  Have  you  ever  had  occasion  to 
study  character  in  handwriting?  "What  do  you 
make  of  this  fellow's  scribble  ? " 

"  It  is  legible  and  regular,"  I  answered.  "  A  man 
of  business  habits  and  some  force  of  character." 

Holmes  shook  his  head.  "  Look  at  his  long  let- 
ters," he  said.  "  They  hardly  rise  above  the  com- 
mon herd.  That  d  might  be  an  a,  and  that  I  an  e. 
Men  of  character  always  differentiate  their  long 
letters,  however  illegibly  they  may  write.  There 
is  vacillation  in  his  &'s  and  self-esteem  in  his  capi- 
tals. I  am  going  out  now.  I  have  some  few  refer- 
ences to  make.  Let  me  recommend  this  book — one 
of  the  most  remarkable  ever  penned.  It  is  Win- 
wood  Reade's  *  Martyrdom  of  Man.'  I  shall  be 
back  in  an  hour."  I  sat  in  the  window  with  the 
volume  in  my  hand,  but  my  thoughts  were  far  from 
the  daring  speculations  of  the  writer.  My  mind 
ran  upon  our  late  visitor — her  smiles,  the  deep  rich 
tones  of  her  voice,  the  strange  mystery  which  over- 
hung her  life.  If  she  were  seventeen  at  the  time  of 
her  father's  disappearance  she  must  be  seven-and- 
twenty  now — a  sweet  age,  when  youth  has  lost  its 
self-consciousness  and  become  a  little  sobered  by 
experience.  So  I  sat  and  mused,  until  such  danger- 
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ous  thoughts  came  into  my  head  that  I  hurried 
away  to  my  desk  and  plunged  furiously  into  the 
latest  treatise  upon  pathology.  What  was  I,  an 
army  surgeon  with  a  weak  leg  and  a  weaker  bank- 
ing-account, that  I  should  dare  to  think  of  such 
things  ?  She  was  a  unit,  a  factor — nothing  more. 
If  my  future  were  black,  it  was  better  surely  to 
face  it  like  a  man  than  to  attempt  to  brighten  it  by 
mere  will-o'-the  wisps  of  the  imagination. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

IN  QUEST  OF  A  SOLUTION. 

IT  was  half-past  five  before  Holmes  returned. 
He  was  bright,  eager,  and  in  excellent  spirits — a 
mood  which  in  his  case  alternated  with  fits  of  the 
blackest  depression. 

"  There  is  no  great  mystery  in  this  matter,"  he 
said,  taking  the  cup  of  tea  which  I  had  poured  out 
for  him.  "  The  facts  appear  to  admit  of  only  one 
explanation." 

"  "What !  you  have  solved  it  already  ? " 

"  "Well,  that  will  be  too  much  to  say.  I  have  dis- 
covered a  suggestive  fact,  that  is  all.  It  is,  how- 
ever, very  suggestive.  The  details  are  still  to  be 
added.  I  have  just  found,  on  consulting  the  back 
files  of  the  Times,  that  Major  Sholto  of  Upper  Nor- 
wood, late  of  the  Thirty-fourth  Bombay  Infantry, 
died  upon  the  28th  of  April,  1882." 

"  I  may  be  very  obtuse,  Holmes,  but  I  fail  to  see 
what  this  suggests." 

"  No  ?  You  surprise  me.  Look  at  it  in  this  way, 
then.  Captain  Morstan  disappears.  The  only  per- 
son in  London  whom  he  could  have  visited  is  Major 
Sholto.  Major  Sholto  denies  having  heard  that  he 
was  in  London.  Four  years  later  Sholto  dies. 
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Within  a  week  of  his  death.  Captain  Morstan's 
daughter  receives  a  valuable  present,  which  is  re- 
peated from  year  to  year,  and  now  culminates  in  a 
letter  which  describes  her  as  a  wronged  woman. 
What  wrong  can  it  refer  to  except  this  deprivation 
of  her  father  ?  And  why  should  the  presents  begin 
immediately  after  Sholto's  death,  unless  it  is  that 
Sholto's  heir  knows  something  of  the  mystery,  and 
desires  to  make  compensation  3  Have  you  any 
alternative  theory  which  will  meet  the  facts  ?  " 

"  But  what  a  strange  compensation  I  And  how 
strangely  made  I  Why,  too,  should  he  write  a  letter 
now,  rather  than  six  years  ago  ?  Again,  the  letter 
speaks  of  giving  her  justice.  What  justice  can  she 
have  ?  It  is  too  much  to  suppose  that  her  father  is 
still  alive.  There  is  no  other  injustice  in  her  case 
that  you  know  of." 

"  There  are  difficulties  ;  there  are  certainly  diffi- 
culties," said  Sherlock  Holmes,  pensively.  "But 
our  expedition  of  to-night  will  solve  them  all.  Ah, 
here  is  a  four-wheeler,  and  Miss  Morstan  is  inside. 
Are  you  all  ready  ?  Then  we  had  better  go  down, 
for  it  is  a  little  past  the  hour." 

I  picked  up  my  hat  and  my  heaviest  stick,  but  I 
observed  that  Holmes  took  his  revolver  from  his 
drawer  and  slipped  it  into  his  pocket.  It  was  clear 
that  he  thought  our  night's  work  might  be  a  serious 
one. 

Miss  Morstan  was  muffled  in  a  dark  cloak,  and 
her  sensitive  face  was  composed,  but  pale.  She 
must  have  been  more  than  woman  if  she  did  not 
feel  some  uneasiness  at  the  strange  enterprise  upon 
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which  we  were  embarking,  yet  her  self-control  was 
perfect,  and  she  readily  answered  the  few  additional 
questions  which  Sherlock  Holmes  put  to  her. 

"  Major  Sholto  was  a  very  particular  friend  of 
papa's,"  she  said.  "  His  letters  were  full  of  allu- 
sions to  the  major.  He  and  papa  were  in  command 
of  the  troops  at  the  Andaman  Islands,  so  they  were 
thrown  a  great  deal  together.  By  the  way,  a  curi- 
ous paper  was  found  in  papa's  desk  which  no  one 
can  understand.  I  don't  suppose  that  it  is  of  the 
slightest  importance,  but  I  thought  you  might  care 
to  see  it,  so  I  brought  it  with  me.  It  is  here." 

Holmes  unfolded  the  paper  carefully  and  smoothed 
it  out  upon  his  knee.  He  then  very  methodically 
examined  it  all  over  with  his  double  lens. 

"  It  is  paper  of  native  Indian  manufacture,"  he 
remarked.  "  It  has  at  some  time  been  pinned  to  a 
board.  The  diagram  upon  it  appears  to  be  a  plan 
of  part  of  a  large  building,  with  numerous  halls, 
corridors,  and  passages.  At  one  point  is  a  small 
cross  done  in  red  ink,  and  above  it  is  *  3.37  from 
left,'  in  faded  pencil-writing.  In  the  left-hand  cor- 
ner is  a  curious  hieroglyphic,  like  four  crosses  in  a 
line  with  their  arms  touching.  Beside  it  is  written, 
in  very  rough  and  coarse  characters,  *  The  sign  of 
the  four — Jonathan  Small,  Mahomet  Singh,  Ab- 
dullah Khan,  Dost  Akbar.'  No,  I  confess  that  I  do 
not  see  how  this  bears  upon  the  matter !  Yet  it  is 
evidently  a  document  of  importance.  It  has  been 
kept  carefully  in  a  pocket-book  ;  for  the  one  side  is 
as  clean  as  the  other." 

"  It  was  in  his  pocket-book  that  we  found  it." 
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"  Preserve  it  carefully,  then,  Miss  Morstan,  for  it 
may  prove  to  be  of  use  to  us.  I  begin  to  suspect 
that  this  matter  may  turn  out  to  be  much  deeper 
and  more  subtle  than  I  at  first  supposed.  I  must 
reconsider  my  ideas."  He  leaned  back  in  the  cab, 
and  I  could  see  by  his  drawn  brow  and  his  vacant 
eye  that  he  was  thinking  intently.  Miss  Morstan 
and  I  chatted  in  an  undertone  about  our  present 
expedition  and  its  possible  outcome,  but  our  com- 
panion maintained  his  impenetrable  reserve  until 
the  end  of  our  journey. 

It  was  a  September  evening,  and  not  yet  seven 
o'clock,  but  the  day  had  been  a  dreary  one,  and  a 
dense,  drizzling  fog  lay  low  upon  the  great  city. 
Mud-colored  clouds  drooped  sadly  over  the  muddy 
streets.  Down  the  Strand  the  lamps  were  but  misty 
splotches  of  diffused  light  which  threw  a  feeble 
circular  glimmer  upon  the  slimy  pavement.  The 
yellow  glare  from  the  shop-windows  streamed  out 
into  the  steamy,  vaporous  air,  and  threw  a  murky, 
shifting  radiance  across  the  crowded  thoroughfare. 
There  was  to  my  mind  something  eerie  and  ghost- 
like in  the  endless  procession  of  faces  which  flitted 
across  these  narrow  bars  of  light — sad  faces  and 
glad,  haggard  and  merry.  Like  all  human  kind, 
they  flitted  from  the  gloom  into  the  light,  and  so 
back  into  the  gloom  once  more.  I  am  not  subject 
to  impressions,  but  the  dull,  heavy  evening,  with 
the  strange  business  upon  which  we  were  engaged, 
combined  to  make  me  nervous  and  depressed.  I 
could  see  from  Miss  Morstan's  manner  that  she  was 
suffering  from  the  same  feeling.  Holmes  alone 
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could  rise  superior  to  petty  influences.  He  held 
his  open  note-book  upon  his  knee,  and  from  time  to 
time  he  jotted  down  figures  and  memoranda  in  the 
light  of  his  pocket-lantern. 

At  the  Lyceum  Theater  the  crowds  were  already 
thick  at  the  side-entrances.  In  front  a  continuous 
stream  of  hansoms  and  four-wheelers  were  rattling 
up,  discharging  their  cargoes  of  shirt-fronted  men 
and  beshawled,  bediamonded  women.  "We  had 
hardly  reached  the  third  pillar,  which  was  our  ren- 
dezvous, before  a  small,  dark,  brisk  man,  in  the  dress 
of  a  coachman,  accosted  us. 

"  Are  you  the  parties  who  come  with  Miss  Mor- 
stan  ? "  he  asked. 

"  I  am  Miss  Morstan,  and  these  two  gentlemen 
are  my  friends,"  said  she. 

He  bent  a  pair  of  wonderfully  penetrating  and 
questioning  eyes  upon  us.  "  You  will  excuse  me, 
miss,"  he  said,  with  a  certain  dogged  manner,  "  but 
I  was  to  ask  you  to  give  me  your  word  that  neither 
of  your  companions  is  a  police  officer." 

"  I  give  you  my  word  on  that,"  she  answered. 

He  gave  a  shrill  whistle,  on  which  a  street  Arab 
led  across  a  four-wheeler,  and  opened  the  door. 
The  man  who  had  addressed  us  mounted  to  the  box, 
while  we  took  our  places  inside.  We  had  hardly 
done  so  before  the  driver  whipped  up  his  horse,  and 
we  plunged  away  at  a  furious  pace  through  the 
foggy  streets. 

The  situation  was  a  curious  one.  We  were  driv- 
ing to  an  unknown  place,  on  an  unknown  errand. 
Yet  our  invitation  was  either  a  complete  hoax, 
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which  was  an  inconceivable  hypothesis,  or  else  we 
had  good  reason  to  think  that  important  issues 
might  hang  upon  our  journey.  Miss  Morstan's  de- 
meanor was  as  resolute  and  collected  as  ever.  I 
endeavored  to  cheer  and  amuse  her  by  reminiscences 
of  my  adventures  in  Afghanistan ;  but,  to  tell  the 
truth,  I  was  myself  so  excited  at  our  situation  and 
so  curious  as  to  our  destination  that  my  stories  were 
slightly  involved.  To  this  day  she  declares  that  I 
told  her  one  moving  anecdote  as  to  how  a  musket 
looked  into  my  tent  at  the  dead  of  night,  and  how 
I  fired  a  double-barreled  tiger  cub  at  it.  At  first  I 
had  some  idea  as  to  the  direction  in  which  we  were 
driving ;  but  soon,  what  with  our  pace,  the  fog,  and 
my  own  limited  knowledge  of  London,  I  lost  my 
bearings,  and  knew  nothing,  save  that  we  seemed 
to  be  going  a  very  long  way.  Sherlock  Holmes 
was  never  at  fault,  however,  and  he  muttered  the 
names  as  the  cab  rattled  through  squares  and  in 
and  out  by  tortuous  ty-streets. 

"  Rochester  Row,"  said  he.  "  Now  Vincent 
Square.  Now  we  come  out  on  the  Yauxhall  Bridge 
Road.  We  are  making  for  the  Surrey  side  appar- 
ently. Yes,  I  thought  so.  Now  we  are  on  the 
bridge.  You  can  catch  glimpses  of  the  river." 

"We  did  indeed  get  a  fleeting  view  of  a  stretch  of 
of  the  Thames,  with  the  lamps  shining  upon  the 
broad,  silent  water ;  but  our  cab  dashed  on,  and  was 
soon  involved  in  a  labyrinth  of  streets  upon  the 
other  side. 

"  "Wordsworth  Road,"  said  my  companion. 
u  Priory  Road.  Lark  Hall  Lane.  Stockwell  Place. 
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Robert  Street.  Cold  Harbor  Lane.  Our  quest  does 
not  appear  to  take  us  to  very  fashionable  regions." 

"We  had,  indeed,  reached  a  questionable  and  forbid- 
ding neighborhood.  Long  lines  of  dull  brick  houses 
were  only  relieved  by  the  coarse  glare  and  tawdry 
brilliancy  of  public-houses  at  the  corner.  Then 
came  rows  of  two-storied  villas,  each  with  a  front- 
ing of  miniature  garden,  and  then  again  interminable 
lines  of  new  staring  brick  buildings — the  monster 
tentacles  which  the  giant  city  was  throwing  out  into 
the  country.  At  last  the  cab  drew  up  at  the  third 
house  in  a  new  terrace.  None  of  the  other  houses 
was  inhabited,  and  that  at  which  we  stopped  was 
as  dark  as  its  neighbors,  save  for  a  single  glimmer 
in  the  kitchen  window.  On  our  knocking,  however, 
the  door  was  instantly  thrown  open  by  a  Hindoo 
servant  clad  in  a  yellow  turban,  white,  loose-fitting 
clothes,  and  a  yellow  sash.  There  was  something 
strangely  incongruous  in  this  oriental  figure  framed 
in  the  commonplace  doorway  of  a  third-rate  sub- 
urban dwelling-house. 

"  The  sahib  awaits  you,"  said  he,  and  even  as  he 
spoke  there  came  a  high  piping  voice  from  some 
inner  room.  "  Show  them  in  to  me,  khitmutgar," 
it  cried.  "  Show  them  straight  in  to  me." 
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THE  STORY  OF   THE   BALD-HEADED  MAN. 

WE  followed  the  Indian  down  the  sordid  and  com- 
mon passage,  ill  lighted  and  worse  furnished,  until 
he  came  to  a  door  upon  the  right,  which  he  threw 
open.  A  blaze  of  yellow  light  streamed  out  upon  us, 
and  in  the  center  of  the  glare  there  stood  a  small  man 
with  a  very  high  head,  a  bristle  of  red  hair  all  round 
the  fringe  of  it,  and  a  bald,  shining  scalp,  which 
shot  out  from  among  it  like  a  mountain-peak  from 
fir-trees.  He  rubbed  his  hands  together  as  he  stood, 
and  his  features  were  in  a  perpetual  jerk,  now 
smiling,  now  scowling,  but  never  for  an  instant  in 
repose.  Nature  had  given  him  a  pendulous  lip,  and 
a  too  visible  line  of  yellow  and  irregular  teeth,  which 
he  strove  feebly  to  conceal  by  constantly  passing  his 
hand  over  the  lower  part  of  his  face.  In  spite  of 
his  obtrusive  baldness,  he  gave  the  impression  of 
youth.  In  point  of  fact,  he  had  just  turned  his 
thirtieth  year. 

"  Your  servant,  Miss  Morstan,"  he  kept  repeating 
in  a  thin,  high  voice.  "  Your  servant,  gentlemen. 
Pray  step  into  my  little  sanctum.  A  small  place, 
miss,  but  furnished  to  my  own  liking.  An  oasis  of 
art  in  the  howling  desert  of  South  London." 
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"We  were  all  astonished  by  the  appearance  of  the 
apartment  into  which  he  invited  us.  In  that  sorry 
house  it  looked  as  out  of  place  as  a  diamond  of  the 
first  water  in  a  setting  of  brass.  The  richest  and 
glossiest  of  curtains  and  draperies  draped  the  walls, 
looped  back  here  and  there  to  expose  some  richly 
mounted  painting  or  oriental  vase.  The  carpet  was 
of  amber  and  black,  so  soft  and  so  thick  that  the 
foot  sunk  pleasantly  into  it,  as  into  a  bed  of  moss. 
Two  great  tiger-skins  thrown  athwart  it  increased 
the  suggestion  of  Eastern  luxury,  as  did  a  huge 
hookah  which  stood  upon  a  mat  in  the  corner.  A 
lamp  in  the  fashion  of  a  silver  dove  was  hung  from 
an  almost  invisible  golden  wire  in  the  center  of  the 
room.  As  it  burned  it  filled  the  air  with  a  subtle 
and  aromatic  odor. 

'*  Mr.  Thaddeus  Sholto,"  said  the  little  man,  still 
jerking  and  smiling.  "  That  is  my  name.  You  are 
Miss  Morstan,  of  course.  And  these  gentlemen  — " 

"  This  is  Mr.  Sherlock  Holmes,  and  this  Doctor 
Watson." 

u  A  doctor,  eh  ? "  cried  he,  much  excited.  "  Have 
you  your  stethoscope?  Might  I  ask  you — would 
you  have  the  kindness  ?  I  have  grave  doubts  as  to 
my  mitral  valve,  if  you  would  be  so  very  good. 
The  aortic  I  may  rely  upon,  but  I  should  value 
your  opinion  upon  the  mitral." 

I  listened  to  his  heart  as  requested,  but  was  un- 
able to  find  anything  amiss,  save  indeed  that  he  was 
in  an  ecstasy  of  fear,  for  he  shivered  from  head  to 
foot.  "  It  appears  to  be  normal,"  I  said.  "  Yor 
have  no  cause  for  uneasiness." 
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"  You  will  excuse  my  anxiety,  Miss  Morstan,"  he 
remarked,  airily.  "I  am  a  great  sufferer,  and  I 
have  long  had  suspicions  as  to  that  valve.  I  am  de- 
lighted to  hear  that  they  are  unwarranted.  Had 
your  father,  Miss  Morstan,  refrained  from  throwing 
a  strain  upon  his  heart,  he  might  have  been  alive 
now." 

I  could  have  struck  the  man  across  the  face,  so 
hot  was  I  at  this  callous  and  off-hand  reference  to 
so  delicate  a  matter.  Miss  Morstan  sat  down,  and 
her  face  grew  white  to  the  lips.  "  I  knew  in  my 
heart  that  he  was  dead,"  said  she. 

"  I  can  give  you  every  information,"  said  he, 
"  and  what  is  more,  I  can  do  you  justice  ;  and  I 
will,  too,  whatever  brother  Bartholomew  may  say. 
I  am  so  glad  to  have  your  friends  here,  not  only  as 
an  escort  to  you,  but  also  as  witnesses  to  what  I  am 
about  to  do  and  say.  The  three  of  us  can  show  a  bold 
front  to  brother  Bartholomew.  But  let  us  have  no 
outsiders — no  police  or  officials.  "We  can  settle 
everything  satisfactory  among  ourselves,  without 
any  interference.  Nothing  would  annoy  brother 
Bartholomew  more  than  any  publicity."  He  sat 
down  upon  a  low  settee  and  blinked  at  us  inquir- 
ingly with  his  weak,  watery  blue  eyes. 

"  For  my  part,"  said  Holmes,  "  whatever  you 
may  choose  to  say  w'll  go  no  further." 

I  nodded  to  show  my  agreement. 

"  That  is  weU !  That  is  well !  "  said  he.  May  I 
offer  you  a  glass  of  Chianti,  Miss  Morstan  ?  or  of 
Tokay  ?  I  keep  no  other  wines.  Shall  I  open  a 
flask  ?  No  ?  Well,  then,  I  trust  that  you  have  no 
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objection  to  tobacco-smoke,  to  the  mild,  balsamic 
odor  of  the  Eastern  tobacco.  I  am  a  little  nervous, 
and  I  find  my  hookah  an  invaluable  sedative."  He 
applied  a  taper  to  the  great  bowl,  and  the  smoke 
bubbled  merrily  through  the  rose-water.  We  sat  all 
three  in  a  semicircle,  with  our  heads  advanced,  and 
our  chins  upon  our  hands,  while  the  strange,  jerky 
little  fellow,  with  his  high,  shining  head,  puffed  un- 
easily in  the  center. 

"  When  I  first  determined  to  make  this  communi- 
cation to  you,"  said  he,  "  I  might  have  given  you 
my  address,  but  I  feared  that  you  might  disregard 
my  request  and  bring  unpleasant  people  with  you. 
I  took  the  liberty,  therefore,  of  making  an  appoint- 
ment in  such  a  way  that  my  man  Williams  might 
be  able  to  see  you  first.  I  have  complete  confi- 
dence in  his  discretion,  and  he  had  orders,  if  he  were 
dissatisfied,  to  proceed  no  further  in  the  matter.  You 
will  excuse  these  precautions,  but  I  am  a  man  of 
somewhat  retiring,  and,  I  might  even  say,  refined 
tastes,  and  there  is  nothing  more  unaesthetic  than  a 
policeman.  I  have  a  natural  shrinking  from  all  forms 
of  rough  materialism.  I  seldom  come  in  contact 
with  the  rough  crowd.  I  live,  as  you  see,  with  some 
little  atmosphere  of  elegance  around  me.  I  may 
call  myself  a  patron  of  the  arts.  It  is  my  weakness. 
The  landscape  is  a  genuine  Corot,  and,  though  a 
connoisseur  might  perhaps  throw  a  doubt  upon  that 
Salvator  Kosa,  there  cai^not  be  the  least  question 
about  the  Bouguereau.  I  am  partial  to  the  modern 
French  school." 

"  You  will  excuse  me,  Mr.  Sholto,"  said  Miss  Mor- 
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stan,  "  but  I  am  here  at  your  request  to  learn  some- 
thing  which  you  desire  to  tell  me.  It  is  very  late, 
and  I  should  desire  the  interview  to  be  as  short  as 
possible." 

"  At  the  best  it  must  take  some  time,"  he  an- 
swered ;  "  for  we  shall  certainly  have  to  go  to  Nor- 
wood and  see  brother  Bartholomew.  We  shall  all 
go  and  try  if  we  can  get  the  better  of  brother  Bar- 
tholomew. He  is  very  angry  with  me  for  taking  the 
course  which  has  seemed  right  to  me.  I  had  quite 
high  words  with  him  last  night.  You  cannot  imagine 
what  a  terrible  fellow  he  is  when  he  is  angry." 

"  If  we  are  to  go  to  Norwood  it  would  perhaps  be 
as  well  to  start  at  once,"  I  ventured  to  remark. 

He  laughed  until  his  ears  were  quite  red.  "  That 
would  hardly  do,"  he  cried  I  don't  know  what  he 
would  say  if  I  brought  you  in  that  sudden  way. 
No ;  I  must  prepare  you  by  showing  you  how  we 
all  stand  to  each  other.  In  the  first  place,  I  must  tell 
you  that  there  are  several  points  in  the  story  of 
which  I  am  myself  ignorant.  I  can  only  lay  the 
facts  before  you  as  far  as  I  know  them  myself. 

"  My  father  was,  as  you  may  have  guessed,  Major 
John  Sholto,  once  of  the  Indian  army.  He  retired 
some  eleven  years  ago,  and  came  to  live  at  Pon- 
dicherry  Lodge  in  Upper  Norwood.  He  had  pros- 
pered in  India,  and  brought  back  with  him  a  con- 
siderable sum  of  money,  a  large  collection  of  valuable 
curiosities,  and  a  staff  of  native  servants.  "With 
these  advantages  he  bought  himself  a  house,  and 
lived  in  great  luxury.  My  twin-  brother  Bartholomew 
and  I  were  the  only  children. 
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"  I  very  well  remember  the  sensation  which  was 
caused  by  the  disappearance  of  Captain  Morstan. 
We  read  the  details  in  the  papers,  and,  knowing  that 
he  had  been  a  friend  of  our  father's,  we  discussed 
the  case  freely  in  his  presence.  He  used  to  join  in 
our  speculations  as  to  what  could  have  happened. 
Never  for  an  instant  did  we  suspect  that  he  had  the 
whole  secret  hidden  in  his  own  breast — that  of  all 
men  he  alone  knew  the  fate  of  Arthur  Morstan. 

"  "We  did  know,  however,  that  some  mystery — 
some  positive  danger — overhung  our  father.  He 
was  very  fearful  of  going  out  alone,  and  he  always 
employed  two  prize-fighters  to  act  as  porters  at 
Pondicherry  Lodge.  Williams,  who  drove  you  to- 
night, was  one  of  them.  He  was  once  a  light-weight 
champion  of  England.  Our  father  would  never  tell 
us  what  it  was  he  feared,  but  he  had  a  most  marked 
aversion  to  men  with  wooden  legs.  On  one  occa- 
sion he  actually  fired  his  revolver  at  a  wooden- 
legged  man,  who  proved  to  be  a  harmless  tradesman 
canvassing  for  orders.  We  had  to  pay  a  large  sum 
to  hush  the  matter  up.  My  brother  and  I  used  to 
think  this  a  mere  whim  of  my  father's,  but  events 
have  since  led  us  to  change  our  opinion. 

"  Early  in  1882  my  father  received  a  letter  from 
India  which  was  a  great  shock  to  him.  He  nearly 
fainted  at  the  breakfast-talle  when  he  opened  it, 
and  from  that  day  he  sickened  to  his  death.  What 
was  in  the  letter  we  could  never  discover,  but  I  could 
see  as  he  held  it  that  it  was  short  and  written  in  a 
scrawling  hand.  He  had  suffered  for  years  from  an 
enlarged  spleen,  but  he  now  became  rapidly  worse, 


34  THE  SIGN  OF  THE  FOUB. 

and  toward  the  end  of  April  we  were  informed  that 
he  was  beyond  all  hope,  and  that  he  wished  to  make 
a  last  communication  to  us. 

"  When  we  entered  his  room  he  was  propped  up 
with  pillows  and  breathing  heavily.  He  besought 
us  to  lock  the  door  and  to  come  upon  either  side  of 
the  bed.  Then,  grasping  our  hands,  he  made  a  re- 
markable statement  to  us,  in  a  voice  which  was 
broken  as  much  by  emotion  as  by  pain.  I  shall  try 
and  give  it  to  you  in  his  own  very  words. 

" '  I  have  only  one  thing,'  he  said,  *  which  weighs 
upon  my  mind  at  this  supreme  moment.  It  is  my 
treatment  of  poor  Morstan's  orphan.  The  cursed 
greed  which  has  been  my  besetting  sin  through  life 
has  withheld  from  her  the  treasure,  half  at  least  of 
which  should  have  been  hers.  And  yet  I  have  made 
no  use  of  it  myself — so  blind  and  foolish  a  thing  is 
avarice.  The  mere  feeling  of  possession  has  been  so 
dear  to  me  that  I  could  not  bear  to  share  it  with 
another.  See  that  chaplet  tipped  with  pearls  beside 
the  quinine-bottle.  Even  that  I  could  not  bear  to 
part  with,  although  I  had  got  it  out  with  the  design 
of  sending  it  to  her.  You,  my  sons,  will  give  her 
a  fair  share  of  the  Agra  treasure.  But  send  her 
nothing — not  even  the  chaplet — until  1  am  gone. 
After  all,  men  have  been  as  bad  as  this  and  have 
recovered. 

"  *  I  will  tell  you  how  Morstan  died,'  he  continued 
'  He  had  suffered  for  years  from  a  weak  heart,  but 
he  concealed  it  from  every  one.  I  alone  knew  it. 
When  in  India,  he  and  I,  through  a  remarkable 
chain  of  circumstances,  came  into  possession  of  a 
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considerable  treasure.  I  brought  it  over  to  Eng- 
land, and  on  the  night  of  Morstan's  arrival  he  came 
straight  over  here  to  claim  his  share.  He  walked 
over  from  the  station,  and  was  admitted  by  my 
faithful  old  Lai  Chowdar,  who  is  now  dead.  Morstan 
and  I  had  a  difference  of  opinion  as  to  the  division 
of  the  treasure,  and  we  came  to  heated  words. 
Morstan  had  sprung  out  of  his  chair  in  a  paroxysm 
of  anger,  when  he  suddenly  pressed  his  hand  to  his 
side,  his  face  turned  a  dusky  hue,  and  he  fell  back- 
ward, cutting  his  head  against  the  corner  of  the 
treasure-chest.  When  I  stooped  over  him  I  found, 
to  my  horror,  that  he  was  dead. 

"  *  For  a  long  time  I  sat  half  distracted,  wonder- 
ing what  I  should  do.  My  first  impulse  was,  of 
course,  to  call  for  assistance ;  but  I  could  not  but 
recognize  that  there  was  every  chance  that  I  would 
be  accused  of  his  murder.  His  death  at  the  moment 
of  a  quarrel,  and  the  gash  in  his  head,  would  be 
black  against  me.  Again,  an  official  inquiry  could 
not  be  made  without  bringing  out  some  facts  about 
the  treasure,  which  I  was  particularly  anxious  to 
keep  secret.  He  had  told  me  that  no  soul  upon  earth 
knew  where  he  had  gone.  There  seemed  to  be  no 
necessity  why  any  soul  ever  should  know. 

"  *  I  was  still  pondering  over  the  matter,  when, 
looking  up,  I  saw  my  servant,  Lai  Chowdar,  in  the 
doorway.  He  stole  in,  and  bolted  the  door  behind 
him.  "  Do  not  fear,  sahib,"  he  said.  "  No  one 
need  know  that  you  have  killed  him.  Let  us  hide 
him  away,  and  who  is  the  wiser  ?  "  "I  did  not  kill 
him,"  said  I.  Lai  Chowdar  shook  his  head,  and 
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smiled,  "  I  heard  it  all,  sahib,"  said  he.  "  I  heard 
you  quarrel,  and  I  heard  the  blow.  But  my  lips  are 
sealed.  All  are  asleep  in  the  house.  Let  us  put  him 
away  together."  That  was  enough  to  decide  me. 
If  my  own  servant  could  not  believe  my  innocence, 
how  could  I  hope  to  make  it  good  before  twelve 
foolish  tradesmen  in  a  jury-box  ?  Lai  Chowdar  and 
I  disposed  of  the  body  that  night,  and  within  a  few 
days  the  London  papers  were  full  of  the  mysterious 
disappearance  of  Captain  Morstan.  You  will  see 
from  what  I  say  that  I  can  hardly  be  blamed  in  the 
matter.  My  fault  lies  in  the  fact  that  we  concealed, 
not  only  the  body,  but  also  the  treasure,  and  that  I 
have  clung  to  Morstan's  share  as  well  as  to  my  own. 
I  wish  you,  therefore,  to  make  restitution.  Put  your 
ears  down  to  my  mouth.  The  treasure  is  hidden 
in — '  at  this  instant  a  horrible  change  came  over  his 
expression  ;  his  eyes  stared  wildly,  his  jaw  dropped, 
and  he  yelled,  in  a  voice  which  I  can  never  forget, 
*  Keep  him  out !  For  Christ's  sake,  keep  him  out ! ' 
"We  both  stared  round  at  the  window  behind  us 
upon  which  his  gaze  was  fixed.  A  face  was  looking 
in  at  us  out  of  the  darkness.  We  could  see  the 
whitening  of  the  nose  where  it  was  pressed  against 
the  glass.  It  was  a  bearded,  hairy  face,  with  wild, 
cruel  eyes  and  an  expression  of  concentrated  ma- 
levolence. My  brother  and  I  rushed  toward  the 
window,  but  the  man  was  gone.  When  we  returned 
to  my  father,  his  head  had  dropped  and  his  pulse 
had  ceased  to  beat. 

"  We  searched  the  garden  that  night,  but  found 
no  sign  of  the  intruder,  save  that  just  under  the 
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window  a  single  footmark  was  visible  in  the  flower- 
bed. But  for  that  one  trace,  we  might  have  thought 
that  our  imaginations  had  conjured  up  that  wild, 
fierce  face.  We  soon,  however,  had  another  and  a 
more  striking  proof  that  there  were  secret  agencies 
at  work  all  around  us.  The  window  of  my  father's 
room  was  found  open  in  the  morning,  his  cupboards 
and  boxes  had  been  rifled,  and  upon  his  chest  was 
fixed  a  torn  piece  of  paper  with  the  words,  *  The 
sign  of  the  four'  scrawled  across  it.  What  the 
phrase  meant,  or  who  our  secret  visitor  may  have 
been,  we  never  knew.  As  far  as  we  can  judge,  none 
of  my  father's  property  had  been  actually  stolen, 
though  everything  had  been  turned  out.  My 
brother  and  I  naturally  associated  this  peculiar  in- 
cident with  the  fear  which  haunted  my  father  dar- 
ing his  life ;  but  it  is  still  a  complete  mystery  to 
us." 

The  little  man  stopped  to  relight  his  hookah,  and 
puffed  thoughtfully  for  a  few  moments.  We  had 
all  sat  absorbed,  listening  to  his  extraordinary  nar- 
rative. At  the  short  account  of  her  father's  death 
Miss  Morstan  had  turned  deathly  white,  and  for  a 
moment  I  feared  that  she  was  about  to  faint.  She 
rallied,  however,  on  drinking  a  glass  of  water  which 
I  quietly  poured  out  for  her  from  a  Venetian  carafe 
upon  the  side  table.  Sherlock  Holmes  leaned  back 
in  his  chair  with  an  abstracted  expression  and  the 
lids  drawn  over  his  glittering  eyes.  As  I  glanced 
at  him  I  could  not  but  think  how  on  that  very  day 
he  had  complained  bitterly  of  the  commonplaceness 
of  life.  Here,  at  least,  was  a  problem  which  would 
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tax  his  sagacity  to  the  utmost.  Mr.  Thaddeus  Sholto 
looked  from  one  to  the  other  of  us  with  an  obvious 
pride  at  the  effect  which  his  story  had  produced, 
and  then  continued  between  the  puffs  of  his  over- 
grown pipe : 

"  My  brother  and  I,"  said  he,  "  were,  as  you  may 
imagine,  much  excited  as  to  the  treasure  which  my 
father  had  spoken  of.  For  weeks  and  for  months  we 
dug  and  delved  in  every  part  of  the  garden,  without 
discovering  its  whereabouts.  It  was  maddening  to 
think  that  the  hiding-place  was  on  his  very  lips  at 
the  moment  that  he  died.  We  could  judge  the 
splendor  of  the  missing  riches  by  the  chaplet  which 
he  had  taken  out.  Over  this  chaplet  my  brother 
Bartholomew  and  I  had  some  little  discussion.  The 
pearls  were  evidently  of  great  value,  and  he  was 
averse  to  part  with  them,  for,  between  friends,  my 
brother  was  himself  a  little  inclined  to  my  father's 
fault.  He  thought,  too,  that  if  we  parted  with  the 
chaplet  it  might  give  rise  to  gossip,  and  finally  bring 
us  into  trouble.  It  was  all  that  I  could  do  to  per- 
suade him  to  let  me  find  out  Miss  Morstan's  address 
and  send  her  a  detached  pearl  at  fixed  intervals,  so 
that,  at  least,  she  might  never  feel  destitute." 

"  It  was  a  kindly  thought,"  said  our  companion, 
earnestly.  "  It  was  extremely  good  of  you." 

The  little  man  waved  his  hand  deprecatingly. 
"  We  were  your  trustees,"  he  said.  "  That  was  the 
view  which  I  took  of  it,  though  brother  Bartholo- 
mew could  not  altogether  see  it  in  that  light.  We 
had  plenty  of  money  ourselves.  I  desired  no  more. 
Besides,  it  would  have  been  such  bad  taste  to  have 


THE  SIGN  OF  THE  FOUR.  39 

treated  a  young  lady  in  so  scurvy  a  fashion.  *  Li 
mwuvais  gout  mene  au  crime.'  The  French  have  a 
very  neat  way  of  putting  these  things.  Our  dif- 
ference of  opinion  on  this  subject  went  so  far  that 
I  thought  it  best  to  set  up  rooms  for  myself ;  so  I 
left  Pondicherry  Lodge,  taking  the  old  khit-mutgar 
and  Williams  with  me.  Yesterday,  however,  I 
learned  that  an  event  of  extreme  importance  had 
occurred.  The  treasure  has  been  discovered.  I 
instantly  communicated  with  Miss  Morstan,  and  it 
only  remains  for  us  to  drive  out  to  Norwood  and 
demand  our  share.  I  explained  my  views  last  night 
to  brother  Bartholomew ;  so  we  shall  be  expected, 
if  not  welcome  visitors." 

Mr.  Thaddeus  Sholto  ceased,  and  sat  twitching  on 
his  luxurious  settee.  "We  all  remained  silent,  with 
our  thoughts  upon  the  new  development  which  the 
mysterious  business  had  taken.  Holmes  was  the 
first  to  spring  to  his  feet. 

"  You  have  done  well,  sir,  from  first  to  last,"  said 
he.  "  It  is  possible  that  we  may  be  able  to  make 
you  some  small  return  by  throwing  some  light  upon 
that  which  is  still  dark  to  you.  But,  as  Miss 
Morstan  remarked  just  now,  it  is  late,  and  we  had 
best  put  the  matter  through  without  delay." 

Our  new  acquaintance  very  deliberately  coiled  up 
the  tube  of  his  hookah,  and  produced  from  behind  a 
curtain  a  very  long  bef  rogged  top-coat  with  astrakhan 
collar  and  cuffs.  This  he  buttoned  tightly  up,  in  spite 
of  the  extreme  closeness  of  the  night,  and  finished 
his  attire  by  putting  on  a  rabbit-skin  cap  with  hang- 
ing lappets  which  covered  the  ears,  so  that  no  part 
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of  him  was  visible  save  his  mobile  and  peaky  face. 
"  My  health  is  somewhat  fragile,"  he  remarked,  as 
he  led  the  way  down  the  passage.  "I  am  com- 
pelled to  be  a  valetudinarian." 

Our  cab  was  awaiting  us  outside,  and  our  pro- 
gram  was  evidently  prearranged,  for  the  driver 
started  off  at  once  at  a  rapid  pace.  Thaddeus 
Sholto  talked  incessantly,  in  a  voice  which  rose  high 
above  the  rattle  of  the  wheels." 

"Bartholomew  is  a  clever  fellow,"  said  he. 
"  How  do  you  think  he  found  out  where  the  treasure 
was  ?  He  had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  it  was 
somewhere  in-doors ;  so  he  worked  out  all  the  cubic 
space  of  the  house,  and  made  measurements  every- 
where, so  that  not  one  inch  should  be  unaccounted 
for.  Among  other  things,  he  found  that  the  height 
of  the  building  was  seventy-four  feet,  but  on  add- 
ing together  the  heights  of  all  the  separate  rooms, 
and  making  every  allowance  for  the  space  between, 
which  he  ascertained  by  borings,  he  could  not  bring 
the  total  to  more  than  seventy  feet.  There  were 
four  feet  unaccounted  for.  These  could  only  be  at 
the  top  of  the  building.  He  knocked  a  hole,  there- 
fore, in  the  lath  and  plaster  ceiling  of  the  highest 
room,  and  there,  sure  enough,  he  came  upon  another 
little  garret  above  it,  which  had  been  sealed  up  and 
was  known  to  no  one.  In  the  center  stood  the 
treasure-chest,  resting  upon  two  rafters.  He  low- 
ered it  through  the  hole,  and  there  it  lies.  He  com- 
putes the  value  of  the  jewels  at  not  less  than  half 
a  million  sterling." 

At  the  mention  of  this  gigantic  sum  we  all  stared 
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at  one  another  open-eyed.  Miss  Morstan,  could  we 
secure  her  rights,  would  change  from  a  needy  gov- 
erness to  the  richest  heiress  in  England.  Surely  it 
was  the  place  of  a  loyal  friend  to  rejoice  at  such 
news ;  yet  I  am  ashamed  to  say  that  selfishness  took 
me  by  the  soul,  and  that  my  heart  turned  as  heavy 
as  lead  within  me.  I  stammered  out  some  few  halt- 
ing words  of  congratulation,  and  then  sat  downcast, 
with  my  head  drooped,  deaf  to  the  babble  of  our 
new  acquaintance.  He  was  clearly  a  confirmed 
hypochondriac,  and  I  was  dreamily  conscious  that 
he  was  pouring  forth  interminable  trains  of  symp- 
toms, and  imploring  information  as  to  the  composi- 
tion and  action  of  innumerable  quack  nostrums, 
some  of  which  he  bore  about  in  a  leather  case  in  his 
pocket.  I  trust  that  he  may  not  remember  any  of 
the  answers  which  I  gave  him  that  night.  Holmes 
declares  that  he  overheard  me  caution  him  against 
the  great  danger  of  taking  more  than  two  drops  of 
castor  oil,  while  I  recommended  strychnine  in 
larger  doses  as  a  sedative.  However  that  may  be, 
I  was  certainly  relieved  when  our  -cab  pulled  up 
with  a  jerk  and  the  coachman  sprung  down  to  open 
the  door. 

"  This,  Miss  Morstan,  is  Pondicherry  Lodge,"  said 
lie.  Thaddeus  Sholto,  as  he  handed  her  out. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

THE  TRAGEDY  OF  PONDIOHEKRY  LODGE. 

IT  was  nearly  eleven  o'clock  when  we  reached 
this  final  stage  of  our  night's  adventures.  We  had 
left  the  damp  fog  of  the  great  city  behind  us,  and 
the  night  was  fairly  fine.  A  warm  wind  blew  from 
the  westward,  and  heavy  clouds  moved  slowly  across 
the  sky,  with  half  a  moon  peeping  occasionally 
through  the  rifts.  It  was  clear  enough  to  see  for 
some  distance,  but  Thaddeus  Sholto  took  down  one 
of  the  side-lamps  from  the  carriage  to  give  us  a 
better  light  upon  our  way. 

Pondicherry  Lodge  stood  in  its  own  grounds,  and 
was  girt  round  with  a  very  high  stone  wall  topped 
with  broken  glass.  A  single  narrow,  iron-clamped 
door  formed  the  only  means  of  entrance.  On  this 
our  guide  knocked  with  a  peculiar  postman-like  rat- 
tat. 

"  "Who  is  there  ?  "  cried  a  gruff  voice  from  within. 

"  It  is  I,  McMurdo.  You  surely  know  my  knock 
by  this  time." 

There  was  a  grumbling  sound,  and  a  clanking  and 
jarring  of  keys.  The  door  swung  heavily  back,  and 
a  short,  deep-chested  man  stood  in  the  opening, 
with  the  yellow  light  of  the  lantern  shining  upon 
his  protruded  face  and  twinkling,  distrustful  eyes. 
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"That  you,  Mr.  Thaddeus?  But  who  are  the 
others  ?  I  had  no  orders  about  them  from  the 
master." 

"  No,  McMurdo  ?  You  surprise  me !  I  told  my 
brother  last  night  that  I  should  bring  some  friends." 

"  He  hain't  been  out  o'  his  room  to-day,  Mr. 
Thaddeus,  and  I  have  no  orders.  You  know  very 
well  that  I  must  stick  to  regulations.  I  can  let  you 
in  ;  but  your  friends  they  must  just  stop  where  they 
are." 

This  was  an  unexpected  obstacle  !  Thaddeus 
Sholto  looked  about  him  in  a  perplexed  and  helpless 
manner.  "  This  is  too  bad  of  you,  McMurdo  1 " 
he  said.  "  If  I  guarantee  them,  that  is  enough  for 
you.  There  is  a  young  lady,  too.  She  cannot  wait 
on  the  public  road  at  this  hour." 

"  Yery  sorry,  Mr.  Thaddeus,"  said  the  porter, 
inexorably.  "  Folk  may  be  friends  o'  yours,  and 
yet  no  friends  o'  the  master's.  He  pays  me  well  to 
do  my  duty,  and  my  duty  I'll  do.  I  don't  know 
none  o'  your  friends." 

"Oh,  yes,  you  do,  McMurdo,"  cried  Sherlock 
Holmes,  genially.  "I  don't  think  you  can  have 
forgotten  me.  Don't  you  remember  the  amateur 
who  fought  three  rounds  with  you  at  Alison's  rooms 
on  the  night  of  your  benefit  four  years  back  ? " 

"  Not  Mr.  Sherlock  Holmes  ? "  roared  the  prize- 
fighter. "  God's  truth  !  how  could  I  have  mistook 
you  ?  If,  instead  o'  standin'  there  so  quiet,  you  had 
just  stepped  up  and  given  me  that  cross-hit  of  yours 
under  the  jaw,  I'd  ha'  known  you  without  a  ques- 
tion. Ah,  you're  one  that  has  wasted  your  gifts, 
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you  have !  You  might  have  aimed  high,  if  you  had 
joined  the  fancy." 

"  You  see,  Watson,  if  all  else  fails  me  I  have  still 
one  of  the  scientific  professions  open  to  me,"  said 
Holmes,  laughing.  "  Our  friend  won't  keep  us  out 
in  the  cold  now,  I  am  sure." 

"In  you  come,  sir;  in  you  come — you  and  your 
friends,"  he  answered.  "Very  sorry,  Mr.  Thad- 
deus,  but  orders  are  very  strict.  Had  to  be  certain 
of  your  friends  before  I  let  them  in." 

Inside  a  gravel  path  wound  through  desolate 
grounds  to  a  huge  clump  of  a  house,  square  and 
prosaic,  all  plunged  in  shadow  save  where  a  moon- 
beam struck  one  corner  and  glimmered  in  a  garret 
window.  The  vast  size  of  the  building,  with  its  gloom 
and  its  deathly  silence,  struck  a  chill  to  the  heart. 
Even  Thaddeus  Sholto  seemed  ill  at  ease,  and  the 
lantern  quivered  and  rattled  in  his  hand. 

"  I  cannot  understand  it,"  he  said.  "  There  must 
be  some  mistake.  I  distinctly  told  Bartholomew 
that  we  should  be  here,  and  yet  there  is  no  light  in 
his  window.  I  do  not  know  what  to  make  of  it." 

"  Does  he  always  guard  the  premises  in  this  way  ? " 
asked  Holmes. 

"  Yes ;  he  has  followed  my  father's  custom.  He 
was  the  favorite  son,  you  know,  and  I  sometimes 
think  that  my  father  may  have  told  him  more  than 
he  ever  told  me.  That  is  Bartholomew's  window 
up  there  where  the  moonshine  strikes.  It  is  quite 
bright,  but  there  is  no  light  from  within,  I  think." 

"  None,"  said  Holmes.  "  But  I  see  the  glint  of  a 
light  in  that  little  window  beside  the  door." 
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"Ah,  that  is  the  housekeeper's  room.  That  is 
where  old  Mrs.  Bernstone  sits.  She  can  tell  us  all 
about  it.  But  perhaps  you  would  not  mind  waiting 
here  for  a  minute  or  two,  for  if  we  all  go  in  together, 
and  she  has  had  no  word  of  our  coming,  she  may  be 
alarmed.  But  hush !  what  is  that  ? " 

He  held  up  the  lantern,  and  his  hand  shook  until 
the  circles  of  light  flickered  and  wavered  all  round 
us.  Miss  Morstan  seized  my  wrist,  and  we  all  stood 
with  thumping  hearts,  straining  our  ears.  From 
the  great  black  house  there  sounded  through  the 
silent  night  the  saddest  and  most  pitiful  of  sounds 
— the  shrill,  broken  whimpering  of  a  frightened 
woman. 

"  It  is  Mrs.  Bernstone,"  said  Sholto.  "  She  is  the 
only  woman  in  the  house.  "Wait  here.  I  shall  be 
back  in  a  moment."  He  hurried  for  the  door,  and 
knocked  in  his  peculiar  way.  We  could  see  a  tall 
old  woman  admit  him  and  sway  with  pleasure  at  the 
very  sight  of  him. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Thaddeus,  sir,  I  am  so  glad  you  have 
come  1  I  am  so  glad  you  have  come,  Mr.  Thaddeus, 
sir ! "  We  heard  her  reiterated  rejoicings  until  the 
door  was  closed  and  her  voice  died  away  into  a 
muffled  monotone. 

Our  guide  had  left  us  the  lantern.  Holmes  swung 
it  slowly  round,  and  peered  keenly  at  the  house 
and  at  the  great  rubbish-heaps  which  cumbered  the 
grounds.  Miss  Morstan  and  I  stood  together,  and 
her  hand  was  in  mine.  A  wondrous  subtle  thing  is 
love,  for  here  were  we  two  who  had  never  seen  each 
other  before  that  day,  between  whom  no  word  or 
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even  look  of  affection  had  ever  passed,  and  yet  now 
in  an  hour  of  trouble  our  hands  instinctively  sought 
for  each  other.  I  have  marveled  at  it  since,  but  at 
the  time  it  seemed  the  most  natural  thing  that  I 
should  go  out  to  her  so,  and,  as  she  has  often  told 
me,  there  was  in  her  also  the  instinct  to  turn  to  me 
for  comfort  and  protection.  So  we  stood  hand  in 
hand,  like  two  children,  and  there  was  peace  in  our 
hearts  for  all  the  dark  things  that  surrounded  us. 

"  What  a  strange  place  1  "  she  said,  looking 
round. 

"  It  looks  as  though  all  the  moles  in  England  had 
been  let  loose  in  it.  I  have  seen  something  of  the 
sort  on  the  side  of  a  hill  near  Ballarat,  where  the 
prospectors  had  been  at  work." 

"  And  from  the  same  cause,"  said  Holmes.  "  These 
are  the  traces  of  the  treasure-seekers.  You  must 
remember  that  they  were  six  years  looking  for  it. 
"No  wonder  that  the  grounds  look  like  a  gravel-pit." 

At  that  moment  the  door  of  the  house  burst  open, 
and  Thaddeus  Sholto  came  running  out,  with  his 
hands  thrown  forward  and  terror  in  his  eyes. 

"  There  is  something  amiss  with  Bartholomew ! " 
he  cried.  "  I  am  frightened  1  My  nerves  cannot 
stand  it."  He  was,  indeed,  half  blubbering  with 
fear,  and  his  twitching,  feeble  face,  peeping  out  from 
the  great  astrakhan  collar,  had  the  helpless,  appeal- 
ing expression  of  a  terrified  child. 

"  Come  into  the  house,"  said  Holmes,  in  his  crisp, 
firm  way. 

"  Yes,  do !  "  pleaded  Thaddeus  Sholto.  "  I  really 
do  not  feel  equal  to  giving  directions." 
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"We  all  followed  him  into  the  housekeeper's  room, 
which  stood  upon  the  left-hand  side  of  the  passage, 
The  old  woman  was  pacing  up  and  down  with  a 
scared  look  and  restless,  picking  fingers,  but  the 
sight  of  Miss  Morstan  appeared  to  have  a  soothing 
effect  upon  her 

"  God  bless  your  sweet  calm  face  1 "  she  cried,  with 
a  hysterical  sob.  "  It  does  me  good  to  see  you.  Oh, 
but  I  have  been  sorely  tried  this  day  1 " 

Our  companion  patted  her  thin,  work-worn  hand, 
and  murmured  some  few  words  of  kindly,  womanly 
comfort  which  brought  the  color  back  into  the 
other's  bloodless  cheeks. 

"  Master  has  locked  himself  in  and  will  not  answer 
me,"  she  explained.  "  All  day  I  have  waited  to  hear 
from  him,  for  he  often  likes  to  be  alone ;  but  an  hour 
ago  I  feared  that  something  was  amiss,  so  I  went  up 
and  peeped  through  the  keyhole.  You  must  go  up, 
Mr.  Thaddeus — you  must  go  up  and  look  for  your- 
self. I  have  seen  Mr.  Bartholomew  Sholto  in  joy  and 
in  sorrow  for  ten  long  years,  but  I  never  saw  him  with 
such  a  face  on  him  as  that." 

Sherlock  Holmes  took  the  lamp  and  led  the  way, 
for  Thaddeus  Sholto's  teeth  were  chattering  in  his 
head.  So  shaken  was  he  that  I  had  to  pass  my 
hand  under  his  arm  as  we  went  up  the  stairs,  for 
his  knees  were  trembling  under  him.  Twice  as  we 
ascended  Holmes  whipped  his  lens  out  of  his  pocket 
and  carefully  examined  marks  which  appeared  to 
me  to  be  mere  shapeless  smudges  of  dust  upon  the 
cocoa-nut  matting  which  served  as  a  stair-carpet. 
He  walked  slowly  from  step  to  step,  holding  the 
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lamp  low,  and  shooting  keen  glances  to  right  and 
left.  Miss  Morstan  had  remained  behind  with  the 
frightened  housekeeper. 

The  third  flight  of  stairs  ended  in  a  straight  pas- 
sage of  some  length,  with  a  great  picture  in  Indian 
tapestry  upon  the  right  of  it  and  three  doors  upon 
the  left.  Holmes  advanced  along  it  in  the  same 
slow  and  methodical  way,  while  we  kept  close  at 
his  heels,  with  our  long  black  shadows  streaming 
backward  down  the  corridor.  The  third  door  was 
that  which  we  were  seeking.  Holmes  knocked 
without  receiving  any  answer,  and  then  tried  to 
turn  the  handle  and  force  it  open.  It  was  locked 
on  the  inside,  however,  and  by  a  broad  and  power- 
ful bolt,  as  we  could  see  when  we  set  our  lamp  up 
against  it.  The  key  being  turned,  however,  the 
hole  was  not  entirely  closed.  Sherlock  Holmes 
bent  down  to  it,  and  instantly  rose  again  with  a 
sharp  intaking  of  the  breath. 

"  There  is  something  devilish  in  this,  "Watson," 
said  he,  more  moved  than  I  had  ever  before  seen 
him.  "  "What  do  you  make  of  it  ?  " 

I  stooped  to  the  hole,  and  recoiled  in  horror. 
Moonlight  was  streaming  into  the  room,  and  it  was 
bright  with  a  vague  and  shifty  radiance.  Looking 
straight  at  me,  and  suspended,  as  it  were,  in  the  air, 
for  all  beneath  was  in  shadow,  there  hung  a  face — 
the  very  face  of  our  companion  Thaddeus.  There 
was  the  same  high,  shining  head,  the  same  circular 
bristle  of  red  hair,  the  same  bloodless  countenance. 
The  features  were  set,  however,  in  a  horrible  smile, 
a  fixed  and  unnatural  grin,  which,  in  that  still  and 
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moonlit  room,  was  more  jarring  to  the  nerves  than 
any  scowl  or  contortion.  So  like  was  the  face  to 
that  of  our  little  friend  that  I  looked  round  at  him 
to  make  sure  that  he  was  indeed  with  us.  Then  I 
recalled  to  mind  that  he  had  mentioned  to  us  that 
his  brother  and  he  were  twins. 

"This  is  terrible  1 "  I  said  to  Holmes.  "  What  is 
to  be  done  ? " 

"  The  door  must  come  down,"  he  answered,  and, 
springing  against  it,  he  put  all  his  weight  upon  the 
lock.  It  creaked  and  groaned,  but  did  not  yield. 
Together  we  flung  ourselves  upon  it  once  more,  and 
this  time  it  gave  way  with  a  sudden  snap,  and  we 
found  ourselves  within  Bartholomew  Sholto's 
chamber. 

It  appeared  to  have  been  fitted  up  as  a  chemical 
laboratory.  A  double  line  of  glass-stoppered  bot- 
tles was  drawn  up  upon  the  wall  opposite  the  door, 
and  the  table  was  littered  over  with  Bunsen  burners, 
test-tubes,  and  retorts.  In  the  corners  stood  car- 
boys of  acid  in  wicker  baskets.  One  of  these  ap- 
peared to  leak  or  to  have  been  broken,  for  a  stream 
of  dark-colored  liquid  had  trickled  out  from  it,  and 
the  air  was  heavy  with  a  peculiarly  pungent,  tar- 
like  odor.  A  set  of  steps  stood  at  one  side  of  the 
room,  in  the  midst  of  a  litter  of  lath  and  plaster,  and 
above  them  there  was  an  opening  in  the  ceiling 
large  enough  for  a  man  to  pass  through.  At  the 
foot  of  the  steps  a  long  coil  of  rope  was  thrown 
carelessly  together. 

By  the  table,  in  a  wooden  armchair,  the  master 
of  the  house  was  seated  all  in  a  heap,  with  his  head 
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sunk  upon  his  left  shoulder,  and  that  ghastly,  in- 
scrutable  smile  upon  his  face.  He  was  stiff  and 
cold,  and  had  clearly  been  dead  many  hours.  It 
seemed  to  me  that  not  only  his  features  but  all  his 
limbs  were  twisted  and  turned  in  the  most  fantastic 
fashion.  By  his  hand  upon  the  table  there  lay  a 
peculiar  instrument — a  brown,  close-grained  stick, 
with  a  stone  head  like  a  hammer,  rudely  lashed  on 
with  coarse  twine.  Beside  it  was  a  torn  sheet  of 
note-paper  with  some  words  scrawled  upon  it. 
Holmes  glanced  at  it,  and  then  handed  it  to  me. 

"  You  see,"  he  said,  with  a  significant  raising  of 
the  eyebrows. 

In  the  light  of  the  lantern  I  read,  with  a  thrill  of 
horror,  "  The  sign  of  the  four." 

"  In  God's  name,  what  does  it  all  mean  ? "  I  asked. 

"It  means  murder,"  said  he,  stooping  over  the 
dead  man.  "  Ah,  I  expected  it.  Look  here ! "  He 
pointed  to  what  looked  like  a  long,  dark  thorn  stuck 
in  the  skin  just  above  the  ear. 

"  It  looks  like  a  thorn,"  said  I. 

"  It  is  a  thorn.  You  may  pick  it  out.  But  be 
careful,  for  it  is  poisoned." 

1  took  it  up  between  my  finger  and  thumb.  It 
came  away  from  the  skin  so  readily  that  hardly  any 
mark  was  left  behind.  One  tiny  speck  of  blood 
showed  where  the  puncture  had  been. 

"  This  is  all  an  insoluble  mystery  to  me,"  said  I. 
"It  grows  darker  instead  of  clearer." 

"  On  the  contrary,"  he  answered,  "  it  clears  every 
instant.  I  only  require  a  few  missing  links  to  have 
an  entirely  connected  case." 
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We  had  almost  forgotten  our  companion's  pres- 
ence since  we  entered  the  chamber.  He  was  still 
standing  in  the  doorway,  the  very  picture  of  terror, 
wringing  his  hands  and  moaning  to  himself.  Sud- 
denly, however,  he  broke  out  into  a  sharp,  queru- 
lous cry. 

"  The  treasure  is  gone  1 "  he  said.  "  They  have 
robbed  him  of  the  treasure  1  There  is  the  hole 
through  which  we  lowered  it.  I  helped  him  to  do 
it !  I  was  the  last  person  who  saw  him  1  I  left 
him  here  last  night,  and  I  heard  him  lock  the  door 
as  I  came  down-stairs." 

"What  time  was  that?" 

"  It  was  ten  o'clock.  And  now  he  is  dead,  and 
the  police  will  be  called  in,  and  I  shall  be  suspected  of 
having  had  a  hand  in  it.  Oh,  yes,  I  am  sure  I  shall. 
But  you  don't  think  BO,  gentlemen  ?  Surely  you 
don't  think  that  it  was  I  ?  Is  it  likely  that  I  would 
have  brought  you  here  if  it  were  I  ?  Oh,  dear  1  oh, 
dear !  I  know  that  I  shall  go  mad ! "  He  jerked 
his  arms  and  stamped  his  feet  in  a  kind  of  convulsive 
frenzy. 

"  You  have  no  reason  to  fear,  Mr.  Sholto,"  said 
Holmes,  kindly,  putting  his  hand  upon  his  shoulder. 
"  Take  my  advice,  and  drive  down  to  the  station 
and  report  the  matter  to  the  police.  Offer  to 
assist  them  in  every  way.  We  shall  wait  here  until 
your  return." 

The  little  man  obeyed  in  a  half-stupefied  fashion, 
and  we  heard  him  stumbling  down  the  stairs  in  the 
dark. 
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CHAPTEE  VI. 

SHERLOCK   HOLMES   GIVES   A   DEMONSTRATION. 

"  Now,  Watson,"  said  Holmes,  rubbing  his  hands, 
"  we  have  half  an  hour  to  ourselves.  Let  us  make 
good  use  of  it.  My  case  is,  as  1  have  told  you,  al- 
most complete ;  but  we  must  not  err  on  the  side  of 
over-confidence.  Simple  as  the  case  seems  now, 
there  may  be  something  deeper  underlying  it." 

"  Simple  ! "  I  ejaculated. 

"  Surely,"  said  he,  with  something  of  the  air  of  a 
clinical  professor  expounding  to  his  class.  "  Just 
sit  in  the  corner  there,  that  your  foot-prints  may  not 
complicate  matters.  Now  to  work !  In  the  first 
place,  how  did  these  folks  come,  and  how  did  they 
go  ?  The  door  has  not  been  opened  since  last  night. 
How  of  the  window  ? "  He  carried  the  lamp  across 
to  it,  muttering  his  observations  aloud  the  while, 
but  addressing  them  to  himself  rather  than  to  me. 
"Window  is  snibbed  on  the  inner  side.  Frame- 
work is  solid.  No  hinges  at  the  side.  Let  us  open 
it.  No  water-pipe  near  it.  Roof  quite  out  of  reach. 
Yet  a  man  has  mounted  by  the  window.  It  rained 
a  little  last  night.  Here  is  the  print  of  a  foot  in 
mold  upon  the  sill.  And  here  is  a  circular  muddy 
mark,  and  here  again  upon  the  floor,  and  here  again 
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by  the  table.  See  here,  Watson  1  This  is  really  a 
very  pretty  demonstration." 

I  looked  at  the  round,  well-defined,  muddy  disks. 
"  This  is  not  a  foot-mark,"  said  I. 

"  It  is  something  much  more  valuable  to  us.  It  is 
the  impression  of  a  wooden  stump.  You  see  here 
on  the  sill  is  the  boot-mark,  a  heavy  boot  with  a 
broad  metal  heel,  and  beside  it  is  the  mark  of  the 
timber-toe." 

"  It  is  the  wooden-legged  man." 

"  Quite  so.  But  there  has  been  some  one  else — a 
very  able  and  efficient  ally.  Could  you  scale  that 
wall,  doctor  ? " 

I  looked  out  of  the  open  window.  The  moon 
still  shone  brightly  on  that  angle  of  the  house.  We 
were  a  good  sixty  feet  from  the  ground,  and,  look 
where  I  would,  I  could  see  no  foothold,  nor  as  much 
as  a  crevice  in  the  brick-work. 

"  It  is  absolutely  impossible,"  I  answered. 

"  Without  aid  it  is  so.  But  suppose  you  had  a 
friend  up  here  who  lowered  you  this  good  stout  rope 
which  I  see  in  the  corner,  securing  one  end  of  it  to 
this  great  hook  in  the  wall.  Then,  I  think,  if  you 
were  an  active  man  you  might  climb  up,  wooden  leg 
and  all.  You  would  depart,  of  course,  in  the  same 
fashion,  and  your  ally  would  draw  up  the  rope,  un- 
tie it  from  the  hook,  shut  the  window,  snib  it  on  the 
inside,  and  get  away  in  the  way  that  he  originally 
came.  As  a  minor  point  it  may  be  noted,"  he  con- 
tinued, fingering  the  rope,  "  that  our  wooden-legged 
friend,  though  a  fair  climber,  was  not  a  professional 
sailor.  His  hands  were  far  from  horny.  My  lens 
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discloses  more  than  one  blood-mark,  especially  to- 
ward the  end  of  the  rope,  from  which  I  gather  that 
he  slipped  down  with  such  velocity  that  he  took  the 
skin  off  his  hands." 

"  This  is  all  very  well,"  said  I,  "  but  the  thing  be- 
comes more  unintelligible  than  ever.  How  about 
this  mysterious  ally  ?  How  came  he  into  the  room  ?  " 

"  Yes,  the  ally ! "  repeated  Holmes,  pensively. 
"  There  are  features  of  interest  about  this  ally.  He 
lifts  the  case  from  the  regions  of  the  commonplace. 
I  fancy  that  this  ally  breaks  fresh  ground  in  the  an- 
nals of  crime  in  this  country — though  parallel  cases 
suggest  themselves  from  India,  and,  if  my  memory 
serves  me,  from  Senegambia." 

"  How  came  he,  then  3 "  I  reiterated.  "  The 
door  is  locked,  the  window  is  inaccessible.  "Was  it 
through  the  chimney  ?  " 

"  The  grate  is  much  too  small,"  he  answered.  "  I 
have  already  considered  that  possibility." 

"  How  then?"  I  persisted. 

"  You  will  not  apply  my  precept,"  he  said,  shak- 
ing his  head.  "  How  often  have  I  said  to  you  that 
when  you  have  eliminated  the  impossible,  whatever 
remains,  however  improbable,  must  be  the  truth  ?  We 
know  that  he  did  not  come  through  the  door,  the 
window,  or  the  chimney.  "We  also  know  that  he 
could  not  have  been  concealed  in  the  room,  as  there 
is  no  concealment  possible.  "Whence,  then,  did  he 
come  ? " 

"  He  came  through  the  hole  in  the  roof,"  I  cried. 

"  Of  course  he  did.  He  must  have  done  so.  If 
you  will  have  the  kindness  to  hold  the  lamp  for  me, 
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we  shall  now  extend  our  researches  to  the  room 
above — the  secret  room  in  which  the  treasure  was 
found." 

He  mounted  the  steps,  and  seizing  a  rafter  with 
either  hand,  he  swung  himself  up  into  the  garret. 
Then,  lying  on  his  face,  he  reached  down  for  the 
lamp  and  held  it  while  I  followed  him. 

The  chamber  in  which  we  found  ourselves  was 
about  ten  feet  one  way  and  six  the  other.  The  floor 
was  formed  by  the  rafters,  with  thin  lath  and  plas- 
ter between  them,  so  that  in  walking  one  had  to 
step  from  beam  to  beam.  The  roof  ran  up  to  an  apex, 
and  was  evidently  the  inner  shell  of  the  true  roof  of 
the  house.  There  was  no  furniture  of  any  sort,  and 
the  accumulated  dust  of  years  lay  thick  upon  the 
floor. 

"  Here  you  are,  you  see,"  said  Sherlock  Holmes, 
putting  his  hand  against  the  sloping  wall.  "  This  is 
a  trap-door  which  leads  out  on  to  the  roof.  I  can 
press  it  back,  and  here  is  the  roof  itself,  sloping  at  a 
gentle  angle.  This,  then,  is  the  way  by  which  Num- 
ber One  entered.  Let  us  see  if  we  can  find  some 
other  traces  of  his  individuality." 

He  held  down  the  lamp  to  the  floor,  and  as  he  did 
so  I  saw  for  the  second  time  that  night  a  startled, 
surprised  look  come  over  his  face.  For  myself,  as  I 
followed  his  gaze,  my  skin  was  cold  under  my  clothes. 
The  floor  was  covered  thickly  with  the  prints  of  a 
naked  foot — clear,  well  defined,  perfectly  formed, 
but  scarce  half  the  size  of  those  of  an  ordinary  man. 

"  Holmes,"  I  said,  in  a  whisper,  "  a  child  has  done 
this  horrid  thing." 
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He  had  recovered  his  self-possession  in  an  instant. 
"  I  was  staggered  for  the  moment,"  he  said,  "  but 
the  thing  is  quite  natural.  My  memory  failed  me, 
or  I  should  have  been  able  to  foretell  it.  There  is 
nothing  more  to  be  learned  here.  Let  us  go  down." 

"  "What  is  your  theory,  then,  as  to  those  foot- 
marks ? "  I  asked,  eagerly,  when  we  had  regained 
the  lower  room  once  more. 

"  My  dear  "Watson,  try  a  little  analysis  yourself," 
said  he,  with  a  touch  of  impatience.  "  You  know 
my  methods.  Apply  them ;  and  it  will  be  instruc- 
tive to  compare  results." 

"  I  cannot  conceive  anything  which  will  cover  the 
facts,"  I  answered. 

"  It  will  be  clear  enough  to  you  soon,"  he  said,  in 
an  off-hand  way.  "  I  think  that  there  is  nothing 
else  of  importance  here,  but  I  will  look."  He 
whipped  out  his  lens  and  a  tape-measure,  and  com- 
paring, examining,  with  his  long  thin  nose  only  a 
few  inches  from  the  planks,  and  his  beady  eyes 
gleaming  and  deep-set  like  those  of  a  bird.  So 
swift,  silent,  and  furtive  were  his  movements,  like 
those  of  a  trained  bloodhound  picking  out  a  scent, 
that  I  could  not  but  think  what  a  terrible  criminal 
he  would  have  made  had  he  turned  his  energy  and 
sagacity  against  the  law  instead  of  exerting  them  in 
its  defense.  As  he  hunted  about,  he  kept  muttering 
to  himself,  and  finally  he  broke  out  into  a  loud  crow 
of  delight. 

"  We  are  certainly  in  luck,"  said  he.  "  "We  ought 
to  have  very  little  trouble  now.  Number  One  has 
had  the  misfortune  to  tread  in  the  creosote.  You 
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can  see  the  outline  of  the  edge  of  his  small  foot  here 
at  the  right  of  this  evil-smelling  mess.  The  carboy 
has  been  cracked,  you  see,  and  the  stuff  has  leaked 
out." 

"  What  then  ? "  I  asked. 

"  "Why,  we  have  got  him,  that's  all,"  said  he.  "  I 
know  a  dog  that  would  follow  that  scent  to  the 
world's  end.  If  a  pack  can  track  a  trailed  herring 
across  a  shire,  how  far  can  a  specially  trained  hound 
follow  so  pungent  a  smell  as  this  ?  It  sounds  like  a 
sum  in  the  rule  of  three.  The  answer  should  give 
us  the —  But  halloo !  here  are  the  accredited  repre- 
sentatives of  the  law." 

Heavy  steps  and  the  clamor  of  loud  voices  were 
audible  from  below,  and  the  hall  door  shut  with  a 
loud  crash. 

"  Before  they  come,"  said  Holmes,  "  just  put 
your  hand  here  on  this  poor  fellow's  arm,  and  here 
on  his  leg.  What  do  you  feel  ? " 

"  The  muscles  are  as  hard  as  a  board,"  I  answered. 

"  Quite  so.  They  are  in  a  state  of  extreme  con- 
traction, far  exceeding  the  usual  *  rigor  mortis.' 
Coupled  with  this  distortion  of  the  face,  this  Hippo- 
cratio  smile,  or  '  risus  sardonicus,'  as  the  old  writers 
called  it,  what  conclusion  would  it  suggest  to  your 
mind?" 

"Death  from  some  powerful  vegetable  alkaloid," 
I  answered  ;  "  some  strychnine-like  substance  which 
would  produce  tetanus." 

"  That  was  the  idea  which  occurred  to  me  the  in- 
stant I  saw  the  drawn  muscles  of  the  face.  On  get- 
ting into  the  room  I  at  once  looked  for  the  means 
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by  which  the  poison  had  entered  the  system.  As 
you  saw,  I  discovered  a  thorn  which  had  been 
driven  or  shot  with  no  great  force  into  the  scalp. 
You  observe  that  the  part  struck  was  that  which 
would  be  turned  toward  the  hole  in  the  ceiling  if 
the  man  were  erect  in  his  chair.  Now  examine  this 
thorn." 

I  took  it  up  gingerly  and  held  it  in  the  light  of 
the  lantern.  It  was  long,  sharp,  and  black,  with  a 
glazed  look  near  the  point  as  though  some  gummy 
substance  had  dried  upon  it.  The  blunt  end  had 
been  trimmed  and  rounded  off  with  a  knife. 

"  Is  that  an  English  thorn  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  No,  it  certainly  is  not." 

"  With  all  these  data  you  should  be  able  to  draw 
some  just  inference.  But  here  are  the  regulars  ;  so 
the  auxiliary  forces  may  beat  a  retreat." 

As  he  spoke,  the  steps  which  had  been  coming 
nearer  sounded  loudly  on  the  passage,  and  a  very 
stout,  portly  man  in  a  gray  suit  strode  heavily  into 
the  room.  He  was  red-faced,  burly  and  plethoric, 
with  a  pair  of  very  small  twinkling  eyes  which 
looked  keenly  out  from  between  swollen  and  puffy 
pouches.  He  was  closely  followed  by  an  inspector 
in  uniform,  and  by  the  still  palpitating  Thaddeus 
Sholto. 

"  Here's  a  business !  "  he  cried,  in  a  muffled,  husky 
voice.  "  Here's  a  pretty  business !  But  who  are 
all  these  ?  Why,  the  house  seems  to  be  as  full  as  a 
rabbit-warren." 

"I  think  you  must  recollect  me,  Mr.  Athelney 
Jones,"  said  Holmes  quietly. 


THE  SIGN  OF  THE  FOUR.  59 

"  Why,  of  course  I  do  I "  he  wheezed.  "  It's  Mr. 
Sherlock  Holmes,  the  theorist.  Remember  you! 
I'll  never  forget  how  you  lectured  us  all  on  causes, 
and  inferences,  and  effects  in  the  Bishopgate  jewel 
case.  It's  true  you  set  us  on  the  right  track,  but 
you'll  own  now  that  it  was  more  by  good  luck  than 
good  guidance." 

"  It  was  a  piece  of  very  simple  reasoning." 

"  Oh,  come,  now,  come  1  Never  be  ashamed  to 
own  up.  But  what  is  all  this?  Bad  business! 
Bad  business  !  Stern  facts  here — no  room  for  theo- 
ries. How  lucky  that  I  happened  to  be  out  at  Nor- 
wood over  another  case !  I  was  at  the  station  when 
the  message  arrived.  "What  d'you  think  the  man 
died  of?" 

"  Oh,  this  is  hardly  a  case  for  me  to  theorize  over," 
said  Holmes,  dryly. 

"  No,  no.  Still,  we  can't  deny  that  you  hit  the 
nail  on  the  head  sometimes.  Dear  me !  Door  locked, 
I  understand.  Jewels  worth  half  a  million  missing. 
How  was  the  window  ?  " 

"  Fastened ;  but  there  are  steps  on  the  sill." 

"  Well,  well ;  if  it  was  fastened,  the  steps  could 
have  nothing  to  do  with  the  matter.  That's  com- 
mon sense.  Man  might  have  died  in  a  fit ;  but  then 
the  jewels  are  missing.  Ha !  I  have  a  theory. 
These  flashes  come  upon  me  at  times.  Just  step 
outside,  sergeant,  and  you,  Mr.  Sholto.  Your  friend 
can  remain.  What  do  you  think  of  this,  Holmes  ? 
Sholto  was,  on  his  own  confession,  with  his  brother 
last  night.  The  brother  died  in  a  fit,  on  which 
Sholto  walked  off  with  the  treasure.  How's  that  ? " 
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"  On  which  the  dead  man  very  considerately  got 
up  and  locked  the  door  on  the  inside." 

"  Hum  1  There's  a  flaw  there.  Let  us  apply 
common  sense  to  the  matter.  This  Thaddeus  Sholto 
was  with  his  brother  ;  there  was  a  quarrel ;  so  much 
we  know.  The  brother  is  dead  and  the  jewels  are 
gone.  So  much  also  we  know.  No  one  saw  the 
brother  from  the  time  Thaddeus  left  him.  His  bed 
had  not  been  slept  in.  Thaddeus  is  evidently  in  a 
most  disturbed  state  of  mind.  His  appearance  is — 
well,  not  attractive.  You  see  that  I  am  weaving 
my  web  round  Thaddeus.  The  net  begins  to  close 
upon  him." 

"You  are  not  quite  in  possession  of  the  facts 
yet,"  said  Holmes.  "  This  splinter  of  wood,  which 
I  have  every  reason  to  believe  to  be  poisoned,  was 
in  the  man's  scalp  where  you  still  see  the  mark ; 
this  card,  inscribed  as  you  see  it,  was  on  the  table ; 
and  beside  it  lay  this  rather  curious  stone-headed  in. 
strument.  How  does  all  this  fit  into  your  theory  ? " 

"  Confirms  it  in  every  respect,"  said  the  fat  detec- 
tive, pompously.  "  House  is  full  of  Indian  curiosi- 
ties. Thaddeus  brought  this  up,  and  if  this  splinter 
be  poisonous  Thaddeus  may  as  well  have  made 
murderous  use  of  it  as  any  other  man.  The  card  is 
some  hocus-pocus — a  blind,  as  like  as  not.  The 
only  question  is,  How  did  he  depart  ?  Ah,  of  course, 
here  is  a  hole  in  the  roof."  With  great  activity, 
considering  his  bulk,  he  sprung  up  the  steps  and 
squeezed  through  into  the  garret,  and  immediately 
afterward  we  heard  his  exulting  voice  proclaiming 
that  he  had  found  the  trap-door. 
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"He  can  find  something,"  remarked  Holmes, 
shrugging  his  shoulders.  "  He  has  occasional  glim- 
merings of  reason.  PI  n'y  a  pas  des  sots  si  incom- 
modes que  ceva  qui  ont  de  V esprit !  " 

"  You  see  1 "  said  Athelney  Jones,  reappearing 
down  the  steps  again.  "  Facts  are  better  than  mere 
theories,  after  all.  My  view  of  the  case  is  con- 
firmed. There  is  a  trap-door  communicating  with 
the  roof,  and  it  is  partly  open." 

"  It  was  I  who  opened  it." 

"  Oh,  indeed  !  You  did  notice  it,  then  ?  "  He 
seemed  a  little  crestfallen  at  the  discovery.  "  Well, 
whoever  noticed  it,  it  shows  how  our  gentleman  got 
away.  Inspector !  " 

"  Yes,  sir,"  from  the  passage. 

"  Ask  Mr.  Sholto,  to  step  this  way.  Mr.  Sholto, 
it  is  my  duty  to  inform  you  that  anything  which 
you  may  say  will  be  used  against  you.  I  arrest  you 
in  the  queen's  name  as  being  concerned  in  the  death 
of  your  brother." 

"  There,  now  1  Didn't  I  tell  you  ? "  cried  the  poor 
little  man,  throwing  out  his  hands,  and  looking  from 
one  to  the  other  of  us. 

"Don't  trouble  yourself  about  it,  Mr.  Sholto," 
said  Holmes.  "  I  think  that  I  can  engage  to  clear 
you  of  the  charge." 

"Don't  promise  too  much,  Mr.  Theorist — don't 
promise  too  much  ! "  snapped  the  detective.  "  You 
may  find  it  a  harder  matter  than  you  think." 

"  Not  only  will  I  clear  him,  Mr.  Jones,  but  I  will 
make  you  a  free  present  of  the  name  and  descrip- 
tion of  one  of  the  two  people  who  were  in  the  room 
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last  night.  His  name,  I  have  every  reason  to  be- 
lieve, is  Jonathan  Small.  He  is  a  poorly  educated 
man  ;  small,  active,  with  his  right  leg  off,  and  wear- 
ing a  wooden  stump  which  is  worn  away  upon  the 
inner  side.  His  left  boot  has  a  coarse,  square-toed 
sole,  with  an  iron  band  round  the  heel.  He  is  a 
middle-aged  man,  much  sunburned,  and  has  been  a 
convict.  These  few  indications  may  be  of  some 
assistance  to  you,  coupled  with  the  fact  that  there 
is  a  good  deal  of  skin  missing  from  the  palm  of  his 
hand.  The  other  man — " 

"  Ah  !  the  other  man  ? "  asked  Athelney  Jones,  in 
a  sneering  voice,  but  impressed  none  the  less,  as  I 
could  easily  see,  by  the  precision  of  the  other's 
manner. 

"  Is  a  rather  curious  person,"  said  Sherlock 
Holmes,  turning  upon  his  heel.  "  I  hope  before 
very  long  to  be  able  to  introduce  you  to  the  pair  of 
them.  A  word  with  you,  Watson." 

He  led  me  out  to  the  head  of  the  stair.  "  This  un- 
expected occurrence,"  he  said,  "  has  caused  us  rather 
to  lose  sight  of  the  original  purpose  of  our  journey." 

"  I  have  just  been  thinking  so,"  I  answered.  "  It 
is  not  right  that  Miss  Morstan  should  remain  in  this 
stricken  house." 

"  No.  You  must  escort  her  home.  She  lives  with 
Mrs.  Cecil  Forrester,  in  Lower  Camberwell ;  so  it  is 
not  very  far.  I  will  wait  for  you,  here,  if  you  will 
drive  out  again.  Or  perhaps  you  are  too  tired  ? " 

"  By  no  means.  I  don't  think  I  could  rest  until  I 
know  more  of  this  fantastic  business.  I  have  seen 
something  of  the  rough  side  of  life,  but  I  give  you 
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my  word  that  this  quick  succession  of  strange  sur- 
prises  to-night  has  shaken  my  nerve  completely. 
I  should  like,  however,  to  see  the  matter  through 
with  you,  now  that  I  have  got  so  far." 

"  Your  presence  will  be  of  great  service  to  me," 
he  answered.  "  We  shall  work  the  case  out  inde- 
pendently, and  leave  this  fellow  Jones  to  jexult  over 
any  mare's-nest  which  he  may  choose  to  construct. 
When  you  have  dropped  Miss  Morstan  I  wish  you 
to  go  on  to  No.  3  Pinchin  Lane,  down  near  the 
water's  edge,  at  Lambeth.  The  third  house  on  the 
right-hand  side  is  a  bird-stuffer's ;  Sherman  is  the 
name.  You  will  see  a  weasel  holding  a  young  rabbit 
in  the  window.  Rouse  old  Sherman  up,  and  tell  him 
with  my  compliments,  that  I  want  Toby  at  once. 
You  will  bring  Toby  back  in  the  cab  with  you." 

"  A  dog,  I  suppose  ? " 

"Yes,  a  queer  mongrel,  with  a  most  amazing 
power  of  scent.  I  would  rather  have  Toby's  help 
than  that  of  the  whole  detective  force  of  London." 

"  I  shall  bring  him,  then,"  said  I.  "  It  is  one  now. 
I  ought  to  be  back  before  three,  if  I  can  get  a  fresh 
horse." 

"  And  I,  said  Holmes,  "  shall  see  what  I  can  learn 
from  Mrs.  Bernstone,  and  from  the  Indian  servant; 
who,  Mr.  Thaddeus  tell  me,  sleeps  in  the  next  gar- 
ret. Then  I  shall  study  the  great  Jones's  methods, 
and  listen  to  his  not  too  delicate  sarcasms.  '  Wvr 
si/nd  gewohnt,  doss  die  Menschen  verhohnen  was  aie 
nicht  verstehen.'  Goethe  is  always  pithy.5' 
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CHAPTEK  VII. 

THE  E8PI80DE  OF  THE  BARREL. 

THE  police  had  brought  a  cab  with  them,  and  in 
this  I  escorted  Miss  Morstan  back  to  her  home.  Af- 
ter the  angelic  fashion  of  women,  she  had  borne 
trouble  with  a  calm  face  as  long  as  there  was  some 
one  weaker  than  herself  to  support,  and  I  had  found 
her  bright  and  placid  by  the  side  of  the  frightened 
housekeeper.  In  the  cab,  however,  she  first  turned 
faint,  and  then  burst  into  a  passion  of  weeping,  so 
sorely  had  she  been  tried  by  the  adventures  of  the 
night.  She  has  told  me  since  that  she  thought  me 
cold  and  distant  upon  that  journey.  She  little 
guessed  the  struggle  within  my  breast,  or  the  effort 
of  self-restraint  which  held  me  back.  My  sympa- 
thies and  my  love  went  out  to  her,  even  as  my  hand 
had  in  the  garden.  I  felt  that  years  of  the  conven- 
tionalities of  life  could  not  teach  me  to  know  her 
sweet,  brave  nature  as  had  this  one  day  of  strange 
experiences.  Yet  there  were  two  thoughts  which 
sealed  the  words  of  affection  upon  my  lips.  She 
was  weak  and  helpless,  shaken  in  mind  and  nerve. 
It  was  to  take  her  at  a  disadvantage  to  obtrude  love 
upon  her  at  such  a  time.  Worse  still  she  was  rich. 
If  Holmes's  researches  were  successful,  she  would  be 


THE  SIGN  OF  THE  FOUR.  65 

an  heiress.  "Was  it  fair,  was  it  honorable,  that  a 
half  pay  surgeon  should  take  such  advantage  of  an 
intimacy  which  chance  had  brought  about  ?  Might 
she  not  look  upon  me  as  a  mere  vulgar  fortune-seeker  ? 
I  could  not  bear  to  risk  that  such  a  thought  should 
cross  her  mind.  This  Agra  treasure  intervened  like 
an  impassable  barrier  between  us. 

It  was  nearly  two  o'clock  when  we  reached  Mrs. 
Cecil  Forrester's.  The  servants  had  retired  hours 
ago,  but  Mrs.  Forrester  had  been  so  interested  by 
the  strange  message  which  Miss  Morstan  had 
received,  that  she  had  sat  up  in  the  hope  of  her 
return.  She  opened  the  door  herself,  a  middle-aged, 
graceful  woman,  and  it  gave  me  joy  to  see  how 
tenderly  her  arm  stole  round  the  other's  waist,  and 
how  motherly  was  the  voice  in  which  she  greeted 
her.  She  was  clearly  no  mere  paid  dependent,  but 
an  honored  friend.  I  was  introduced,  and  Mrs. 
Forrester  earnestly  begged  me  to  step  in  and  to  tell 
her  our  adventures.  I  explained,  however,  the  im- 
portance of  my  errand,  and  promised  faithfully  to 
call  and  report  any  progress  which  we  might  make 
with  the  case.  As  we  drove  away  I  stole  a  glance 
back,  and  I  still  seem  to  see  that  little  group  on 
the  step,  the  two  graceful,  clinging  figures,  the  half, 
opened  door,  the  hall  light  shining  through  stained 
glass,  the  barometer,  and  the  bright  stair-rods.  It  was 
soothing  to  catch  even  that  passing  glimpse  of  a 
tranquil  English  home  in  the  midst  of  the  wild,  dark 
business  which  had  absorbed  us. 

And  the  more  I  thought  of  what  had  happened, 
the  wilder  and  darker  it  grew.  I  reviewed  the 
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whole  extraordinary  sequence  of  events  as  I  rattled 
on  through  the  silent,  gas-lighted  streets.  There 
was  the  original  problem  :  that  at  least  was  pretty 
clear  now.  The  death  of  Captain  Morstan,  the 
sending  of  the  pearls,  the  advertisement,  the  letter 
— we  had  had  light  upon  all  those  events.  They 
had  only  led  us,  however,  to  a  deeper  and  far  more 
tragic  mystery.  The  Indian  treasure,  the  curious 
plan  found  among  Morstan's  baggage,  the  strange 
scene  at  Major  Sholto's  death,  the  rediscovery  of 
the  treasure  immediately  followed  by  the  murder 
of  the  discoverer,  the  very  singular  accompaniments 
to  the  crime,  the  footsteps,  the  remarkable  weapons, 
the  words  upon  the  card,  corresponding  with  those 
upon  Captain  Morstan's  chart — here  was  indeed  a 
labyrinth  in  which  a  man  less  singularly  endowed 
than  my  fellow-lodger  might  well  despair  at  ever 
finding  the  clew. 

Pinchin  Lane  was  a  row  of  shabby  two-storied 
brick  houses  in  the  lower  quarter  of  Lambeth.  -  I 
had  to  knock  for  some  time  at  No.  3  before  I  could 
make  any  impression.  At  last,  however,  there 
was  the  glint  of  a  candle  behind  the  blind,  and  a 
face  looked  out  at  the  upper  window. 

"  Go  on,  you  drunken  vagabond  !  "  said  the  face. 
*'  If  you  kick  up  any  more  row  I'll  open  the  kennels 
and  let  out  forty-three  dogs  at  you." 

"  If  you'll  let  one  out  it's  just  what  I  have  come 
for,"  said  I. 

"  Go  on !  "  yelled  the  voice.  "  So  help  me  gra- 
cious, I  have  a  wiper  in  this  bag,  an'  I'll  drop  it  Ofi 
your  'ead  if  you  don't  hook  it  1 " 
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"  But  I  want  a  dog,"  I  cried. 

"  I  won't  be  argued  with  ! "  shouted  Mr.  Sherman. 
"Now  stand  clear;  for  when  I  say  'three,'  down 
goes  the  wiper." 

"  Mr.  Sherlock  Holmes — "  I  began  ;  but  the  words 
had  a  most  magical  effect,  for  the  window  instantly 
slammed  down,  and  within  a  minute  the  door  was 
unbarred  and  open.  Mr.  Sherman  was  a  lanky, 
lean  old  man,  with  stooping  shoulders,  a  stringy 
neck,  and  blue-tinted  glasses. 

"  A  friend  of  Mr.  Sherlock  is  always  welcome," 
said  he.  "  Step  in,  sir.  Keep  clear  of  the  badger ; 
for  he  bites.  Ah,  naughty,  naughty !  would  you 
take  a  nip  at  the  gentleman  ? "  This  to  a  stoat 
which  thrust  its  wicked  head  and  red  eyes  between 

«/ 

the  bars  of  its  cage.  "  Don't  mind  that,  sir ;  it's 
only  a  slow-worm.  It  hain't  got  no  fangs,  so  I 
gives  it  the  run  o'  the  room,  for  it  keeps  the  beetles 
down.  You  must  not  mind  my  bein'  just  a  little 
short  wi'  you  at  first,  for  I'm  guyed  by  the  children, 
and  there's  many  a  one  just  comes  down  this  lane 
to  rouse  me  up.  "What  was  it  that  Mr.  Sherlock 
Holmes  wanted,  sir  ?  " 

"  He  wanted  a  dog  of  yours." 

"  Ah !  that  would  be  Toby." 

"  Yes,  Toby  was  the  name." 

"  Toby  lives  at  No.  7,  on  the  left  here.  He  moved 
slowly  forward  with  his  candle  among  the  queer 
animal  family  which  he  had  gathered  round  him. 
In  the  uncertain,  shadowy  light  I  could  see  dimly 
that  there  were  glancing,  gJimmering  eyes  peep- 
ing down  at  us  from  every  cranny  and  corner. 
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Even  the  rafters  above  our  heads  were  lined  by 
solemn  fowls,  who  lazily  shifted  their  weight  from 
one  leg  to  the  other  as  our  voices  disturbed  their 
slumbers. 

Toby  proved  to  be  an  ugly,  long-haired,  lop-eared 
creature,  half  spaniel  and  half  lurcher,  brown  and 
white  in  color,  with  a  very  clumsy  waddling  gait. 
It  accepted,  after  some  hesitation,  a  lump  of  sugar 
which  the  old  naturalist  handed  to  me,  and  having 
thus  sealed  an  alliance,  it  followed  me  to  the  cab, 
and  made  no  difficulties  about  accompanying  me. 
It  had  just  struck  three  on  the  Palace  clock  when  I 
found  myself  back  once  more  at  Pondicherry  Lodge. 
The  ex-prize-fighter,  McMurdo,  had,  I  found,  been 
arrested  as  an  accessory,  and  both  he  and  Mr. 
Sholto  had  been  marched  off  to  the  station.  Two 
constables  guarded  the  narrow  gate,  but  they  al- 
lowed me  to  pass  with  the  dog  on  my  mentioning 
the  detective's  name. 

Holmes  was  standing  on  the  doorstep,  with  his 
hands  in  his  pockets,  smoking  his  pipe. 

"  Ah,  you  have  him  there  ! "  said  he.  "  Good 
dog,  then!  Athelney  Jones  has  gone.  We  have 
had  an  immense  display  of  energy  since  you  left. 
He  has  arrested  not  only  friend  Thaddeus,  but  the 
gatekeeper,  the  housekeeper,  and  the  Indian  servant. 
We  have  the  place  to  ourselves  but  for  a  sergeant 
up-stairs.  Leave  the  dog  here  and  come  up." 

We  tied  Toby  to  the  hall  table,  and  reascended 
the  stairs.  The  room  was  as  we  had  left  it,  save  that 
a  sheet  had  been  draped  over  the  central  figure.  A 
weary-looking  police-sergeant  reclined  in  the  cornere 
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"  Lend  me  your  bull's-eye,  sergeant,"  said  my 
companion.  "  Now  tie  this  bit  of  card  round  my 
neck,  so  as  to  hang  it  in  front  of  me.  Thank  you. 
Now  I  must  kick  off  my  boots  and  stockings.  Just 
you  carry  them  down  with  you,  Watson.  I  am 
going  to  do  a  little  climbing.  And  dip  my  hanker- 
chief  into  the  creosote.  That  will  do.  Now  come 
up  into  the  garret  with  me  for  a  moment." 

We  clambered  up  through  the  hole.  Holmes 
turned  his  light  once  more  upon  the  footsteps  in  the 
dust. 

"  I  wish  particularly  to  notice  these  foot-marks," 
he  said.  "  Do  you  observe  anything  noteworthy 
about  them  ? " 

"  They  belong,"  I  said,  "  to  a  child  or  a  small 
woman." 

"  Apart  from  their  size,  though.  Is  there  nothing 
else?" 

"  They  appear  to  be  much  as  other  foot-marks." 

"  Not  at  all.  Look  here  !  This  is  the  print  of  a 
right  foot  in  the  dust.  Now  I  make  one  with 
my  naked  foot  beside  it.  What  is  the  chief  differ- 
ence ?  " 

"  Your  toes  are  all  cramped  together.  The  other 
print  has  each  toe  distinctly  divided." 

"  Quite  so.  That  is  the  point.  Bear  that  in 
mind.  Now,  would  you  kindly  step  over  to  that 
flap-window  and  smell  the  edge  of  the  wood- work  ? 
I  shall  stay  over  here  as  I  have  this  handkerchief  in 
my  hand." 

I  did  as  he  directed,  and  was  instantly  conscious 
of  a  strong  tarry  smell. 
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"  That  is  where  he  put  his  foot  in  getting  out.  If 
you  can  trace  him,  I  should  think  that  Toby  will 
have  no  difficulty.  Now  run  down-stairs,  loose  the 
dog,  and  look  out  for  Blondin." 

By  the  time  that  I  got  out  into  the  grounds,  Sher- 
lock Holmes  was  on  the  roof,  and  I  could  see  him 
like  an  enormous  glow-worm  crawling  very  slowly 
along  the  ridge.  I  lost  sight  of  him  behind  a  stack 
of  chimneys,  but  he  presently  reappeared,  and  then 
vanished  once  more  upon  the  opposite  side.  When 
I  made  my  way  round  there  I  found  him  seated  at 
one  of  the  corner  eaves. 

"  That  you,  Watson  ? "  he  cried. 

"Yes." 

"  This  is  the  place.    What  is  that  black  thing 
down  there  ? " 
.     "  A  water-barrel." 

«  Top  on  it  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"No  sign  of  a  ladder  ? " 

"  No." 

"  Confound  the  fellow  \  It's  a  most  break-neck 
place.  I  ought  to  be  able  to  come  down  where  he 
could  climb  up.  The  water-pipe  feels  pretty  firm. 
Here  goes,  anyhow." 

There  was  a  shuffling  of  the  feet,  and  the  lantern 
began  to  come  steadily  down  the  side  of  the  wall. 
Then  with  a  light  spring  he  came  on  to  the  barrel, 
and  from  there  to  the  earth. 

"  It  was  easy  to  follow  him,"  he  said,  drawing  on 
his  stockings  and  boots.  "  Tiles  were  loosened  the 
whole  way  along,  and  in  his  hurry  he  had  dropped 
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this.  It  confirms  my  diagnosis,  as  you  doctor*  ex- 
press it." 

The  object  which  he  held  up  to  me  was  a  small 
pocket  or  pouch  woven  out  of  colored  grasses  and 
with  a  few  tawdry  beads  strung  round  it.  In  shape 
and  size  it  was  not  unlike  a  cigarette-case.  Inside 
were  half  a  dozen  spines  of  dark  wood,  sharp  at  one 
end  and  rounded  at  the  other,  like  that  which  had 
struck  Bartholomew  Sholto. 

"  They  are  hellish  things,"  said  he.  "  Look  out 
that  you  don't  prick  yourself.  I'm  delighted  to 
have  them,  for  the  chances  are  that  they  are  all  he 
has.  There  is  the  less  fear  of  you  or  me  finding  one 
in  our  skin  before  long.  I  would  sooner  face  a 
Martini  bullet  myself.  Are  you  game  for  a  six-mile 
trudge,  Watson  ? " 

"  Certainly,"  I  answered. 

«  Your  leg  will  stand  it  ? " 

"Oh,  yes." 

"  Here  you  are,  doggy !  Good  old  Toby  !  Smell 
it,  Toby  ;  smell  it  1 "  He  pushed  the  creosote  hand- 
kerchief under  the  dog's  nose,  while  the  creature 
stood  with  its  fluffy  legs  separated,  and  with  a  most 
comical  cock  to  its  head,  like  a  connoisseur  sniffing 
the  bouquet  of  a  famous  vintage.  Holmes  then 
threw  the  handkerchief  to  a  distance,  fastened  a 
stout  cord  to  the  mongrel's  collar,  and  led  him  to 
the  foot  of  the  water-barrel.  The  creature  instantly 
broke  into  a  succession  of  high,  tremulous  yelps,  and, 
with  his  nose  on  the  ground  and  his  tail  in  the  air, 
pattered  off  upon  the  trail  at  a  pace  which  strained 
his  leash  and  kept  us  at  the  top  of  our  speed. 
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The  east  had  been  gradually  whitening,  and  we 
could  now  see  some  distance  in  the  cold,  gray  light. 
The  square,  massive  house,  with  its  black,  empty 
windows  and  high,  bare  walls,  towered  up,  sad  and 
forlorn,  behind  us.  Our  course  led  right  across  the 
grounds,  in  and  out  among  the  trenches  and  pit* 
with  which  they- were  scarred  and  intersected.  The 
whole  place,  with  its  scattered  dirt-heaps  and  ill. 
grown  shrubs,  had  a  blighted,  ill-omened  look  which 
harmonized  with  the  black  tragedy  which  hung 
over  it. 

On  reaching  the  boundary  wall  Toby  ran  along, 
whining  eagerly,  underneath  its  shadow,  and  stopped 
finally  in  a  corner  screened  by  a  young  beech. 
"Where  the  two  walls  joined,  several  bricks  had  been 
loosened,  and  the  crevices  left  were  worn  down  and 
rounded  upon  the  lower  side,  as  though  they  had 
frequently  been  used  as  a  ladder.  Holmes  clam- 
bered up,  and,  taking  the  dog  from  me,  he  dropped 
it  over  upon  the  other  side. 

"  There's  the  print  of  wooden-leg's  hand,"  he 
remarked,  as  I  mounted  up  beside  him.  "  You  see 
the  slight  smudge  of  blood  upon  the  white  plaster. 
"What  a  lucky  thing  it  is  that  we  have  had  no  very 
heavy  rain  since  yesterday !  The  scent  will  lie  upon 
the  road  in  spite  of  their  eight-and-twenty  hours' 
start. 

I  confess  that  I  had  my  doubts  myself  when  I 
reflected  upon  the  great  traffic  which  had  passed 
along  the  London  road  in  the  interval.  My  fears 
were  soon  appeased,  however.  Toby  never  hesitated 
or  swerved,  but  waddled  on  in  his  peculiar  rolling 
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fashion.  Clearly,  the  pungent  smell  of  the  creosote 
rose  high  above  all  other  contending  scents. 

"  Do  not  imagine,"  said  Holmes,  "  that  I  depend 
for  my  success  in  this  case  upon  the  mere  chance  of 
one  of  these  fellows  having  put  his  foot  in  the  chemi- 
cal. I  have  knowledge  now  which  would  enable  me 
to  trace  them  in  many  different  ways.  This,  how- 
ever, is  the  readiest,  and,  since  fortune  has  put  it 
into  our  hands,  I  should  be  culpable  if  I  neglected  it. 
It  has,  however,  prevented  the  case  from  becoming 
the  pretty  little  intellectual  problem  which  it  at  one 
time  promised  to  be.  There  might  have  been  some 
credit  to  be  gained  out  of  it  but  for  this  too  pal* 
pable  clew." 

"  There  is  credit,  and  to  spare,"  said  I.  "  I  assure 
you,  Holmes,  that  I  marvel  at  the  means  by  which 
you  obtain  your  results  in  this  case,  even  more  than 
I  did  in  the  Jefferson  Hope  murder.  The  thing 
seems  to  me  to  be  deeper  and  more  inexplicable. 
How,  for  example,  could  you  describe  with  snch 
confidence  the  wooden-legged  man  ? " 

M  Pshaw,  my  dear  boy !  it  was  simplicity  itself. 
I  don't  wish  to  be  theatrical.  It  is  all  patent  and 
above-board.  Two  officers  who  are  in  command  of 
a  convict-guard  learn  an  important  secret  as  to  buried 
treasure.  A  map  is  drawn  for  them  by  an  English- 
man named  Jonathan  Small.  You  remember  that 
we  saw  the  name  upon  the  chart  in  Captain  Mor- 
stan's  possession.  He  had  signed  it  in  behalf  of  him- 
self and  his  associates — the  sign  of  the  four,  as  he 
somewhat  dramatically  called  it.  Aided  by  this 
chart,  the  officers — or  one  of  them — gets  the  treasure 
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and  brings  it  to  England,  leaving,  we  will  suppose, 
some  condition  under  which  he  received  it  unful- 
filled. Now,  then,  why  did  not  Jonathan  Small  get 
the  treasure  himself  ?  The  answer  is  obvious.  The 
chart  is  dated  at  a  time  when  Morstan  was  brought 
into  close  association  with  convicts.  Jonathan 
Small  did  not  get  the  treasure  because  he  and  his 
associates  were  themselves  convicts  and  could  not 
get  away." 

"  But  this  is  mere  speculation,"  said  I. 

"  It  is  more  than  that.  It  is  the  only  hypothesis 
which  covers  the  facts.  Let  us  see  how  it  fits  in 
with  the  sequel.  Major  Sholto  remains  at  peace  for 
some  years,  happy  in  the  possession  of  his  treasure. 
Then  he  receives  a  letter  from  India  which  gives 
him  a  great  fright.  "What  was  that  ? " 

"A  letter  to  say  that  the  men  whom  he  had 
wronged  had  been  set  free." 

"  Or  had  escaped.  That  is  much  more  likely,  for 
he  would  have  known  what  their  term  of  imprison- 
ment was.  It  would  not  have  been  a  surprise  to 
him.  What  does  he  do  then  ?  He  guards  himself 
against  a  wooden-legged  man — a  white  man,  mark 
you,  for  he  mistakes  a  white  tradesman  for  him,  and 
actually  fires  a  pistol  at  him.  Now,  only  one  white 
man's  name  is  on  the  chart.  The  others  are  Hin- 
doos or  Mohammedans.  There  is  no  other  white 
man.  Therefore  we  may  say  with  confidence  that 
the  wooden-legged  man  is  identical  with  Jonathan 
Small.  Does  the  reasoning  strike  you  as  being 
faulty?" 

"  No ;  it  is  clear  and  concise." 
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"  Well,  now,  let  us  put  ourselves  in  the  place  of 
Jonathan  Small.  Let  us  look  at  it  from  his  point  of 
view.  He  comes  to  England  with  the  double  idea 
of  regaining  what  he  would  consider  to  be  his  rights 
and  of  having  his  revenge  upon  the  man  who  had 
wronged  him.  He  found  out  where  Sholto  lived, 
and  very  possibly  he  established  communications 
with  some  one  inside  the  house.  There  is  this  butler, 
Lai  Kao,  whom  we  have  not  seen.  Mrs.  Bernstone 
gives  him  far  from  a  good  character.  Small  could 
not  find  out,  however,  where  the  treasure  was  hid, 
for  no  one  ever  knew,  save  the  major  and  one  faith- 
ful servant  who  had  died.  Suddenly  Small  learns 
that  the  major  is  on  his  death-bed.  In  a  frenzy  lest 
the  secret  of  the  treasure  die  with  him,  he  runs  the 
gauntlet  of  the  guards,  makes  his  way  to  the  dying 
man's  window,  and  is  only  deterred  from  entering 
by  the  presence  of  his  two  sons.  Mad  with  hate, 
however,  against  the  dead  man,  he  enters  the  room 
that  night,  searches  his  private  papers  in  the  hope 
of  discovering  some  memorandum  relating  to  the 
treasure,  and  finally  leaves  a  memento  of  his  visit 
in  the  short  inscription  upon  the  card.  He  had 
doubtless  planned  beforehand  that  should  he  slay 
the  major  he  would  leave  some  such  record  upon 
the  body  as  a  sign  that  it  was  not  a  common  murder, 
but,  from  the  point  of  view  of  the  four  associates, 
something  in  the  nature  of  an  act  of  justice.  "Whim- 
sical and  bizarre  conceits  of  this  kind  are  common 
enough  in  the  annals  of  crime,  and  usually  afford 
valuable  indications  as  to  the  criminal.  Do  you 
follow  all  this?'' 
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"  Very  clearly." 

"  Now,  what  could  Jonathan  Small  do  I  He  could 
only  continue  to  keep  a  secret  watch  upon  the  efforts 
made  to  find  the  treasure.  Possibly  he  leaves  Eng- 
land and  only  comes  back  at  intervals.  Then  comes 
the  discovery  of  the  garret,  and  he  is  instantly  in. 
formed  of  it.  "We  again  trace  the  presence  of  some 
confederate  in  the  household.  Jonathan,  with  his 
wooden  leg,  is  utterly  unable  to  reach  the  lofty 
room  of  Bartholomew  Sholto.  He  takes  with 
him,  however,  a  rather  curious  associate,  who  gets 
over  this  difficulty,  but  dips  his  naked  foot  into 
creosote,  whence  come  Toby,  and  a  six-mile  limp 
for  a  half-pay  officer  with  a  damaged  Achillis 
tendo." 

"  But  it  was  the  associate,  and  not  Jonathan,  who 
committed  the  crime." 

"  Quite  so.  And  rather  to  Jonathan's  disgust,  to 
judge  by  the  way  he  stamped  about  when  he  got 
into  the  room.  He  bore  no  grudge  against  Barthol- 
omew Sholto,  and  would  have  preferred  if  he  could 
have  been  simply  bound  and  gagged.  He  did  not 
wish  to  put  his  head  in  a  halter.  There  was  no  help 
for  it,  however;  the  savage  instincts  of  his  com- 
panion had  broken  out,  and  the  poison  had  done  its 
work ;  so  Jonathan  Small  left  his  record,  lowered 
the  treasure-box  to  the  ground,  and  followed  it 
himself.  That  was  the  train  of  events  as  far  as  I 
can  decipher  them.  Of  course  as  to  his  personal 
appearance  he  must  be  middle-aged,  and  must  be 
sunburned  after  serving  his  time  in  such  an  oven  as 
the  Andamans.  His  height  is  readily  calculated 
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from  the  length  of  his  stride,  and  we  know  that  he 
was  bearded.  His  hairiness  was  the  one  point 
which  impressed  itself  upon  Thaddeus  Sholto  when 
he  saw  him  at  the  window.  I  don't  know  that  there 
is  anything  else." 

"  The  associate  ? " 

"  Ah,  well,  there  is  no  great  mystery  in  that. 
But  you  will  know  all  about  it  soon  enough.  How 
sweet  the  morning  air  is !  See  how  that  one  little 
cloud  floats  like  a  pink  feather  from  some  gigantic 
flamingo.  Now  the  red  rim  of  the  sun  pushes  itself 
•  over  the  London  cloud-bank.  It  shines  on  a  good 
many  folk,  but  on  none,  I  dare  bet,  who  is  on  a 
stranger  errand  than  you  and  I.  How  small  we  feel 
with  our  petty  ambitions  and  strivings  in  the  pres- 
ence of  the  great  elemental  forces  of  nature !  Are 
you  well  up  in  your  Jean  Paul  ?  " 

"  Fairly  so.  I  worked  back  to  him  through 
Carlyle." 

"  That  was  like  following  the  brook  to  the  parent 
lake.  He  makes  one  curious  but  profound  remark. 
It  is  that  the  chief  proof  of  a  man's  real  greatness 
lies  in  his  perception  of  his  own  smallness.  It 
argues,  you  see,  a  power  of  comparison  and  of  ap- 
preciation, which  is  in  itself  a  proof  of  nobility. 
There  is  much  food  for  thought  in  Kichter.  You 
Lave  not  a  pistol,  have  you  ?  " 

"  I  have  my  stick." 

"  It  is  just  possible  that  we  may  need  something 
of  the  sort  if  we  get  to  their  lair.  Jonathan  I  shall 
leave  to  you,  but  if  the  other  turns  nasty  I  shall 
shoot  him  dead."  He  took  out  his  revolver  as  he 
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spoke,  and,  having  loaded  two  of  the  chambers, 
he  put  it  back  into  the  right-hand  pocket  of  his 
jacket. 

We  had  during  this  time,  been  following  the  guid- 
ance of  Toby  down  the  half-rural,  villa-lined  roads 
which  lead  to  the  metropolis.  Now,  however,  we 
were  beginning  to  come  among  continuous  streets, 
where  laborers  and  dockmen  were  already  astir,  and 
slatternly  women  were  taking  down  shutters  and 
brushing  doorsteps.  At  the  square-topped  corner 
public-house  business  was  just  beginning,  and  rough- 
looking  men  were  emerging,  rubbing  their  sleeves 
across  their  beards  after  their  morning  wet.  Strange 
dogs  sauntered  up,  and  stared  wonderingly  at  us  as 
we  passed,  but  our  inimitable  Toby  looked  neither 
to  the  right  nor  to  the  left,  but  trotted  onward  with 
his  nose  to  the  ground  and  an  occasional  eager 
whine,  which  spoke  of  a  hot  scent. 

"We  had  traversed  Streatham,  Brixton,  Camber- 
well,  and  now  found  ourselves  in  Kennington  Lane, 
having  borne  away  through  the  side  streets  to  the 
east  of  the  Oval.  The  men  whom  we  pursued 
seemed  to  have  taken  a  curiously  zigzag  road,  with 
the  idea  probably  of  escaping  observation.  They 
had  never  kept  to  the  main  road  if  a  parallel  side 
street  would  serve  their  turn.  At  the  foot  of  Ken- 
nington Lane  they  had  edged  away  to  the  left  through 
Bond  Street  and  Miles  Street.  Where  the  latter 
street  turns  into  Knight's  Place,  Toby  ceased  to  ad- 
vance, but  began  to  run  backward  and  forward  with 
one  ear  cocked  and  the  other  drooping,  the  very 
picture  of  canine  indecision.  Then  he  waddled  round 
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in  circles,  looking  up  to  us  from  time  to  time,  as  if 
to  ask  for  sympathy  in  his  embarrassment. 

"  What  the  deuce  is  the  matter  with  the  dog  ?  " 
growled  Holmes.  "  They  surely  would  not  take  a 
cab,  or  go  off  in  a  balloon." 

"  Perhaps  they  stood  here  for  some  time,"  I  sug- 


"Ahl  it's  all  right.  He's  off  again,"  said  my 
companion,  in  a  tone  of  relief. 

He  was  indeed  off ;  for,  after  sniffing  round  again, 
he  suddenly  made  up  his  mind,  and  darted  away 
with  an  energy  and  determination  such  as  he  had 
not  yet  shown.  The  scent  appeared  to  be  much 
hotter  than  before,  for  he  had  not  even  to  put  his 
nose  on  the  ground,  but  tugged  at  his  leash,  and 
tried  to  break  into  a  run.  I  could  see  by  the  gleam 
in  Holmes's  eyes  that  he  thought  we  were  nearing 
the  end  of  our  journey. 

Our  course  now  ran  down  Nine  Elms  until  we  came 
to  Broderick  and  Nelson's  large  timber-yard,  just 
past  the  "White  Eagle  tavern.  Here  the  dog,  frantic 
with  excitement,  turned  down  through  the  side  gate 
into  the  inclosure,  where  the  sawyers  were  already 
at  work.  On  the  dog  raced  through  sawdust  and 
shavings,  down  an  alley,  round  a  passage,  between 
two  wood-piles,  and  finally,  with  a  triumphant  yelp, 
sprung  upon  a  large  barrel,  which  still  stood  upon 
the  hand-trolley  on  which  it  had  been  brought. 
"With  lolling  tongue  and  blinking  eyes,  Toby  stood 
upon  the  cask,  looking  from  one  to  the  other  of  us 
for  some  sign  of  appreciation.  The  staves  of  the 
barrel  and  the  wheels  of  the  trolley  were  smeared 
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with  a  dark  liquid,  and  the  whole  air  was  heavy  with 
the  smell  of  creosote. 

Sherlock  Holmes  and  I  looked  blankly  at  each 
other,  and  then  burst  simultaneously  into  an  uncon- 
trollable fit  of  laughter. 
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CHAPTER  VIIL 

THE  BAKES  STREET   IRREGULARS. 

**  WHAT  now  ? "  I  asked.  "  Toby  has  lost  his 
character  for  infallibility." 

"  He  acted  according  to  his  lights,"  said  Holmes, 
lifting  him  down  from  the  barrel  and  walking  him 
out  of  the  timber-yard.  "  If  you  consider  how  much 
creosote  is  carried  about  London  in  one  day,  it  is  no 
great  wonder  that  our  trail  should  have  been  crossed. 
It  is  much  used  now,  especially  for  the  seasoning  of 
wood.  Poor  Toby  is  not  to  blame." 

"  We  must  get  on  the  main  scent  again,  I  suppose." 

"  Yes.  And,  fortunately,  we  have  no  distance  to 
go.  Evidently  what  puzzled  the  dog  at  the  corner 
of  Knight's  Place  was  that  there  were  two  different 
trails  running  in  opposite  directions.  We  took  the 
wrong  one.  It  only  remains  to  follow  the  other." 

There  was  no  difficulty  about  this.  On  leading 
Toby  to  the  place  where  he  had  committed  his  fault, 
he  cast  about  in  a  wide  circle,  and  finally  dashed 
off  in  a  fresh  direction. 

"  We  must  take  care  that  he  does  not  now  bring 
us  to  the  place  where  the  creosote  barrel  came 
from,"  I  observed. 

"  I  had  thought  of  that.    But  you  notice  that  he 
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keeps  on  the  pavement,  whereas  the  barrel  passed 
down  the  roadway.  !No,  we  are  on  the  true  scent 
now." 

It  tended  down  toward  the  river-side,  running 
through  Belmont  Place  and  Prince's  Street.  At 
the  end  of  Broad  Street  it  ran  right  down  to  the 
water's  edge,  where  there  was  a  small  wooden  wharf. 
Toby  led  us  to  the  very  edge  of  this,  and  there  stood 
whining,  looking  out  on  the  dark  current  beyond. 

"  We  are  out  of  luck,"  said  Holmes.  "  They  have 
taken  to  a  boat  here."  Several  small  punts  and 
skiffs  were  lying  about  in  the  water  on  the  edge  of 
the  wharf.  We  took  Toby  round  to  each  in  turn, 
but,  though  he  sniffed  earnestly,  he  made  no  sign. 

Close  to  the  rude  landing-stage  was  a  small  brick 
house,  with  a  wooden  placard  slung  out  through 
the  second  window.  "  Mordecai  Smith  "  was  printed 
across  it  in  large  letters,  and,  underneath,  "  Boats 
to  hire  by  the  hour  or  day."  A  second  inscription 
above  the  door  informed  us  that  a  steam  launch  was 
kept — a  statement  which  was  confirmed  by  a  great 
pile  of  coke  upon  the  jetty.  Sherlock  Holmes 
looked  slowly  round,  and  his  face  assumed  an 
ominous  expression. 

"  This  looks  bad,"  said  he.  "  These  fellows  are 
sharper  than  I  expected.  They  seem  to  have  covered 
their  tracks.  There  has,  I  fear,  been  preconcerted 
management  here." 

He  was  approaching  the  door  of  the  house,  when 
it  opened,  and  a  little,  curly-headed  lad  of  six  came 
running  out,  followed  by  a  stoutish,  red-faced 
woman,  with  a  large  sponge  in  her  hand. 
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"You  come  back  and  be  washed,  Jack!"  she 
shouted.  "  Come  back,  you  young  imp ;  for  if  your 
father  comes  home  and  finds  you  like  that,  he'll  let 
us  hear  of  it ! " 

"  Dear  little  chap ! "  said  Holmes,  strategically, 
"  "What  a  rosy-cheeked  young  rascal !  Now,  Jack, 
is  there  anything  you  would  like  ?  " 

The  youth  pondered  for  a  moment.  "  I'd  like  a 
shillm',''  said  he. 

"  Nothing  you  would  like  better  ? " 

"I'd  like  two  shillin'  better,"  the  prodigy  an- 
swered,  after  some  thought. 

"Here  you  are,  then!  Catch!  A  fine  child, 
Mrs.  Smith." 

"  Lor*  bless  you,  sir,  he  is  that,  and  forward.  He 
gets  a'most  too  much  for  me  to  manage,  'specially 
when  my  man  is  away  days  at  a  time." 

"  Away,  is  he  ? "  said  Holmes,  in  a  disappointed 
voice.  "  I  am  sorry  for  that,  for  I  wanted  to  speak 
to  Mr.  Smith." 

"He's  been  away  since  yesterday  mornin',  sir, 
and,  truth  to  tell,  I  am  beginning  to  feel  frightened 
about  him.  But  if  it  was  about  a  boat,  sir,  maybe 
I  could  serve  as  well." 

"  I  wanted  to  hire  his  steam  launch." 

"  "Why,  bless  you,  sir,  it  is  in  the  steam  launch 
that  he  has  gone.  That's  what  puzzles  me  ;  for  I 
know  there  ain't  more  coals  in  her  than  would  take 
her  to  about  Woolwich  and  back.  If  he'd  been 
away  in  the  barge  I'd  ha'  thought  nothin' ;  for  many 
a  time  a  job  has  taken  him  as  far  as  Gravesend, 
and  then  if  there  was  much  doin'  there  he  might 
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ha'  stayed  over.  But  what  good  is  a  steam  launch 
without  coals  ? " 

"  He  might  have  bought  some  at  a  wharf  down 
the  river." 

"  He  might,  sir,  but  it  weren't  his  way.  Many  a 
time  I've  heard  him  call  out  at  the  prices  they 
charge  for  a  few  odd  bags.  Besides,  I  don't  like 
that  wooden-legged  man,  wi'  his  ugly  face  and  out- 
landish talk.  "What  did  he  want  always  knockin' 
about  here  for  ?  " 

"A  wooden-legged  man?"  said  Holmes,  with 
bland  surprise. 

"Yes,  sir;  a  brown,  monkey-faced  chap  that's 
called  more'n  once  for  my  old  man.  It  was  him 
that  roused  him  up  yesternight,  and  what's  more, 
my  man  knew  he  was  comin',  for  he  had  steam  up 
in  the  launch.  I  tell  you  straight,  sir,  I  don't  feel 
easy  in  my  mind  about  it." 

"  But,  my  dear  Mrs.  Smith,"  said  Holmes,  shrug, 
ging  his  shoulders,  "  you  are  frightening  yourself 
about  nothing.  How  could  you  possibly  tell  that 
it  was  the  wooden-legged  man  who  came  in  the 
night  ?  I  don't  quite  understand  how  you  can  be 
so  sure." 

"  His  voice,  sir.  I  knew  his  voice,  which  is  kind 
o'  thick  and  foggy.  He  tapped  at  the  winder — 
about  three  it  would  be.  *  Show  a  leg,  matey,'  says 
he ;  '  time  to  turn  out  guard.'  My  old  man  woke 
Jim  up-^-that's  my  eldest — and  away  they  went, 
without  so  much  as  a  word  to  me.  I  could  hear 
the  wooden  leg  clackin'  on  the  stones." 

"  And  was  this  wooden-legged  man  alone  2 " 
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"  Couldn't  say,  I  am  sure,  sir.  I  didn't  hear  no 
one  else." 

"  I  am  sorry,  Mrs.  Smith,  for  I  wanted  a  steam 
launch,  and  I  have  heard  good  reports  of  the — 
Let  me  see,  what  is  her  name  8 " 

"  The  *  Aurora,'  sir." 

"  Ah !  She's  not  that  old  green  launch  with  a 
yellow  line,  very  broad  in  the  beam  ? " 

"  No,  indeed.  She's  as  trim  a  little  thing  as  any 
on  the  river.  She's  been  fresh  painted,  black  with 
two  red  streaks." 

"  Thanks.  I  hope  that  you  will  hear  soon  from 
Mr.  Smith.  I  am  going  down  the  river ;  and  if  I 
should  see  anything  of  the  *  Aurora '  I  shall  let  him 
know  that  you  are  uneasy.  A  black  funnel,  you 
sayl" 

"  No,  sir.     Black  with  a  white  band." 

"  Ah,  of  course.  It  was  the  sides  which  were 
black.  Good  morning,  Mrs.  Smith.  There  is  a 
boatman  here  with  a  wherry,  "Watson.  We  shall 
take  it  and  cross  the  river." 

"  The  main  thing  with  people  of  that  sort,"  said 
Holmes,  as  we  sat  in  the  sheets  of  the  wherry,  "  is 
never  to  let  them  think  that  their  information  can 
be  of  the  slightest  importance  to  you.  If  you  do, 
they  will  instantly  shut  up  like  an  oyster.  If  you 
listen  to  them  under  protest,  as  it  were,  you  are 
very  likely  to  get  what  you  want." 

"  Our  course  now  seems  pretty  clear,"  said  I. 

"  What  would  you  do  then  ? " 

"  I  would  engage  a  launch  and  go  down  the  teack 
of  the*  Aurora.'" 
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"  My  dear  fellow,  it  would  be  a  colossal  task.  She 
may  have  touched  at  any  wharf  on  either  side  of 
the  stream  between  here  and  Greenwich.  Below 
the  bridge  there  is  a  perfect  labyrinth  of  landing, 
places  for  miles.  It  would  take  you  days  and  days 
to  exhaust  them,  if  you  set  about  it  alone." 

"  Employ  the  police  then." 

"  No.  I  shall  probably  call  Athelney  Jones  in  at 
the  last  moment.  He  is  not  a  bad  fellow,  and  I 
should  not  like  to  do  anything  which  would  injure 
him  professionally.  But  I  have  a  fancy  for  work- 
ing it  out  myself,  now  that  we  have  gone  so  far." 

"Could  we  advertise,  then,  asking  for  informa- 
tion from  wharfingers  ? " 

"  Worse  and  worse  1  Our  men  would  know  that 
the  chase  was  hot  at  their  heels,  and  they  would  be 
off  out  of  the  country.  As  it  is,  they  are  likely 
enough  to  leave,  but  as  long  as  they  think  they  are 
perfectly  safe  they  will  be  in  no  hurry.  Jones's 
energy  will  be  of  use  to  us  there,  for  his  view  of 
the  case  is  sure  to  push  itself  into  the  daily  press, 
and  the  runaways  will  think  that  every  one  is  off  on 
the  wrong  scent." 

"  What  are  we  to  do  then  ? "  I  asked,  as  we  landed 
near  Milbank  Penitentiary. 

"  Take  this  hansom,  drive  home,  have  some  break- 
fast, and  get  an  hour's  sleep.  It  is  quite  on  the 
cards  that  we  may  be  afoot  to-night  again.  Stop  at 
a  telegraph  office,  cabby.  We  will  keep  Toby,  for 
he  may  be  of  use  to  us  yet." 

We  pulled  up  at  the  Great  Peter  Street  Post- 
Office,  and  Holmes  despatched  his  wire.  "  Whom 
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do  you  think  that  is  to  ?  "  he  asked,  as  we  resumed 
our  journey. 

"  I  am  sure  I  don't  know." 

"  You  remember  the  Baker  Street  division  of  the 
detective  police  force  whom  I  employed  in  the 
Jefferson  Hope  case  ? " 

"  Well,"  said  I,  laughing. 

"  This  is  just  the  case  where  they  might  be  in- 
valuable. If  they  fail,  I  have  other  resources ;  but 
I  shall  try  them  first.  That  wire  was  to  my  dirty 
little  lieutenant,  Wiggins,  and  I  expect  that  he  and 
his  gang  will  be  with  us  before  we  have  finished  our 
breakfast." 

It  was  between  eight  and  nine  o'clock  now,  and  I 
was  conscious  of  a  strong  reaction  after  the  succes- 
sive excitement  of  the  night.  I  was  limp  and  weary, 
befogged  in  mind  and  fatigued  in  body.  I  had  not 
the  professional  enthusiasm  which  carried  my  com- 
panion on,  nor  could  I  look  at  the  matter  as  a  mere 
abstract  intellectual  problem.  As  far  as  the  death 
of  Bartholomew  Sholto  went,  I  had  heard  little 
good  of  him,  and  could  feel  no  intense  antipathy  to 
his  murderer.  The  treasure,  however,  was  a  dif- 
ferent matter.  That,  or  part  of  it,  belonged  right- 
fully to  Miss  Morstan.  While  there  was  a  chance 
of  recovering  it,  I  was  ready  to  devote  my  life  to 
the  one  object.  True,  if  I  found  it,  it  would  prob- 
ably put  her  forever  beyond  my  reach.  Yet  it 
would  be  a  petty  and  selfish  love  which  would  be 
influenced  by  such  a  thought  as  that.  If  Holmes 
could  work  to  find  the  criminals,  I  had  a  tenfold 
stronger  reason  to  urge  me  on  to  find  the  treasure. 
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A  bath  at  Baker  Street  and  a  complete  change 
freshened  me  up  wonderfully.  When  I  came  down 
to  our  room  I  found  the  breakfast  laid  and  Holmes 
pouring  out  the  coffee. 

"  Here  it  is,"  said  he,  laughing,  and  pointing  to  an 
open  newspaper.  "  The  energetic  Jones  and  the 
ubiquitous  reporter  have  fixed  it  up  between  them. 
But  you  have  had  enough  of  the  case.  Better  have 
your  ham  and  eggs  first." 

I  took  the  paper  from  him  and  read  the  short 
notice,  which  was  headed  "  Mysterious  Business  at 
Upper  Norwood." 

"About  twelve  o'clock  last  night,"  said  the 
Standard,  "Mr.  Bartholomew  Sholto,  of  Pondi- 
cherry  Lodge,  Upper  Norwood,  was  found  dead  in 
his  room  under  circumstances  which  point  to  foul 
play.  As  far  as  we  can  learn,  no  traces  of  violence 
were  found  upon  Mr.  Sholto's  person,  but  a  valuable 
collection  of  Indian  gems,  which  the  deceased  gen- 
tleman had  inherited  from  his  father,  has  been  car- 
ried off.  The  discovery  was  first  made  by  Mr. 
Sherlock  Holmes  and  Dr.  "Watson,  who  had  called 
at  the  house  with  Mr.  Thaddeus  Sholto,  brother  of 
the  deceased.  By  a  singular  piece  of  good  fortune, 
Mr.  Athelney  Jones,  the  well-known  member  of  the 
detective  police  force,  happened  to  be  at  the  Nor- 
wood Police  Station,  and  was  on  the  ground  within 
half  an  hour  of  the.  first  alarm.  His  trained  and 
experienced  faculties  were  at  once  directed  toward 
the  detection  of  the  criminals,  with  the  gratifying 
result  that  the  brother,  Thaddeus  Sholto,  has 
already  been  arrested,  together  with  the  house- 
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keeper,  Mrs.  Bernstone,  an  Indian  butler  named  Lai 
Eao,  and  a  porter,  or  gatekeeper,  named  McMurdo. 
It  is  quite  certain  that  the  thief  or  thieves  were 
well  acquainted  with  the  house,  for  Mr.  Jones's 
well-known  technical  knowledge  and  his  powers  of 
minute  observation  have  enabled  him  to  prove  con- 
clusively that  the  miscreants  could  not  have  entered 
by  the  door  or  by  the  window,  but  must  have  made 
their  way  across  the  roof  of  the  building,  and  so 
through  a  trap-door  into  a  room,  which  communi- 
cated with  that  in  which  the  body  was  found.  This 
fact,  which  has  been  very  clearly  made  out,  proves 
conclusively  that  it  was  no  mere  haphazard  burglary. 
The  prompt  and  energetic  action  of  the  officers  of 
the  law  shows  the  great  advantage  of  the  presence 
on  such  occasions  of  a  single  vigorous  and  master- 
ful mind.  We  cannot  but  think  that  it  supplies  an 
argument  to  those  who  would  wish  to  see  our  detec- 
tives more  decentralized,  and  so  brought  into  closer 
and  more  effective  touch  with  the  cases  which  it  is 
their  duty  to  investigate." 

"  Isn't  it  gorgeous  !  "  said  Holmes,  grinning  over 
his  coffee-cup.  "  What  do  you  think  of  it  3  " 

"  I  think  that  we  have  had  a  close  shave  ourselves 
of  being  arrested  for  the  crime." 

"  So  do  I.  I  wouldn't  answer  for  our  safety  now, 
if  he  should  happen  to  have  another  of  his  attacks 
of  energy." 

At  this  moment  there  was  a  loud  ring  at  the 
bell,  and  I  could  hear  Mrs.  Hudson,  our  landlady, 
raising  her  voice  in  a  wail  of  expostulation  and 
dismay. 
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"  By  Heaven,  Holmes,"  I  said,  half  rising,  "  I 
believe  they  are  really  after  us." 

"  No,  it's  not  quite  so  bad  as  that.  It  is  'the  un- 
official force — the  Baker  Street  irregulars." 

As  he  spoke,  there  came  a  swift  pattering  of 
naked  feet  upon  the  stairs,  a  clatter  of  high  voices, 
and  in  rushed  a  dozen  dirty  and  ragged  little  street 
Arabs.  There  was  some  show  of  discipline  among 
them,  despite  their  tumultuous  entry,  for  they  in- 
stantly drew  up  in  line  and  stood  facing  us  with 
expectant  faces.  One  of  their  number,  taller  and 
older  than  the  others,  stood  forward  with  an  air  of 
lounging  superiority  which  was  very  funny  in  such 
a  disreputable  little  scarecrow. 

"  Got  your  message,  sir,"  said  he,  "  and  brought 
'em  on  sharp.  Three  bob  and  a  tanner  for  tickets." 

"  Here  you  are,"  said  Holmes,  producing  some 
silver.  "  In  future  they  can  report  to  you,  Wiggins, 
and  you  to  me.  I  cannot  have  the  house  invaded 
in  this  way.  However,  it  is  just  as  well  that  you 
should  all  hear  the  instructions.  I  want  to  find  the 
whereabouts  of  a  steam  launch  called  the  *  Aurora,' 
owner,  Mordecai  Smith,  black  with  two  red  streaks, 
funnel  black  with  a  white  band.  She  is  down  the 
river  somewhere.  I  want  one  boy  to  be  at  Mor- 
decai Smith's  landing-stage,  opposite  Millbank,  to 
say  if  the  boat  comes  back.  You  must  divide  it  out 
among  yourselves,  and  do  both  banks  thoroughly. 
Let  me  know  the  moment  you  have  news.  Is  that 
all  clear?" 

"  Yes,  guv'nor,"  said  Wiggins. 

"  The  old  scale  of  pay,  and  a  guinea  to  the  boy 
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who  finds  the  boat.  Here's  a  day  in  advance.  Now 
off  you  go !  "  He  handed  them  a  shilling  each,  and 
away  they  buzzed  down  the  stairs,  and  I  saw  them 
a  moment  later  streaming  down  the  street. 

"  If  the  launch  is  above  water  they  will  find  her," 
said  Holmes,  as  he  rose  from  the  table  and  lighted 
his  pipe.  "  They  can  go  everywhere,  see  everything, 
overhear  every  one.  I  expect  to  hear  before  even- 
ing that  they  have  spotted  her.  In  the  meanwhile, 
we  can  do  nothing  but  await  results.  "We  cannot 
pick  up  the  broken  trail  until  we  find  either  the 
*  Aurora '  or  Mr.  Mordecai  Smith." 

"  Toby  could  eat  these  scraps,  I  dare  say.  Are 
you  going  to  bed,  Holmes  ?  " 

"  No  ;  I  am  not  tired.  I  have  a  curious  constitu- 
tion. I  never  remember  feeling  tired  by  work, 
though  idleness  exhausts  me  completely.  I  am  go- 
ing to  smoke,  and  to  think  over  this  queer  business 
to  which  my  fair  client  has  introduced  us.  If  ever 
man  had  an  easy  task,  this  of  ours  ought  to  be. 
Wooden-legged  men  are  not  so  common,  but  the 
other  man  must,  I  should  think,  be  absolutely 
unique." 

"  That  other  man  again  !  " 

"  I  have  no  wish  to  make  a  mystery  of  him — to 
you,  anyway.  But  you  must  have  formed  your 
own  opinion.  Now,  do  consider  the  data.  Dimin- 
utive foot-marks,  toes  never  fettered  by  boots, 
naked  feet,  stone-headed  wooden  mace,  great  agility, 
small,  poisoned  darts.  "What  do  you  make  of  all 
this?" 

"A  savage!"    I   exclaimed.     "  Perhaps  one  of 
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those  Indians  who  were  the  associates  of  Jonathan 
Small." 

"  Hardly  that,"  said  he.  "  When  first  I  saw  signs 
of  strange  weapons  I  was  inclined  to  think  so,  but 
the  remarkable  character  of  the  foot-marks  caused 
me  to  reconsider  my  views.  Some  of  the  inhabit- 
ants of  the  Indian  Peninsula  are  small  men,  but 
none  could  have  left  such  marks  as  that.  The  Hin- 
doo proper  has  long  and  thin  feet.  The  sandal- 
wearing  Mohammedan  has  the  great  toe  well  sepa- 
rated from  the  others,  because  the  thong  is  commonly 
passed  between.  These  little  darts,  too,  could  only 
be  shot  in  one  way.  They  were  from  a  blow-pipe. 
Now,  then,  where  are  we  to  find  our  savage  ? " 

"  South  America,"  I  hazarded. 

He  stretched  his  hand  up,  and  took  down  a  bulky 
volume  from  the  shelf.  "  This  is  the  first  volume 
of  a  gazeteer  which  is  now  being  published.  It  may 
be  looked  upon  as  the  very  latest  authority.  "What 
have  we  here  ?  *  Andaman  Islands,  situated  three 
hundred  and  forty  miles  to  the  north  of  Sumatra  in 
the  Bay  of  Bengal.'  Hum !  hum !  "What's  all  this  ? 
*  Moist  climate,  coral  reefs,  sharks,  Port  Blair,  con- 
vict-barracks, Rutland  Island,  cottonwoods — '  Ah, 
here  we  are.  '  The  aborigines  of  the  Andaman 
Islands  may  perhaps  claim  the  distinction  of  be- 
ing the  smallest  race  upon  this  earth,  though  some 
anthropologists  prefer  the  Bushmen  of  Africa,  the 
Digger  Indians  of  America,  and  the  Terra  del  Fue- 
gians.  The  average  height  is  rather  below  four 
feet,  although  many  full-grown  adults  may  be  found 
who  are  very  much  smaller  than  this.  They  are  a 
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fierce,  morose,  and  intractable  people,  though  capable 
of  forming  most  devoted  friendships  when  their  con- 
fidence has  once  been  gained.'  Mark  that,  "Watson. 
Now,  then,  listen  to  this.  *  They  are  naturally 
hideous,  having  large,  misshapen  heads,  small,  fierce 
eyes,  and  distorted  features.  Their  feet  and  hands, 
however,  are  remarkably  small.  So  intractable  and 
fierce  are  they  that  all  the  efforts  of  the  British 
officials  have  failed  to  win  them  over  in  any  degree. 
They  have  always  been  a  terror  to  shipwrecked 
crews,  braining  the  survivors  with  their  stone-headed 
clubs,  or  shooting  them  with  their  poisoned  arrows. 
These  massacres  are  invariably  concluded  by  a  can- 
nibal feast.'  Nice,  amiable  people,  Watson !  If 
this  fellow  had  been  left  to  his  own  unaided  devices 
this  affair  might  have  taken  an  even  more  ghastly 
turn.  I  fancy  that,  even  as  it  is,  Jonathan  Small 
would  give  a  good  deal  not  to  have  employed  him." 

"  But  how  came  he  to  have  so  singular  a  com- 
panion ? " 

"  Ah,  that  is  more  than  I  can  tell.  Since,  how- 
ever,  we  had  already  determined  that  Small  had 
come  from  the  Andamans,  it  is  not  so  very  wonder- 
ful that  this  islander  should  be  with  him.  No  doubt 
we  shall  know  all  about  it  in  time.  Look  here, 
Watson :  you  look  regularly  done.  Lie  down  there 
on  the  sofa,  and  see  if  I  can  put  you  to  sleep." 

He  took  up  his  violin  from  the  corner,  and  as  I 
stretched  myself  out  he  began  to  play  some  low, 
dreamy,  melodious  air — his  own,  no  doubt,  for  he 
had  a  remarkable  gift  for  improvisation.  I  have  a 
vague  remembrance  of  his  gaunt  limbs,  his  earnest 
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face,  and  the  rise  and  fall  of  his  bow.  Then  I 
seemed  to  be  floating  peacefully  away  upon  a  soft 
sea  of  sound,  until  I  found  myself  in  dreamland, 
with  the  sweet  face  of  Mary  Morstan  looking  down 
upon  me. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

A  BREAK  IN  THE  CHAIN. 

IT  was  late  in  the  afternoon  before  I  awoke, 
strengthened  and  refreshed.  Sherlock  Holmes  still 
sat  exactly  as  I  had  left  him,  save  that  he  had  laid 
aside  his  violin  and  was  deep  in  a  book.  He  looked 
across  at  me  as  1  stirred,  and  I  noticed  that  his  face 
was  dark  and  troubled. 

"  You  have  slept  soundly,"  he  said.  "  I  feared 
that  our  talk  would  wake  you." 

"  I  heard  nothing,"  I  answered.  "  Have  you  had 
fresh  news,  then  ?  " 

"  Unfortunately,  no.  I  confess  that  I  am  sur- 
prised and  disappointed.  I  expected  something  def- 
inite by  this  time.  "Wiggins  has  just  been  up  to 
report.  He  says  that  no  trace  can  be  found  of  the 

r  •/ 

launch.  It  is  a  provoking  check,  for  every  hour  is  of 
importance." 

"  Can  I  do  anything?  I  am  perfectly  fresh  now, 
and  quite  ready  for  another  night's  outing." 

"  No ;  we  can  do  nothing.  "We  can  only  wait. 
If  we  go  ourselves,  the  message  might  come  in  our 
absence,  and  delay  be  caused.  You  can  do  what 
you  will,  but  I  must  remain  on  guard." 

"  Then  I  shall  run  over  to  Camberwell  and  call 
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upon  Mrs.  Cecil  Forrester.  She  asked  me  to  yester- 
day." 

"  On  Mrs.  Cecil  Forrester  ? "  asked  Holmes,  with 
the  twinkle  of  a  smile  in  his  eyes. 

"Well,  of  course,  on  Miss  Morstan,  too.  They 
were  anxious  to  hear  what  happened." 

"I  would  not  tell  them  too  much,"  said  Holmes. 
"  "Women  are  never  to  be  entirely  trusted — not  the 
best  of  them." 

I  did  not  pause  to  argue  over  this  atrocious  senti- 
ment. "  I  shall  be  back  in  an  hour  or  two,"  I 
remarked. 

"  All  right  I  Good  luck  1  But,  I  say,  if  you  are 
crossing  the  river  you  may  as  well  return  Toby,  for 
I  don't  think  it  at  all  likely  that  we  shall  have  any 
use  for  him  now." 

I  took  our  mongrel  accordingly,  and  left  him,  to- 
gether with  a  half  sovereign,  at  the  old  naturalist's 
in  Pinchin  Lane.  At  Camberwell  I  found  Miss 
Morstan  a  little  weary  after  her  night's  adventures, 
but  very  eager  to  hear  the  news.  Mrs.  Forrester, 
too,  was  full  of  curiosity.  I  told  them  all  that  we 
had  done,  suppressing,  however,  the  more  dreadful 
parts  of  the  tragedy.  Thus,  although  I  spoke  of 
Mr.  Sholto's  death,  I  said  nothing  of  the  exact 
manner  and  method  of  it.  "With  all  my  omissions, 
however,  there  was  enough  to  startle  and  amaze 
them. 

"  It  is  a  romance ! "  cried  Mrs.  Forrester.  "  An 
injured  lady,  half  a  million  in  treasure,  a  black  can- 
nibal, and  a  wooden-legged  ruffian.  They  take  the 
place  of  the  conventional  dragon  or  wicked  earL" 
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"  And  two  knight- errants  to  the  rescue,"  added 
Miss  Morstan,  with  a  bright  glance  at  me. 

"Why,  Mary,  your  fortune  depends  upon  the 
issue  of  this  search.  I  don't  think  that  you  are 
nearly  excited  enough.  Just  imagine  what  it  must 
be  to  be  so  rich  and  to  have  the  world  at  your  feet." 

It  sent  a  thrill  of  joy  to  my  heart  to  notice  that 
she  showed  no  sign  of  elation  at  the  prospect.  On 
the  contrary,  she  gave  a  toss  of  her  proud  head,  as 
though  the  matter  were  one  in  which  she  took  small 
interest. 

"  It  is  for  Mr.  Thaddeus  Sholto  that  I  am  anxious," 
she  said.  "  Nothing  else  is  of  any  consequence ;  but 
I  think  that  he  has  behaved  most  kindly  and  honor- 
ably throughout.  It  is  our  duty  to  clear  him  of  this 
dreadful  and  unfounded  charge." 

It  was  evening  before  I  left  Camberwell,  and 
quite  dark  by  the  time  I  reached  home.  My  com- 
panion's book  and  pipe  lay  by  his  chair,  but  he  had 
disappeared.  I  looked  about  in  the  hope  of  seeing 
a  note,  but  there  was  none. 

"  I  suppose  that  Mr.  Sherlock  Holmes  has  gone 
out,"  I  said  to  Mrs.  Hudson,  as  she  came  up  to 
lower  the  blinds. 

"  No,  sir.  He  has  gone  to  his  room,  sir.  Do 
you  know,  sir,"  sinking  her  voice  into  an  impressive 
whisper,  "  I  am  afraid  for  his  health  1 " 

"  Why  so,  Mrs.  Hudson  ? " 

"  Well,  he's  that  strange,  sir.  After  you  was  gone 
he  walked,  and  he  walked,  up  and  down,  and  up  and 
down,  until  I  was  weary  of  the  sound  of  his  footstep. 
Then  I  heard  him  talking  to  himself,  and  muttering, 

S   VOL  3 
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and  every  time  the  bell  rang  out  he  came  on  the  stair- 
head, with,  '  What  is  that,  Mrs.  Hudson  ? '  And 
now  he  has  slammed  off  to  his  room,  but  I  can  hear 
him  walking  away  the  same  as  ever.  I  hope  he's 
not  going  to  be  ill,  sir.  I  ventured  to  say  some- 
thing to  him  about  cooling  medicine,  but  he  turned 
on  me,  sir,  with  such  a  look  that  I  don't  know  how 
I  ever  got  out  of  the  room." 

"  I  don't  think  that  you  have  any  cause  to  be  un- 
easy, Mrs.  Hudson,"  I  answered.  "  I  have  seen  him 
like  this  before.  He  has  some  small  matter  upon 
his  mind  which  makes  him  restless."  I  tried  to 
speak  lightly  to  our  worthy  landlady,  but  I  was  my- 
self somewhat  uneasy  when  through  the  long  night 
I  still,  from  time  to  time,  heard  the  dull  sound  of 
his  tread,  and  knew  how  his  keen  spirit  was  chafing 
against  this  involuntary  inaction. 

At  breakfast-time  he  looked  worn  and  haggard, 
with  a  little  fleck  of  feverish  color  upon  either 
cheek. 

"  You  are  knocking  yourself  up,  old  man,"  I  re- 
marked. "  I  heard  you  marching  about  in  the 
night." 

"No,  I  could  not  sleep,"  he  answered.  "This 
infernal  problem  is  consuming  me.  It  is  too  much 
to  be  balked  by  so  petty  an  obstacle,  when  all  else 
had  been  overcome.  I  know  the  men,  the  launch, 
everything ;  and  yet  I  can  get  no  news.  I  have  set 
other  agencies  at  work,  and  used  every  means  at  my 
disposal.  The  whole  river  has  been  searched  on 
either  side,  but  there  is  no  news,  nor  has  Mrs.  Smith 
heard  of  her  husband.  I  shall  come  to  the  conclu- 
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trion  soon  that  they  hav«  scuttled  the  craft.  But 
there  are  objections  to  that." 

"  Or  that  Mrs.  JSmith  has  put  us  on  &  wrong  scent.'' 

"  No,  I  think  that  may  be  dismissed.  I  had  in- 
quiries made,  and  there  is  a  launch  of  that  descrip- 
tion." 

"  Could  it  have  gone  up  the  river  2  " 

"  I  have  considered  that  possibility,  too,  and  there 
is  a  search  party  who  will  work  up  as  far  as  Kich- 
mond.  If  no  news  comes  to-day,  I  shall  start  off 
myself  to-morrow,  and  go  for  the  men  rather  than 
the  boat.  But  surely,  surely,  we  shall  hear  some- 
thing." 

We  did  not,  however.  Not  a  word  came  to  us, 
either  from  Wiggins  or  from  the  other  agencies. 
There  were  articles  in  most  of  the  papers  upon  the 
Norwood  tragedy.  They  all  appeared  to  be  rather 
hostile  to  the  unfortunate  Thaddeus  Sholto.  No 
fresh  details  were  to  be  found,  however,  in  any  of 
them,  save  that  an  inquest  was  to  be  held  upon  the 
following  day.  I  walked  over  to  Camberwell  in 
the  evening  to  report  our  ill  success  to  the  ladies, 
and  on  my  return  I  found  Holmes  dejected  and 
somewhat  morose.  He  would  hardly  reply  to  my 
questions,  and  busied  himself  all  evening  in  an 
abstruse  chemical  analysis  which  involved  much 
heating  of  retorts  and  distilling  of  vapors,  ending  at 
last  in  a  smell  which  fairly  drove  me  out  of  the 
apartment  Up  to  the  small  hours  of  the  morning 
I  could  hear  the  clinking  of  his  test-tubes,  which 
told  me  that  he  was  still  engaged  in  his  malodorous 
experiment. 
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In  the  early  dawn  I  woke  with  a  start,  and  was 
surprised  to  find  him  standing  by  my  bedside,  clad 
in  a  rude  sailor  dress,  with  a  pea-jacket,  and  a  coarse 
red  scarf  round  his  neck. 

"  I  am  off  down  the  river,  Watson,"  said  he.  "  I 
have  been  turning  it  over  in  my  mind,  and  I  can 
see  only  one  way  out  of  it.  It  is  worth  trying,  at  all 
events." 

"  Surely  I  can  come  with  you,  then  ? "  said  I. 

"  No  ;  you  can  be  much  more  useful  if  you  will 
remain  here  as  my  representative.  I  am  loath  to 
go,  for  it  is  quite  on  the  cards  that  some  message 
may  come  during  the  day,  though  Wiggins  was  de- 
spondent about  it  last  night.  I  want  you  to  open 
all  notes  and  telegrams,  and  to  act  on  your  own 
judgment  if  any  news  should  come.  Can  I  rely  upon 
you?" 

"  Most  certainly." 

"  I  am  afraid  that  you  will  not  be  able  to  wire  to 
me,  for  I  can  hardly  tell  yet  where  I  may  find  my. 
self.  If  I  am  in  luck,  however,  I  may  not  be  gone 
so  very  long.  I  shall  have  news  of  some  sort  or 
other  before  I  get  back." 

I  heard  nothing  of  him  by  breakfast-time.  On 
opening  the  Standard,  however,  I  found  that  there 
was  a  fresh  allusion  to  the  business.  "  With  ref- 
erence to  the  Upper  Norwood  tragedy,"  it  re- 
marked, "  we  have  reason  to  believe  that  the  matter 
promises  to  be  even  more  complex  and  mysterious 
than  was  originally  supposed.  Fresh  evidence  has 
shown  that  it  is  quite  impossible  that  Mr.  Thaddeus 
Sholto  could  have  been  in  any  way  concerned  in 
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the  matter.  He  and  the  housekeeper,  Mrs.  Bern- 
stone,  were  both  released  yesterday  evening.  It  is 
believed,  however,  that  the  police  have  a  clew  to 
the  real  culprits,  and  that  it  is  being  prosecuted  by 
Mr.  Athelney  Jones,  of  Scotland  Yard,  with  all 
his  well-known  energy  and  sagacity.  Further  ar- 
rests may  be  expected  at  any  moment." 

"  That  is  satisfactory  so  far  as  it  goes,"  thought 
I.  "  Friend  Sholto  is  safe,  at  any  rate.  I  wonder 
what  the  fresh  clew  may  be ;  though  it  seems  to  be 
a  stereotyped  form  whenever  the  police  have  made 
a  blunder." 

I  tossed  the  paper  down  upon  the  table,  but  at 
that  moment  my  eye  caught  an  advertisement  in 
the  agony  column.  It  ran  in  this  way : 

"  Lost. — Whereas,  Mordecai  Smith,  boatman,  and 
his  son  Jim,  left  Smith's  Wharf  at  or  about  three 
o'clock  last  Tuesday  morning,  in  the  steam  launch 
*  Aurora,'  black  with  two  red  stripes ;  funnel  black 
with  a  white  band ;  the  sum  of  five  pounds  will  be 
paid  to  any  one  who  can  give  information  to  Mrs. 
Smith,  at  Smith's  Wharf,  or  at  222  J  Baker  Street, 
as  to  the  whereabouts  of  the  said  Mordecai  Smith 
and  the  launch  *  Aurora.'  " 

This  was  clearly  Holmes's  doing.  The  Baker 
Street  address  was  enough  to  prove  that.  It  struck 
me  as  rather  ingenious,  because  it  might  be  read  by 
the  fugitives  without  their  seeing  in  it  more  than 
the  natural  anxiety  of  a  wife  for  her  missing  hus- 
band. 
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It  was  a  long  day.  Every  time  that  a  knock 
came  to  the  door,  or  a  sharp  step  passed  in  the 
street,  I  imagined  that  it  was  either  Holmes  return- 
ing  or  an  answer  to  his  advertisement.  I  tried  to 
read,  but  my  thoughts  would  wander  off  to  our 
strange  quest  and  to  the  ill-assorted  and  villainous 
pair  whom  we  were  pursuing.  Could  there  be,  I 
wondered,  some  radical  flaw  in  my  companion's 
reasoning  ?  Might  he  be  suffering  from  some  huge 
self-deception  ?  Was  it  not  possible  that  his  nimble 
and  speculative  mind  had  built  up  this  wild  theory 
upon  faulty  premises  ?  I  had  never  known  him  to 
be  wrong ;  and  yet  the  keenest  reasoner  may  oc- 
casionally be  deceived.  He  was  likely,  I  thought, 
to  fall  into  error  through  the  over-refinement  of  his 
logic — his  preference  for  a  subtle  and  bizarre  ex- 
planation when  a  plainer  and  more  commonplace 
one  lay  ready  to  his  hand.  Yet,  on  the  other  hand, 
I  had  myself  seen  the  evidence,  and  I  had  heard  the 
reasons  for  his  deductions.  When  I  looked  back  on 
the  long  chain  of  curious  circumstances,  many  of 
them  trivial  in  themselves,  but  all  tending  in  the 
same  direction,  I  could  not  disguise  from  myself 
that  even  if  Holmes's  explanation  were  incorrect  the 
true  theory  must  be  equally  outre  and  startling. 

At  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  there  was  a  loud 
peal  at  the  bell,  an  authoritative  voice  in  the  hall, 
and,  to  my  surprise,  no  less  a  person  than  Mr  Athel- 
ney  Jones  was  shown  up  to  me.  Very  different 
was  he,  however,  from  the  brusque  and  masterful 
professor  of  common-sense  who  had  taken  over  the 
case  so  confidently  at  Upper  Norwood.  His  ex- 
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pression  was  downcast,  and  his  bearing  meek  and 
even  apologetic. 

"  Good  day,  sir ;  good  day,"  said  he.  "  Mr.  Sher- 
lock Holmes  is  out,  I  understand." 

"  Yes ;  and  I  cannot  be  sure  when  he  will  be 
back.  But  perhaps  you  would  care  to  wait.  Take 
that  chair  and  try  one  of  these  cigars." 

"Thank  you  ;  I  don't  mind  if  I  do,"  said  he,  mop- 
ping his  face  with  a  red  bandana  handkerchief. 

"  And  a  whisky  and  soda  ? " 

"  Well,  half  a  glass.  It  is  very  hot  for  the  time 
of  year  and  I  have  a  good  deal  to  worry  and  try 
me.  You  know  my  theory  about  this  Norwood 
case  ? " 

"  I  remember  that  you  expressed  one." 

"  Well,  I  have  been  obliged  to  reconsider  it.  I 
had  my  net  drawn  tightly  round  Mr.  Sholto,  sir, 
when  pop !  he  went  through  a  hole  in  the  middle  of 
it.  He  was  able  to  prove  an  alibi  which  could  not 
be  shaken.  From  the  time  that  he  left  his  brother's 
room  he  was  never  out  of  sight  of  some  one  or 
other.  So  it  could  not  be  he  who  climbed  over  the 
roofs  and  through  trap-doors.  It's  a  very  dark  case 
and  my  professional  credit  is  at  stake.  I  should  be 
very  glad  of  a  little  assistance." 

"We  all  need  help  sometimes,"  said  I. 

"  Your  friend,  Mr.  Sherlock  Holmes,  is  a  wonder- 
ful man,  sir,"  said  he,  in  a  husky  and  confidential 
voice.  "  He's  a  man  who  is  not  to  be  beat.  I  have 
known  that  young  man  go  into  a  good  many  cases, 
but  I  never  saw  the  case  yet  that  he  could  not  throw 
light  upon.  He  is  irregular  in  his  methods,  and  a 
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little  quick,  perhaps,  in  jumping  at  theories,  but,  on 
the  whole,  I  think  he  would  have  made  a  most 
promising  officer,  and  I  don't  care  who  knows  it.  I 
have  had  a  wire  from  him  this  morning,  by  which 
I  understand  that  he  has  got  some  clew  to  this 
Sholto  business.  Here  is  his  message." 

He  took  the  telegram  out  of  his  pocket,  and 
handed  it  to  me.  It  was  dated  from  Poplar  at 
twelve  o'clock.  "  Go  to  Baker  Street  at  once,"  it 
said.  "  If  I  have  not  returned,  wait  for  me.  I  am 
close  on  the  track  of  the  Sholto  gang.  You  can 
come  with  us  to-night  if  you  want  to  be  in  at  the 
finish." 

"  This  sounds  well.  He  has  evidently  picked  up 
the  scent  again,"  saM  I. 

"  Ah,  then  he  has  been  at  fault,  too,"  exclaimed 
Jones,  with  evident  satisfaction.  "  Even  the  best 
of  us  are  thrown  off  sometimes.  Of  course  this 
may  prove  to  be  a  false  alarm ;  but  it  is  my  duty  as 
an  officer  of  the  law  to  allow  no  chance  to  slip. 
But  there  is  some  one  at  the  door.  Perhaps  this  is 
he." 

A  heavy  step  was  heard  ascending  the  stairs,  with 
a  great  wheezing  and  rattling  as  from  a  man  who 
was  sorely  put  to  it  for  breath.  Once  or  twice  he 
stopped,  as  though  the  climb  were  too  much  for 
him,  but  at  last  he  made  his  way  to  our  door  and 
entered.  His  appearance  corresponded  to  the  sounds 
which  we  had  heard.  He  was  an  aged  man,  clad  in 
seafaring  garb,  with  an  old  pea-jacket  buttoned  up 
to  his  throat.  His  back  was  bowed,  his  knees  were 
shaky,  and  his  breathing  was  painfully  asthmatic. 
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As  he  leaned  upon  a  thick  oaken  cudgel  his  shoul- 
ders heaved  in  the  effort  to  draw  the  air  into  his 
lungs.  He  had  a  colored  scarf  round  his  chin,  and 
I  could  see  little  of  his  face  save  a  pair  of  keen  dark 
eyes,  overhung  by  bushy  white  brows,  and  long 
gray  side-whiskers.  Altogether  he  gave  me  the  im- 
pression of  a  respectable  master  mariner  who  had 
fallen  into  years  and  poverty. 

"  What  is  it,  my  man  ? "  1  asked. 

He  looked  about  him  in  the  slow,  methodical 
fashion  of  old  age. 

"  Is  Mr.  Sherlock  Holmes  here  ? "  said  he. 

"  No ;  but  I  am  acting  for  him.  You  can  tell  me 
any  message  you  have  for  him." 

"  It  was  to  him  himself  I  was  to  tell  it,"  said  he. 

"  But  I  tell  you  that  I  am  acting  for  him.  Was 
it  about  Mordecai  Smith's  boat  ?  " 

"  Yes.  I  knows  well  where  it  is.  An'  I  knows 
where  the  men  he  is  after  are.  An'  I  knows  where 
the  treasure  is.  I  knows  all  about  it." 

"  Then  tell  me,  and  I  shall  let  him  know." 

"  It  was  to  him  I  was  to  tell  it,"  he  repeated,  with 
the  petulant  obstinacy  of  a  very  old  man. 

"  Well,  you  must  wait  for  him." 

"  No,  no ;  I  ain't  goin'  to  lose  a  whole  day  to 
please  no  one.  If  Mr.  Holmes  ain't  here,  then  Mr. 
Holmes  must  find  it  all  out  for  himself.  I  don't  care 
about  the  look  of  either  of  you,  and  I  won't  tell  a 
word." 

He  shuffled  toward  the  door,  but  Athelney  Jones 
got  in  front  of  him. 

"  Wait  a  bit,  my  friend,"  said  he.    "  You  have 


106  THE  SIGN  OF  THE  FOUR. 

important  information,  and  you  must  not  walk  off. 
We  shall  keep  you,  whether  you  like  it  or  not,  until 
our  friend  returns." 

The  old  man  made  a  little  run  toward  the  door, 
but,  as  Athelney  Jones  put  his  broad  back  up  against 
it,  he  recognized  the  uselessness  of  resistance. 

"  Pretty  sort  o'  treatment  this !  "  he  cried,  stamp, 
ing  his  stick.  "I  come  here  to  see  a  gentleman, 
and  you  two,  who  I  never  saw  in  my  life,  seize  me 
and  treat  me  in  this  fashion ! " 

"  You  will  be  none  the  worse,"  I  said.  "  "We 
shall  recompense  you  for  the  loss  of  your  time.  Sit 
over  here  on  the  sofa,  and  you  will  not  have  long 
to  wait." 

He  came  across  sullenly  enough,  and  seated  him- 
self with  his  face  resting  on  his  hands.  Jones  and 
I  resumed  our  cigars  and  our  talk.  Suddenly,  how- 
ever, Holmes's  voice  broke  in  upon  us. 

"  I  think  that  you  might  offer  me  a  cigar,  too," 
he  said. 

We  both  started  in  our  chairs.  There  was 
Holmes  sitting  close  to  us  with  an  air  of  quiet 
amusement. 

"  Holmes  !  "  I  exclaimed.  "  You  here  ?  Bat 
where  is  the  old  man  ?  " 

"  Here  is  the  old  man,"  said  he,  holding  out  a  heap 
of  white  hair.  "Here  he  is — wig,  whiskers,  eye- 
brows, and  all.  I  thought  my  disguise  was  pretty 
good,  but  I  hardly  expected  that  it  would  stand 
that  test." 

"  Ah,  you  rogue !  "  cried  Jones,  highly  delighted. 
"  You  would  have  made  an  actor,  and  a  rare  one. 
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You  had  the  proper  workhouse  cough,  and  those 
weak  legs  of  yours  are  worth  ten  pounds  a  week.  I 
thought  I  knew  the  glint  of  your  eye,  though.  You 
didn't  get  away  from  us  so  easily,  you  see." 

"  I  have  been  working  in  that  get-up  all  day," 
said  he,  lighting  his  cigar.  "  You  see,  a  good  many 
of  the  criminal  classes  begin  to  know  me — especially 
since  our  friend  here  took  to  publishing  some  of  my 
cases  ;  so  I  can  only  go  on  the  warpath  under  some 
simple  disguise  like  this.  You  got  my  wire  ? " 

"  Yes ;  that  was  what  brought  me  here." 

"  How  has  your  case  prospered  ? " 

"  It  has  all  come  to  nothing.  I  had  to  release 
two  of  my  prisoners,  and  there  is  no  evidence  against 
the  other  two." 

"  Never  mind.  "We  shall  give  you  two  others  in 
place  of  them.  But  you  must  put  yourself  under 
my  orders.  You  are  welcome  to  all  the  official 
credit,  but  you  must  act  on  the  lines  that  I  point  out. 
Is  that  agreed  ? " 

"  Entirely,  if  you  will  help  me  to  the  men." 

"  Well,  then,  in  the  first  place  I  shall  want  a  fast 
police-boat — a  steam  launch — to  be  at  the  "Westmin- 
ster Stairs  at  seven  o'clock." 

"  That  is  easily  managed.  There  is  always  one 
about  there ;  but  I  can  step  across  the  road  and  tele- 
phone, to  make  sure." 

"  Then  I  shall  want  two  stanch  men,  in  case  of 
resistance." 

"  There  will  be  two  or  three  in  the  boat.  "What 
else?" 

"  "When  we  secure  the  men  we  shall  get  the  treas- 
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ure.    I  think  that  it  would  be  a  pleasure  to  my 
friend  here  to  take  the  box  round  to  the  young  lady 
to  whom  half  of  it  rightfully  belongs.    Let  her  be 
the  first  to  open  it.    Eh,  Watson  ? " 
"  It  would  be  a  great  pleasure  to  me." 
"  Bather  an  irregular  proceeding,"  said  Jones, 
shaking  his  head.     "  However,  the  whole  thing  is 
irregular,  and  I  suppose  we  must  wink  at  it.     The 
treasure  must  afterward   be  handed  over  to  the 
authorities  until  after  the  official  investigation." 

"  Certainly.  That  is  easily  managed.  One  other 
point.  I  should  much  like  to  have  the  details  about 
this  matter  from  the  lips  of  Jonathan  Small  himself. 
You  know  I  like  to  work  the  detail  of  my  cases  out. 
There  is  no  objection  to  my  having  an  unofficial  in- 
terview with  him,  either  here  in  my  rooms  or  else- 
where, as  long  as  he  is  efficiently  guarded  I " 

"  Well,  you  are  master  of  the  situation.    I  have 
had  no  proof  yet  of  the  existence  of  this  Jonathan 
Small.    However,  if  you  can  catch  him  1  don't  see 
how  I  can  refuse  you  an  interview  with  him." 
"  That  is  understood,  then  ?  " 
"  Perfectly.    Is  there  anything  else  ?  " 
"  Only  that  I  insist  upon  your  dining  with  us.    It 
will  be  ready  in  half  an  hour.    I  have  oysters  and  a 
brace  of  grouse,  with  something  a  little  choice  in 
white  wine.    Watson,  you  have  never  yet  recog- 
nized my  merits  as  a  housekeeper." 
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CHAPTER   X. 

THE   END   OF   THE    ISLANDER. 

OUR  meal  was  a  merry  one.  Holmes  could  talk 
exceedingly  well  when  he  chose,  and  that  night  he 
did  choose.  He  appeared  to  be  in  a  state  of  nervous 
exaltation.  I  have  never  known  him  so  brilliant. 
He  spoke  on  a  quick  succession  of  subjects — on  mir- 
acle-plays, on  medieval  pottery,  on  Stradivarius 
violins,  on  the  Buddhism  of  Ceylon,  and  on  the  war- 
ships  of  the  future — handling  each  as  though  he  had 
made  a  special  study  of  it.  His  bright  humor 
marked  the  reaction  from  his  black  depression  of 
the  preceding  days.  Athelney  Jones  proved  to  be 
a  sociable  soul  in  his  hours  of  relaxation,  and  faced 
his  dinner  with  the  air  of  a  bon  vivant.  For  my- 
self,  I  felt  elated  at  the  thought  that  we  were  near- 
ing  the  end  of  our  task,  and  I  caught  something  of 
Holmes's  gayety.  None  of  us  alluded  during  the 
dinner  to  the  cause  which  had  brought  us  together. 

"When  the  cloth  was  cleared,  Holmes  glanced  at 
his  watch,  and  filled  up  three  glasses  with  port. 
"  One  bumper,"  said  he,  "  to  the  success  of  our  little 
expedition.  And  now  it  is  high  time  we  were  off. 
Have  you  a  pistol,  Watson  ? " 

"I  have  my  old  service-revolver  in  my  desk." 

"  You  had  best  take  it,  then.    It  is  well  to  be  pre- 
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pared.  I  see  that  the  cab  is  at  the  door.  I  ordered 
it  for  half -past  six." 

It  was  a  little  past  seven  before  we  reached  the 
"Westminster  wharf,  and  found  our  launch  awaiting 
us.  Holmes  eyed  it  critically. 

"  Is  there  anything  to  mark  it  as  a  police-boat  ? " 

"  Yes — that  green  lamp  at  the  side." 

"  Then  take  it  off." 

The  small  change  was  made;  we  stepped  on 
board,  and  the  ropes  were  cast  off.  Jones,  Holmes, 
and  I  sat  in  the  stern.  There  was  one  man  at  the 
rudder,  one  to  tend  the  engines,  and  two  burly 
police-inspectors  forward. 

"  Where  to  ? "  asked  Jones. 

"  To  the  Tower.  Tell  them  to  stop  opposite  to 
Jacobson's  Yard." 

Our  craft  was  evidently  a  very  fast  one.  We 
shot  past  the  long  lines  of  loaded  barges  as  though 
they  were  stationary.  Holmes  smiled  with  satis- 
faction as  we  overhauled  a  river  steamer  and  left  her 
behind  us. 

"  We  ought  to  be  able  to  catch  anything  on  the 
river,"  he  said. 

"Well,  hardly  that.  But  there  are  not  many 
launches  to  beat  us." 

"  We  shall  have  to  catch  the  '  Aurora,'  and  she 
has  a  name  for  being  a  clipper.  I  will  tell  you  how 
the  land  lies,  Watson.  You  recollect  how  annoyed 
I  was  at  being  balked  by  so  small  a  thing  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Well,  I  gave  my  mind  a  thorough  rest  by  plung- 
ing into  a  chemical  analysis.  One  of  our  greatest 
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statesmen  has  said  that  a  change  of  work  is  the  best 
rest.  So  it  is.  When  I  had  succeeded  in  dissolving 
the  hydrocarbon  which  I  was  at  work  at,  I  came 
back  to  our  problem  of  the  Sholtos,  and  thought 
the  whole  matter  out  again.  My  boys  had  been  up 
the  river  and  down  the  river  without  result.  The 
launch  was  not  at  any  landing-stage  or  wharf,  nor 
had  it  returned.  Yet  it  could  hardly  have  been 
scuttled  to  hide  their  traces — though  that  always 
remained  as  a  possible  hypothesis  if  all  else  failed. 
I  knew  that  this  man  Small  had  a  certain  degree  of 
low  cunning,  but  I  did  not  think  him  capable  of 
anything  in  the  nature  of  delicate  finesse.  That  is 
usually  a  product  of  higher  education.  I  then  re- 
flected that  since  he  had  certainly  been  in  London 
sometime — as  we  had  evidence  that  he  maintained 
a  continual  watch  over  Pondicherry  Lodge — he 
could  hardly  leave  at  a  moment's  notice,  but  would 
need  some  little  time,  if  it  were  only  a  day,  to  ar- 
range his  affairs.  That  was  the  balance  of  proba- 
bility, at  any  rate.'* 

"  It  seemed  to  me  to  be  a  little  weak,"  said  L 
"  It  is  more  probable  that  he  had  arranged  his  affairs 
before  ever  he  set  out  upon  his  expedition." 

"  No,  I  hardly  think  so.  This  lair  of  his  would 
be  too  valuable  a  retreat  in  case  of  need  for  him  to 
give  it  up  until  he  was  sure  that  he  could  do  with- 
out it.  But  a  second  consideration  struck  me: 
Jonathan  Small  must  have  felt  that  the  peculiar 
appearance  of  his  companion,  however  much  he  may 
have  top-coated  him,  would  give  rise  to  gossip,  and 
possibly  be  associated  with  this  Norwood  tragedy. 
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He  was  quite  sharp  enough  to  see  that.  They  had 
started  from  their  headquarters  under  cover  of 
darkness,  and  he  would  wish  to  get  back  before  it 
was  broad  light.  Now  it  was  past  three  o'clock, 
according  to  Mrs.  Smith,  when  they  got  the  boat. 
It  would  be  quite  bright,  and  people  would  be  about 
in  an  hour  or  so.  Therefore,  I  argued,  they  did  not 
go  very  far.  They  paid  Smith  well  to  hold  his 
tongue,  reserved  his  launch  for  the  final  escape,  and 
hurried  to  their  lodgings  with  the  treasure-box.  In 
a  couple  of  nights,  when  they  had  time  to  see  what 
view  the  papers  took,  and  whether  there  was  any 
suspicion,  they  would  make  their  way  under  the 
cover  of  darkness  to  some  ship  at  Gravesend  or  in 
the  Downs,  where  no  doubt  they  had  already  ar- 
ranged for  passages  to  America  or  the  Colonies." 

"  But  the  launch  ?  They  could  not  have  taken 
that  to  their  lodgings." 

"  Quite  so.  I  argued  that  the  launch  must  be  no 
great  way  off,  in  spite  of  its  invisibility.  I  then  put 
myself  in  the  place  of  Small,  and  looked  at  it  as  a 
man  of  his  capacity  would.  He  would  probably 
consider  that  to  send  back  the  launch  or  to  keep  it 
at  a  wharf  would  make  pursuit  easy  if  the  police 
did  happen  to  get  on  his  track.  How,  then,  could 
he  conceal  the  launch  and  yet  have  her  at  hand 
when  wanted  ?  I  wondered  what  I  should  do  my- 
self  if  I  were  in  his  shoes.  I  could  only  think  of 
one  way  of  doing  it.  I  might  hand  the  launch  over 
to  some  boat-builder  or  repairer,  with  the  directions 
to  make  a  trifling  change  in  her.  She  would  then 
be  removed  to  his  shed  or  yard,  and  so  be  effectually 
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at  a  few  hours'  notice." 

"  That  seems  simple  enough." 

"It  is  just  these  very  simple  things  which  are 
extremely  liable  to  be  overlooekd.  However,  I 
determined  to  act  on  the  idea.  I  started  at  once 
in  this  harmless  seaman's  rig  and  inquired  at  all  the 
yards  down  the  river.  I  drew  blank  at  fifteen,  but 
at  the  sixteenth — Jacobson's — I  learned  that  the 
*  Aurora  *  had  been  handed  over  to  them  two  days 
ago  by  a  wooden-legged  man,  with  some  trivial 
directions  as  to  her  rudder.  *  There  ain't  naught 
amiss  with  her  rudder,'  said  the  foreman.  *  There 
she  lies,  with  the  red  streaks.'  At  that  moment 
who  should  come  down  but  Mordecai  Smith,  the 
missing  owner.  He  was  rather  the  worse  for  liquor. 
I  should  not,  of  course,  have  known  him,  but  he 
bellowed  out  his  name  and  the  name  of  his  launch. 
*I  want  her  to-night  at  eight  o'clock,'  said  he — 
'  eight  o'clock  sharp,  mind,  for  I  have  two  gentlemen 
who  won't  be  kept  waiting.'  They  had  evidently 
paid  him  well,  for  he  was  very  flush  of  money,  chuck- 
ing  shillings  about  to  the  men.  I  followed  him  some 
distance,  but  he  subsided  into  an  ale-house;  so  I 
went  back  into  the  yard,  and,  happening  to  pick  up 
one  of  my  boys  on  the  way,  I  stationed  him  as  a 
sentry  over  the  launch.  He  is  to  stand  at  the  water's 
edge  and  wave  his  handkerchief  to  us  when  they 
start.  We  shall  be  lying  off  in  the  stream,  and  it 
will  be  a  strange  thing  if  we  do  not  take  men,  treas- 
ure, and  all." 

u  You  have  planned  it  all  very  neatly,  whether 
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they  are  the  right  men  or  not,"  said  Jones ;  "  but  if 
the  affair  were  in  my  hands,  I  should  have  had  a 
body  of  police  in  Jacobson's  Yard,  and  arrested 
them  when  they  came  down." 

"  Which  would  have  been  never.  This  man  Small 
is  a  pretty  shrewd  fellow.  He  would  send  a  scout 
on  ahead,  and  if  anything  made  him  suspicious,  he 
would  lie  snug  for  another  week." 

"  But  you  might  have  stuck  to  Mordecai  Smith, 
and  so  been  led  to  their  hiding-place,"  said  I. 

"  In  that  case  I  should  have  wasted  my  day.  I 
think  that  it  is  a  hundred  to  one  against  Smith 
knowing  where  they  live.  As  long  as  he  has  liquor 
and  good  pay,  why  should  he  ask  questions  ?  They 
send  him  messages  what  to  do.  No,  I  thought  over 
every  possible  course,  and  this  is  the  best." 

While  this  conversation  had  been  proceeding,  we 
had  been  shooting  the  long  series  of  bridges  which 
span  the  Thames.  As  we  passed  the  city  the  last 
rays  of  the  sun  were  gilding  the  cross  upon  the 
summit  of  St.  Paul's.  It  was  twilight  before  we 
reached  the  Tower. 

"  That  is  Jacobson's  Yard,"  said  Holmes,  pointing 
to  a  bristle  of  masts  and  rigging  on  the  Surrey  side. 
"Cruise  gently  up  and  down  here  under  cover  of 
this  string  of  lighters."  He  took  a  pair  of  night- 
glasses  from  his  pocket  and  gazed  some  time  at  the 
shore.  "  I  see  my  sentry  at  his  post,"  he  remarked, 
"  but  no  sign  of  a  handkerchief." 

"  Suppose  we  go  down-stream  a  short  way  and 
lie  in  wait  for  them,"  said  Jones,  eagerly.  We  were 
all  eager  by  this  time,  even  the  policeman  and 
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stokers,  who  had  a  very  vague  idea  of  what  was 
going  forward. 

"We  have  no  right  to  take  anything  for  granted," 
Holmes  answered.  "  It  is  certainly  ten  to  one  that 
they  go  down-stream,  but  we  cannot  be  certain. 
From  this  point  we  can  see  the  entrance  to  the  yard, 
and  they  can  hardly  see  us.  It  will  be  a  clear  night 
and  plenty  of  light.  We  must  stay  where  we  are. 
See  how  the  folk  swarm  over  yonder  in  the  gas- 
light." 

"  They  are  coming  from  work  in  the  yard." 

"  Dirty-looking  rascals,  but  I  suppose  every  one 
has  some  little  immortal  spark  concealed  about  him. 
You  would  not  think  it,  to  look  at  them.  There  is 
no  A  priori  probability  about  it.  A  strange  enigma 
is  man ! " 

"  Some  one  calls  him  a  soul  concealed  in  an  ani- 
mal," I  suggested. 

"  Winwood  Reade  is  good  upon  the  subject,"  said 
Holmes.  "  He  remarks  that,  while  the  individual 
man  is  an  insoluble  puzzle,  in  the  aggregate  he  be- 
comes a  mathematical  certainty.  You  can,  for  ex- 
ample, never  foretell  what  any  one  man  will  do, 
but  you  can  say  with  precision  what  an  average 
number  will  be  up  to.  Individuals  vary,  but  per- 
centages  remain  constant.  So  says  the  statistician. 
But  do  I  see  a  handkerchief?  Surely  there  is  a 
white  flutter  over  yonder." 

"  Yes  ;  it  is  your  boy,"  I  cried.  "  I  can  see  him 
plainly." 

"  And  there  is  the  '  Aurora,'  "  exclaimed  Holmes, 
"  and  going  like  the  devil  1  Full  speed  ahead,  en- 
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gineer.  Make  after  that  launch  with  the  yellow 
light.  By  Heaven,  I  shall  never  forgive  myself  if 
she  proves  to  have  the  heels  of  us  !  " 

She  had  slipped  unseen  through  the  yard  entrance, 
and  passed  behind  two  or  three  small  craft,  so  that 
she  had  fairly  got  her  speed  up  before  we  saw  her. 
Now  she  was  flying  down  the  stream,  near  in  to  the 
shore,  going  at  a  tremendous  rate.  Jones  looked 
gravely  at  her  and  shook  his  head. 

"  She  is  very  fast,"  he  said.  "  I  doubt  if  we  shall 
catch  her." 

"  "We  must  catch  her ! "  cried  Holmes,  between 
his  teeth.  "  Heap  it  on,  stokers  1  Make  her  do 
all  she  can !  If  we  burn  the  boat  we  must  have 
them ! " 

We  were  fairly  after  her  now.  The  furnaces 
roared,  and  the  powerful  engines  whizzed  and 
clanked  like  a  great  metallic  heart.  Her  sharp, 
steep  prow  cut  through  the  still  river  water,  and 
sent  two  rolling  waves  to  right  and  to  left  of  us. 
"With  every  throb  of  the  engines  she  sprung  and 
quivered  like  a  living  thing.  One  great  yellow 
lantern  in  our  bows  threw  a  long,  flickering  funnel 
of  light  in  front  of  us.  Right  ahead  a  dark  blur 
upon  the  water  showed  where  the  "  Aurora  "  lay, 
and  the  swirl  of  white  foam  behind  her  spoke  of 
the  pace  at  which  she  was  going.  We  flashed  past 
barges,  steamers,  merchant  vessels,  in  and  out,  be- 
hind this  one  and  round  the  other.  Yoices  hailed 
us  out  of  the  darkness,  but  still  the  "  Aurora " 
thundered  on,  and  still  we  followed  close  upon  her 
track. 
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"  Pile  it  on,  men ;  pile  it  on ! "  cried  Holmes, 
looking  down  into  the  engine-room,  while  the  fierce 
glow  from  below  beat  upon  his  eager,  aquiline  face. 
"  Get  every  pound  of  steam  you  can." 

"  I  think  we  gain  a  little,"  said  Jones,  with  his 
eyes  on  the  "  Aurora." 

"  I  am  sure  of  it,"  said  I.  "  We  shall  be  up  with 
her  in  a  very  few  minutes." 

At  that  moment,  however,  as  our  evil  fate  would 
have  it,  a  tug  with  three  barges  in  tow  blundered 
in  between  us.  It  was  only  by  putting  our  helm 
hard  down  that  we  avoided  a  collision,  and  before 
we  could  round  them  and  recover  our  way  the 
"  Aurora  "  had  gained  a  good  two  hundred  yards. 
She  was  still,  however,  well  in  view,  and  the  murky, 
uncertain  twilight  was  settling  into  a  clear  starlit 
night.  Our  boilers  were  strained  to  their  utmost,  and 
the  frail  shell  vibrated  and  creaked  with  the  fierce 
energy  which  was  driving  us  along.  We  had  shot 
through  the  Pool,  past  the  West  India  Docks,  down 
the  long  Deptford  Keach,  and  up  again  after  round- 
ing the  Isle  of  Dogs.  The  dull  blur  in  front  of  us 
resolved  itself  now  clearly  enough  into  the  dainty 
"  Aurora."  Jones  turned  our  search-light  upon  her, 
so  that  we  could  plainly  see  the  figures  upon  her 
deck.  One  man  sat  by  the  stern,  with  something 
black  between  his  knees,  over  which  he  stooped. 
Beside  him  lay  a  dark  mass  which  looked  like  a 
Newfoundland  dog.  The  boy  held  the  tiller,  while 
against  the  red  glare  of  the  furnace  I  could  see  old 
Smith,  stripped  to  the  waist,  and  shoveling  coal  for 
dear  life.  They  may  have  had  some  doubt  at  first 
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as  to  whether  we  were  really  pursuing  them,  but 
now,  as  we  followed  every  winding  and  turning 
which  they  took,  there  could  no  longer  be  any  ques- 
tion about  it.  At  Greenwich  we  were  about  three 
hundred  paces  behind  them.  At  Blackwall  we 
could  not  have  been  more  than  two  hundred  and 
fifty.  I  have  coursed  many  creatures  in  many 
countries  during  my  checkered  career,  but  never 
did  sport  give  me  such  a  wild  thrill  as  this  mad, 
flying  man-hunt  down  the  Thames.  Steadily  we 
drew  in  upon  them  yard  by  yard.  In  the  silence 
of  the  night  we  could  hear  the  panting  and  clank- 
ing of  their  machinery.  The  man  in  the  stern  still 
crouched  upon  the  deck,  and  his  arms  were  moving 
as  though  he  were  busy,  while  every  now  and  then 
he  would  look  up  and  measure  with  a  glance  the 
distance  which  still  separated  us.  Nearer  we  came 
and  nearer.  Jones  yelled  to  them  to  stop.  We 
were  not  more  than  four  boats'  lengths  behind 
them,  both  boats  flying  at  a  tremendous  pace.  It 
was  a  clear  reach  of  the  river,  with  Barking  Level 
upon  one  side  and  the  melancholy  Plumstead 
Marshes  upon  •  the  other.  At  our  hail  the  man  in 
the  stern  sprung  up  from  the  deck  and  shook  his 
two  clinched  fists  at  us,  cursing  the  while  in  a  high, 
cracked  voice.  He  was  a  good-sized,  powerful  man, 
and,  as  he  stood  poising  himself  with  legs  astride,  I 
could  see  that  from  the  thigh  downward  there  was 
but  a  wooden  stump  upon  the  right  side.  At  the 
sound  of  his  strident,  angry  cries  there  was  a  move- 
ment in  the  huddled  bundle  upon  the  deck.  It 
straightened  itself  into  a  little  black  man — the 
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smallest  I  have  ever  seen — with  a  great,  misshapen 
head  and  a  shock  of  tangled,  disheveled  hair. 
Holmes  had  already  drawn  his  revolver,  and  I 
whipped  out  mine  at  the  sight  of  this  savage,  dis- 
torted creature:  He  was  wrapped  in  some  sort  of 
dark  ulster  or  blanket,  which  left  only  his  face  ex- 
posed ;  but  that  face  was  enough  to  give  a  man  a 
sleepless  night.  Never  have  I  seen  features  so 
deeply  marked  with  all  bestiality  and  cruelty.  His 
small  eyes  glowed  and  burned  with  a  somber  light, 
and  his  thick  lips  were  writhed  back  from  his  teeth, 
which  grinned  and  chattered  at  us  with  a  half- 
animal  fury. 

"  Fire  if  he  raises  his  hand,"  said  Holmes,  quietly. 
We  were  within  a  boat's-length  by  this  time,  and 
almost  within  touch  of  our  quarry.  I  can  see  the 
two  of  them  now  as  they  stood,  the  white  man 
with  his  legs  far  apart,  shrieking  out  curses,  and 
the  unhallowed  dwarf,  with  his  hideous  face,  and 
his  strong,  yellow  teeth  gnashing  at  us  in  the  light 
of  our  lantern. 

It  was  well  that  we  had  so  clear  a  view  of  him. 
Even  as  we  looked  he  plucked  out  from  under  his 
covering  a  short,  round  piece  of  wood,  like  a  school- 
ruler,  and  clapped  it  to  his  lips.  Our  pistols  rang 
out  together.  He  whirled  round,  threw  up  his 
arms,  and  with  a  kind  of  choking  cough  fell  side- 
ways into  the  stream.  I  caught  one  glimpse  of  his 
venomous,  menacing  eyes  amid  the  white  swirl  of 
the  waters.  At  the  same  moment  the  wooden-legged 
man  threw  himself  upon  the  rudder  and  put  it  hard 
down,  so  that  his  boat  made  straight  in  for  the 
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southern  bank,  while  we  shot  past  her  stern,  only 
clearing  her  by  a  few  feet.  We  were  round  after 
her  in  an  instant,  but  she  was  already  nearly  at  the 
bank.  It  was  a  wild  and  desolate  place,  where  the 
moon  glimmered  upon  a  wide  expanse  of  marsh- 
land with  pools  of  stagnant  water  and  beds  of  de- 
caying vegetation.  The  launch  with  a  dull  thud 
ran  up  upon  the  mud-bank,  with  her  bow  in  the  air 
and  her  stern  flush  with  the  water.  The  fugitive 
sprung  out,  but  his  stump  instantly  sunk  its  whole 
length  into  the  sodden  soil.  In  vain  he  struggled 
and  writhed.  Not  one  step  could  he  possibly 
take  either  forward  or  backward.  He  yelled  in 
impotent  rage,  and  kicked  frantically  into  the 
mud  with  his  other  foot,  but  his  struggles  only 
bored  his  wooden  pin  the  deeper  into  the  sticky 
bank.  When  we  brought  our  launch  alongside  he 
was  so  firmly  anchored  that  it  was  only  by  throw- 
ing the  end  of  a  rope  over  his  shoulders  that  we 
were  able  to  haul  him  out,  and  to  drag  him,  like  some 
evil  fish,  over  our  side.  The  two  Smiths,  father 
and  son,  sat  sullenly  in  their  launch,  but  came 
aboard  meekly  enough  when  commanded.  The 
"  Aurora  "  herself  we  hauled  off  and  made  fast  to 
our  stern.  A  solid  iron  chest  of  Indian  workman- 
ship stood  upon  the  deck.  This,  there  could  be  no 
question,  was  the  same  that  had  contained  the  ill- 
omened  treasure  of  the  Sholtos.  There  was  no 
key,  but  it  was  of  considerable  weight,  so  we  trans- 
ferred it  carefully  to  our  own  little  cabin.  As  we 
steamed  slowly  up-stream  again,  we  flashed  our 
search-light  in  every  direction,  but  there  was  no 
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sign  of  the  islander.  Somewhere  in  the  dark  ooze 
at  the  bottom  of  the  Thames  lie  the  bones  of  that 
strange  visitor  to  our  shores. 

"  See  here,"  said  Holmes,  pointing  to  the  wooden 
hatchway.  •**  We  were  hardly  quick  enough,  with 
our  pistols."  There,  sure  enough,  just  behind 
where  we  had  been  standing,  stuck  one  of  those 
murderous  darts  which  we  knew  so  well.  It  must 
have  whizzed  between  us  at  the  instant  that  we 
fired.  Holmes  smiled  at  it,  and  shrugged  his  shoul- 
ders in  his  easy  fashion,  but  I  confess  that  it  turned 
me  sick  to  think  of  the  horrible  death  which  had 
passed  so  close  to  as  that  night. 


I   TOJU  a 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

THE   GREAT   AGRA   TREASURE. 

OUR  captive  sat  in  the  cabin  opposite  the  iron 
box  which  he  had  done  so  much  and  waited  so  long 
to  gain.  He  was  a  sunburned,  reckless-eyed  fellow 
with  a  network  of  lines  and  wrinkles  all  over  his 
mahogany  features,  which  told  of  a  hard,  open-air 
life.  There  was  a  singular  prominence  about  his 
bearded  chin  which  marked  a  man  who  was  not  to 
be  easily  turned  from  his  purpose.  His  age  may 
have  been  fifty  or  thereabouts,  for  his  black,  curly 
hair  was  thickly  shot  with  gray.  His  face,  in  re- 
pose, was  not  an  unpleasing  one,  though  his  heavy 
brows  and  aggressive  chin  gave  him,  as  I  had  lately 
seen,  a  terrible  expression  when  moved  to  anger. 
He  sat  now  with  his  handcuffed  hands  upon  his  lap, 
and  his  head  sunk  upon  his  breast,  while  he  looked 
with  his  keen,  twinkling  eyes  at  the  box  which  had 
been  the  cause  of  his  ill-doings.  It  seemed  to  me 
that  there  was  more  sorrow  than  anger  in  his  rigid 
and  contained  countenance.  Once  he  looked  up  at 
me  with  a  gleam  of  something  like  humor  in  his 


"  Well,  Jonathan  Small,"  said  Holmes,  lighting  a 
cigar,  "  I  am  sorry  that  it  has  come  to  this." 
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"  And  so  am  I,  sir,"  he  answered,  frankly.  "  I 
don't  believe  that  I  can  swing  over  the  job.  I  give 
you  my  word  on  the  Book  that  I  never  raised  hand 
against  Mr.  Sholto.  It  was  that  little  hell-hound, 
Tonga,  who  shot  one  of  his  cursed  darts  into  him. 
I  had  no  part  in  it,  sir.  I  was  as  grieved  as  if  it 
had  been  my  blood  relation.  I  welted  the  little 
devil  with  the  slack  end  of  the  rope  for  it,  but  it 
was  done,  and  I  could  not  undo  it  again." 

"  Have  a  cigar,"  said  Holmes ;  "  and  you  had 
better  take  a  pull  out  of  my  flask,  for  you  are  very 
wet.  How  could  you  expect  so  small  and  weak  a 
man  as  this  black  fellow  to  overpower  Mr.  Sholto 
and  hold  him  while  you  were  climbing  the  rope  ? " 

"  You  seem  to  know  as  much  about  it  as  if  you 
were  there,  sir.  The  truth  is  that  I  hoped  to  find 
the  room  clear.  I  knew  the  habits  of  the  house 
pretty  well,  and  it  was  the  time  when  Mr.  Sholto 
usually  went  down  to  his  supper.  I  shall  make  no 
secret  of  the  business.  The  best  defense  that  I  can 
make  is  just  the  simple  truth.  Now,  if  it  had  been 
the  old  major,  I  would  have  swung  for  him  with  a 
light  heart.  I  would  have  thought  no  more  of 
knifing  him  than  of  smoking  this  cigar.  But  it's 
cursed  hard  that  I  should  be  lagged  over  this  young 
Sholto,  with  whom  I  had  no  quarrel  whatever." 

"  You  are  under  the  charge  of  Mr.  Athelney 
Jones,  of  Scotland  Yard.  He  is  going  to  bring  you 
up  to  my  rooms,  and  I  shall  ask  you  for  a  true  ac- 
count of  the  matter.  You  must  make  a  clean  breast 
of  it,  for  if  you  do  I  hope  that  I  may  be  of  use  to 
you.  I  think  I  can  prove  that  the  poison  acts  so 
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quickly  that  the  man  was  dead   before  you  ever 
reached  the  room." 

"  That  he  was,  sir  !  I  never  got  such  a  turn  in 
my  life  as  when  I  saw  him  grinning  at  me  with  his 
head  on  his  shoulder  as  I  climbed  through  the  win- 
dow. It  fairly  shook  me,  sir.  I'd  have  half  killed 
Tonga  for  it,  if  he  had  not  scrambled  off.  That 
was  how  he  came  to  leave  his  club,  and  some  of  his 
darts,  too,  as  he  tells  me,  which,  I  dare  say,  helped 
to  put  you  on  our  track ;  though  how  you  kept  on 
it  is  more  than  I  can  tell.  I  don't  feel  no  malice 
against  you  for  it.  But  it  does  seem  a  queer  thing," 
he  added,  with  a  bitter  smile,  "  that  I,  who  have  a 
fair  claim  to  nigh  upon  half  a  million  of  money, 
should  spend  the  first  half  of  my  life  building  a 
break-water  in  the  Andamans,  and  am  likely  to 
spend  the  other  half  digging  drains  at  Dartmoor, 
It  was  an  evil  day  for  me  when  first  I  clapped  eyes 
upon  the  merchant  Achmet,  and  had  to  do  with  the 
Agra  treasure,  which  never  brought  anything  but  a 
curse  yet  upon  the  man  who  owned  it.  To  him  it 
brought  murder ;  to  Major  Sholto  it  brought  fear 
and  guilt ;  to  me  it  has  meant  slavery  for  life." 

At  this  moment  Athelney  Jones  thrust  his  broad 
face  and  heavy  shoulders  into  the  tiny  cabin. 
"  Quite  a  family  party,"  he  remarked.  "  I  think  I 
shall  have  a  pull  at  that  flask,  Holmes.  "Well,  I 
think  we  may  all  congratulate  each  other.  Pity  we 
didn't  take  the  other  alive ;  but  there  was  no  choice. 
I  say,  Holmes,  you  must  confess  that  you  cut  it 
rather  fine.  It  was  all  we  could  do  to  overhaul 
her." 
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"  All  is  well  that  ends  well,"  said  Holmes.  "  But 
I  certainly  did  not  know  that  the  *  Aurora '  was 
such  a  clipper." 

"  Smith  says  she  is  one  of  the  fastest  launches  on 
the  river,  and  that  if  he  had  had  another  man  to 
help  him  with  the  engines  we  should  never  have 
caught  her.  He  swears  he  knew  nothing  of  this 
Norward  business." 

"Neither  he  did,"  cried  our  prisoner;  "not  a 
word.  I  chose  his  launch,  because  I  heard  that  she 
was  a  flyer.  We  told  him  nothing,  but  we  paid  him 
well,  and  he  was  to  get  something  handsome  if  we 
reached  our  vessel,  the  *  Esmeralda,'  at  Gravesend, 
outward  bound  for  the  Brazils." 

"  "Well,  if  he  has  done  no  wrong,  we  shall  see  that 
no  wrong  comes  to  him.  If  we  are  pretty  quick  in 
catching  our  men,  we  are  not  so  quick  in  condemn- 
ing them."  It  was  amusing  to  notice  how  the  con- 
sequential Jones  was  already  beginning  to  give  him- 
self airs  on  the  strength  of  the  capture.  From  the 
slight  smile  which  played  over  Sherlock  Holmes's 
face,  I  could  see  that  the  speech  had  not  been  lost 
upon  him. 

"  We  will  be  at  Vauxhall  Bridge  presently,"  said 
Jones,  "  and  shall  land  you,  Doctor  Watson,  with 
the  treasure-box.  I  need  hardly  tell  you  that  I  am 
taking  a  very  grave  responsibility  upon  myself  in 
doing  this.  It  is  most  irregular ;  but,  of  course,  an 
agreement  is  an  agreement.  I  must,  however,  as  a 
matter  of  duty,  send  an  inspector  with  you,  since 
you  have  so  valuable  a  charge.  You  will  drive,  no 
doubt?" 
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"  Yes,  I  shall  drive." 

"  It  is  a  pity  there  is  no  key,  that  we  may  make 
an  inventory  first.  You  will  have  to  break  it  open. 
Where  is  the  key,  my  man  ? " 

"  At  the  bottom  of  the  river,"  said  Small,  shortly. 

"  Hum !  There  was  no  use  your  giving  this  un- 
necessary trouble.  We  have  had  work  enough  al- 
ready through  you.  However,  doctor,  I  need  not 
warn  you  to  be  careful.  Bring  the  box  back  with 
you  to  the  Baker  Street  rooms.  You  will  find  us 
there,  on  our  way  to  the  station." 

They  landed  me  at  Vauxhall,  with  my  heavy  iron 
box,  and  with  a  bluff,  genial  inspector  as  my  com- 
panion. A  quarter  of  an  hour's  drive  brought  us  to 
Mrs.  Cecil  Forrester's.  The  servant  seemed  surprised 
at  so  late  a  visitor.  Mrs.  Cecil  Forrester  was  out 
for  the  evening,  she  explained,  and  likely  to  be  very 
late.  Miss  Morstan,  however,  was  in  the  drawing- 
room  ;  so  to  the  drawing-room  I  went,  box  in  hand, 
leaving  the  obliging  inspector  in  the  cab. 

She  was  seated  by  the  open  window,  dressed  in 
some  sort  of  white,  diaphanous  material,  with  a  little 
touch  of  scarlet  in  the  neck  and  waist.  The  soft 
light  of  a  shaded  lamp  fell  upon  her  as  she  leaned 
back  in  the  basket-chair,  playing  over  her  sweet, 
grave  face,  and  tinting  with  a  dull,  metallic  sparkle 
the  rich  coils  of  her  luxuriant  hair  ;  one  white  arm 
and  hand  drooped  over  the  side  of  the  chair,  and 
her  whole  pose  and  figure  spoke  of  an  absorbing 
melancholy.  At  the  sound  of  my  footfall  she  sprung 
to  her  feet,  however,  and  a  bright  flush  of  surprise 
and  of  pleasure  colored  her  pale  cheeks. 
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"  I  heard  a  cab  drive  up,"  she  said.  "  I  thought 
that  Mrs.  Forrester  had  come  back  very  early,  but 
I  never  dreamed  that  it  might  be  you.  What  news 
have  you  brought  me  ? " 

"  I  have  brought  something  better  than  news," 
said  I,  putting  down  the  box  upon  the  table,  and 
speaking  jovially  and  boisterously,  though  my  heart 
was  heavy  within  me.  "  1  have  brought  you  some- 
thing which  is  worth  all  the  news  in  the  world.  I 
have  brought  you  a  fortune." 

She  glanced  at  the  iron  box.  "  Is  that  the  treas- 
ure, then  ?  "  she  asked,  coolly  enough. 

"  Yes,  this  is  the  great  Agra  treasure.  Half  of  it 
is  yours  and  half  is  Thaddeus  Sholto's.  You  will 
have  a  couple  of  hundred  thousand  each.  Think  of 
that !  An  annuity  of  ten  thousand  pounds.  There 
will  be  few  richer  young  ladies  in  England.  Is  it 
not  glorious  ? " 

I  think  that  I  must  have  been  rather  overacting 
my  delight,  and  that  she  detected  a  hollow  ring  in 
my  congratulations,  for  I  saw  her  eyebrows  rise  a 
little,  and  she  glanced  at  me  curiously. 

"  If  I  have  it,"  said  she,  "  I  owe  it  to  you." 

"  No,  no,"  I  answered ;  "  not  to  me,  but  to  my 
friend  Sherlock  Holmes.  With  all  the  will  in  the 
world,  I  could  never  have  followed  up  a  clew  which 
has  taxed  even  his  analytical  genius.  As  it  was, 
we  very  nearly  lost  it  at  the  last  moment." 

"  Pray  sit  down  and  tell  me  all  about  it,  Doctor 
Watson,"  said  she. 

I  narrated  briefly  what  had  occurred  since  I  had 
seen  her  last — Holmes's  new  method  of  search,  the 
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discovery  of  the  "  Aurora,"  the  appearance  of  Athet 
ney  Jones,  our  expedition  in  the  evening,  and  the 
wild  chase  down  the  Thames.  She  listened,  with 
parted  lips  and  shining  eyes,  to  my  recital  of  our 
adventures.  When  I  spoke  of  the  dart  which  had 
so  narrowly  missed  us,  she  turned  so  white  that  I 
feared  she  was  about  to  faint. 

"  It  is  nothing,"  she  said,  as  I  hastened  to  pour  her 
out  some  water.  "  I  am  all  right  again.  It  was  a 
shock  to  me  to  hear  that  I  had  placed  my  friends 
in  such  horrible  peril." 

"  That  is  all  over,"  I  answered.  "  It  was  nothing. 
I  will  tell  you  no  more  gloomy  details.  Let  us 
turn  to  something  brighter.  There  is  the  treasure. 
What  could  be  brighter  than  that  ?  I  got  leave  to 
bring  it  with  me,  thinking  that  it  would  interest  you 
to  be  the  first  to  see  it." 

"  It  would  be  of  the  greatest  interest  to  me,"  she 
said.  There  was  no  eagerness  in  her  voice,  however. 
It  struck  her,  doubtless,  that  it  might  seem  ungracious 
upon  her  part  to  be  indifferent  to  a  prize  which  had 
cost  so  much  to  win. 

"  What  a  pretty  box! "  she  said,  stooping  over  it. 
"  This  is  Indian  work,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  it  is  Benares  metal- work." 

"  And  so  heavy  1 "  she  exclaimed,  trying  to  raise 
it.  "  The  box  alone  must  be  of  some  value.  Where 
is  the  key?" 

"  Small  threw  it  into  the  Thames,"  I  answered. 

"I  must  borrow  Mrs.  Forrester's  poker."    There 

was,  in  the  front,  a  thick  and  broad  hasp,  wrought 

'In  the  image  of  a  sitting  Buddha.     Under  this  I 
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thrust  the  end  of  the  poker  and  twisted  it  outward 
as  a  lever.  The  hasp  sprung  open  with  a  loud  snap. 
With  trembling  fingers  I  flung  back  the  lid.  We 
both  stood  gazing  in  astonishment.  The  box  was 
empty  1 

No  wonder  that  it  was  heavy.  The  iron-work 
was  two-thirds  of  an  inch  thick  all  round.  It  was 
massive,  well  made,  and  solid,  like  a  chest  constructed 
to  carry  things  of  great  price,  but  not  one  shred  or 
crumb  of  metal  or  jewelry  lay  within  it.  It  wag 
absolutely  and  completely  empty. 

"  The  treasure  is  lost,"  said  Miss  Morstan,  calmly. 

As  I  listened  to  the  words  and  realized  what  they 
meant,  a  great  shadow  seemed  to  pass  from  my 
soul.  I  did  not  know  how  this  Agra  treasure  had 
weighed  me  down  until  now  that  it  was  finally  re- 
moved. It  was  selfish,  no  doubt,  disloyal,  wrong, 
but  I  could  realize  nothing  save  that  the  golden 
barrier  was  gone  from  between  us. 

"  Thank  God !  "  I  ejaculated  from  my  very  heart. 

She  looked  at  me  with  a  quick,  questioning  smile. 
"  Why  do  you  say  that  ? "  she  asked. 

"  Because  you  are  within  my  reach  again,"  I  said, 
taking  her  hand.  She  did  not  withdraw  it.  "  Be- 
cause I  love  you,  Mary,  as  truly  as  ever  a  man  loved 
a  woman.  Because  this  treasure,  these  riches,  sealed 
my  lips.  Now  that  they  are  gone,  I  can  tell  you 
how  I  love  you.  That  is  why  I  said,  *  Thank  God.' " 

"  Then  I  say,  *  Thank  God,'  too,"  she  whispered, 
as  I  drew  her  to  my  side.  Whoever  had  lost  a 
treasure,  I  knew  that  night  that  I  had  gained  one. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

THE  STRANGE  STORY  OF  JONATHAN  SMALL. 

A  VERY  patient  man  was  the  inspector  in  the  cab,  fear 
it  was  a  weary  time  before  I  rejoined  him.  His  face 
clouded  over  when  I  showed  him  the  empty  box. 

"  There  goes  the  reward ! "  said  he,  gloomily. 
"  Where  there  is  no  money  there  is  no  pay.  This 
night's  work  would  have  been  worth  a  tenner  each 
to  Sam  Brown  and  me,  if  the  treasure  had  been 
there." 

"Mr.  Thaddeus  Sholto  is  a  rich  man,"  I  said. 
"  He  will  see  that  you  are  rewarded,  treasure  or  no 
treasure." 

The  inspector  shook  his  head  despondently,  how- 
ever. "  It's  a  bad  job,"  he  repeated  ;  "  and  so  Mr. 
Athelney  Jones  will  think." 

His  forecast  proved  to  be  correct,  for  the  detective 
looked  blank  enough  when  I  got  to  Baker  Street 
and  showed  him  the  empty  box.  They  had  only 
just  arrived,  Holmes,  the  prisoner,  and  he,  for  they 
had  changed  their  plans  so  far  as  to  report  them- 
selves at  a  station  upon  the  way.  My  companion 
lounged  in  his  armchair  with  his  usual  listless  ex- 
pression, while  Small  sat  stolidly  opposite  to  him 
with  his  wooden  leg  cocked  over  his  sound  one.  As 
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I  exhibited  tho  empty  box  he  leaned  back  in  his 
chair  and  laughed  aloud. 

"  This  is  your  doing,  Small,"  said  Athelney  Jones, 
angrily. 

"  Yes,  I  have  put  it  away  where  you  shall  never 
lay  hand  upon  it,"  he  cried,  exultantly.  "  It  is  my 
treasure;  and  if  I  can't  have  the  loot  I'll  take 
darned  good  care  that  no  one  else  does.  I  tell  you 
that  no  living  man  has  any  right  to  it,  unless  it  is 
three  men  who  are  in  the  Andaman  convict-barracks 
and  myself.  I  know  now  that  I  cannot  have  the 
use  of  it,  and  I  know  that  they  cannot.  I  have 
acted  all  through  for  them  as  much  as  for  myself. 
It's  been  the  sign  of  four  with  us  always.  Well  I 
know  that  they  would  have  had  me  do  just  what  I 
have  done,  and  throw  the  treasure  into  the  Thames 
rather  than  let  it  go  to  kith  or  kin  of  Sholto  or  of 
Morstan.  It  was  not  to  make  them  rich  that  we  did 
for  Achmet.  You'll  find  the  treasure  where  the 
key  is,  and  where  little  Tonga  is.  When  I  saw  that 
your  launch  must  catch  us,  I  put  the  loot  in  a  safe 
place.  There  are  no  rupees  for  you  this  journey." 

"  You  are  deceiving  us,  Small/'  said  Athelney 
Jones,  sternly.  "  If  you  had  wished  to  throw  the 
treasure  into  the  Thames,  it  would  have  been  easier 
for  you  to  have  thrown  box  and  all." 

"  Easier  for  me  to  throw,  and  easier  for  you  to 
recover,"  he  answered,  with  a  shrewd,  sidelong  look. 
"  The  man  that  was  clever  enough  to  hunt  me  down 
is  clever  enough  to  pick  an  iron  box  from  the  bottom 
of  a  river.  Now  that  they  are  scattered  over  five 
miles  or  so,  it  may  be  a  harder  job.  It  went  to  my 
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heart  to  do  it,  though.  I  was  half  mad  when  you 
came  up  with  us.  However,  there's  no  good  griev- 
ing over  it.  I've  had  ups  in  my  life,  and  I've  had 
downs,  but  I've  learned  not  to  cry  over  spilled 
milk." 

"  This  is  a  very  serious  matter,  Small,"  said  the 
detective.  "  If  you  had  helped  justice,  instead  of 
thwarting  it  in  this  way,  you  would  have  had  a 
better  chance  at  your  trial." 

"  Justice  ?  "  snarled  the  ex-convict.  "  A  pretty 
justice !  Whose  loot  is  this,  if  it  is  not  ours  ? 
Where  is  the  justice  that  I  should  give  it  up  to  those 
who  had  never  earned  it  ?  Look  how  I  have  earned 
it.  Twenty  long  years  in  that  fever-ridden  swamp, 
all  day  at  work  under  the  mangrove  tree,  all  night 
chained  up  in  the  filthy  convict-huts,  bitten  by  mos- 
quitoes, racked  with  ague,  bullied  by  every  cursed 
black-faced  policeman  who  loved  to  take  it  out  of 
a  white  man.  That  was  how  I  earned  the  Agra 
treasure ;  and  you  talk  to  me  of  justice  because  I 
cannot  bear  to  feel  that  I  have  paid  this  price  only 
that  another  may  enjoy  it !  I  would  rather  swing 
a  score  of  times,  or  have  one  of  Tonga's  darts  in  my 
hide,  than  live  in  a  convict's  cell  and  feel  that  an- 
other man  is  at  his  ease  in  a  palace  with  the  money 
that  should  be  mine!"  Small  had  dropped  his 
mask  of  stoicism,  and  all  this  came  out  in  a  wild 
whirl  of  words,  while  his  eyes  blazed,  and  the  hand- 
cuffs clanked  together  with  the  impassioned  move- 
ment of  his  hands.  I  could  understand,  as  I  saw 
the  fury  and  the  passion  of  the  man,  that  it  was  no 
groundless  or  unnatural  terror  which  had  possessed 
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Major  Sholto  when  he  first  learned  that  the  injured 
convict  was  upon  his  track. 

"  You  forget  that  we  know  nothing  of  all  this," 
said  Holmes,  quietly.  "  We  have  not  heard  your 
story,  and  we  cannot  tell  how  far  justice  may 
originally  have  been  on  your  side." 

"  Well,  sir,  you  have  been  very  fair-spoken  to  me, 
though  I  can  see  that  I  have  you  to  thank  that  I 
have  these  bracelets  upon  my  wrists.  Still,  I  bear 
no  grudge  for  that.  It  is  all  fair  and  above-board. 
If  you  want  to  hear  my  story,  I  have  no  wish  to 
hold  it  back.  What  I  say  to  you  is  God's  truth, 
every  word  of  it.  Thank  you;  you  can  put  the 
glass  beside  me  here,  and  I'll  put  my  lips  to  it  if  I 
am  dry. 

"  I  am  a  Worcestershire  man  myself — born  near 
Pershore.  I  dare  say  you  would  find  a  heap  of 
Smalls  living  there  now  if  you  were  to  look.  I  have 
often  thought  of  taking  a  look  round  there,  but  the 
truth  is  that  I  was  never  much  of  a  credit  to  the 
family,  and  I  doubt  if  they  would  be  so  very  glad 
to  see  me.  They  were  all  steady,  chapel-going  folk, 
small  farmers,  well  known  and  respected  over  the 
country-side,  while  I  was  always  a  bit  of  a  rover. 
At  last,  however,  when  I  was  about  eighteen,  I  gave 
them  no  more  trouble,  for  I  got  into  a  mess  over  a 
girl,  and  could  only  get  out  of  it  by  taking  the 
queen's  shilling  and  joining  the  Third  Buffs,  which 
was  just  starting  for  India. 

"  I  wasn't  destined  to  do  much  soldiering,  how- 
ever. I  had  just  got  past  the  goose-step,  and  learned 
to  handle  my  musket,  when  I  was  fool  enough  to 
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go  swimming  in  the  Ganges.  Luckily  for  me,  my 
company  sergeant,  John  Holder,  was  in  the  water 
at  the  same  time,  and  he  was  one  of  the  finest  swim- 
mers in  the  service.  A  crocodile  took  me,  just  as 
I  was  half-way  across,  and  nipped  off  my  right  leg, 
as  clean  as  a  surgeon  could  have  done  it,  just  above 
the  knee.  What  with  the  shock  and  loss  of  blood, 
I  fainted,  and  should  have  been  drowned  if  Holder 
had  not  caught  hold  of  me  and  paddled  for  the  bank. 
I  was  five  months  in  hospital  over  it,  and  when  at 
last  I  was  able  to  limp  out  of  it,  with  this  timber 
toe  strapped  to  my  stump,  I  found  myself  invalided 
out  of  the  army  and  unfitted  for  any  active  occupa- 
tion. 

"  I  was,  as  you  can  imagine,  pretty  down  on  my 
luck  at  this  time,  for  I  was  a  useless  cripple,  though 
not  yet  in  my  twentieth  year.  However,  my  mis- 
fortune soon  proved  to  be  a  blessing  in  disguise.  A 
man  named  Abelwhite,  who  had  come  out  there  as 
an  indigo-planter,  wanted  an  overseer  to  look  after 
his  cooiies  and  keep  them  up  to  their  work.  He 
happened  to  be  a  friend  of  our  colonel's,  who  had 
taken  an  interest  in  me  since  the  accident.  To 
make  a  long  story  short,  the  colonel  recommended 
me  strongly  for  the  post,  and,  as  the  work  was 
mostly  to  be  done  on  horseback,  my  leg  was  no 
great  obstacle,  for  I  had  enough  knee  left  to  keep  a 
good  grip  on  the  saddle.  What  I  had  to  do  was  to 
ride  over  the  plantation,  to  keep  an  eye  on  the  men 
.as  they  worked,  and  to  report  the  idlers.  The  pay 
was  fair,  I  had  comfortable  quarters,  and  altogether 
I  was  content  to  spend  the  remainder  of  my  life  in 
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indigo-planting.  Mr.  Abelwhite  was  a  kind  man, 
and  he  would  often  drop  into  my  little  shanty  and 
smoke  a  pipe  with  me,  for  white  folk  out  there  fee] 
their  hearts  warm  to  each  other  as  they  never  do 
here  at  home. 

"Well,  I  was  never  in  luck's  way  long.  Sud- 
denly, without  a  note  of  warning,  the  great  mutiny 
broke  upon  us.  One  month  India  lay  as  still  and 
peaceful,  to  all  appearance,  as  Surrey  or  Kent ;  the 
next  there  were  two  hundred  thousand  black  devils 
let  loose,  and  the  country  was  a  perfect  hell.  Of 
course,  you  know  all  about  it,  gentlemen,  a  deal 
more  than  I  do,  very  like,  since  reading  is  not  in 
my  line.  I  only  know  what  I  saw  with  my  own 
eyes.  Our  plantation  was  at  a  place  called  Muttra, 
near  the  border  of  the  Northwest  Provinces.  Night 
after  night  the  whole  sky  was  alight  with  the  burn- 
ing bungalows,  and  day  after  day  we  had  small 
companies  of  Europeans  passing  through  our  estate, 
with  their  wives  and  children,  on  their  way  to  Agra, 
where  were  the  nearest  troops.  Mr.  Abelwhite  was 
an  obstinate  man.  He  had  it  in  his  head  that  the 
affair  had  been  exaggerated,  and  that  it  would  blow 
over  as  suddenly  as  it  had  sprung  up.  There  he  sat 
on  his  veranda,  drinking  whisky-pegs  and  smoking 
cheroots,  while  the  country  was  in  a  blaze  about 
him.  Of  course  we  stuck  by  him,  I  and  Dawson, 
who,  with  his  wife,  used  to  do  the  bookwork  and 
the  managing.  "Well,  one  fine  day  the  crash  came. 
I  had  been  away  on  a  distant  plantation,  and  was 
riding  slowly  home  in  the  evening,  when  my  eye 
fell  upon  something  all  huddled  together  at  the  bot- 
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torn  of  a  steep  nullah.  I  rode  down  to  see  what  it 
was,  and  the  cold  struck  through  ray  heart  when  I 
found  it  was  Dawson's  wife,  all  cut  into  ribbons, 
and  half-eaten  by  jackals  and  native  dogs.  A  little 
further  up  the  road  Dawson  himself  was  lying  on 
his  face,  quite  dead,  with  an  empty  revolver  in  his 
hand,  and  four  Sepoys  lying  across  one  another  in 
front  of  him.  I  reined  up  my  horse,  wondering 
which  way  I  should  turn,  but  at  that  moment  I  saw 
thick  smoke  curling  up  from  Abel  white's  bungalow 
and  the  flames  beginning  to  burst  through  the  roof. 
I  knew  then  that  I  could  do  my  employer  no  good, 
but  would  only  throw  my  own  life  away  if  I  med- 
dled in  the  matter.  From  where  I  stood  I  could  see 
hundreds  of  the  black  fiends,  with  their  red  coats x 
still  on  their  backs,  dancing  and  howling  round  the 
burning  house.  Some  of  them  pointed  at  me,  and  a 
couple  of  bullets  sung  past  my  head ;  so  I  broke 
away  across  the  paddy-fields,  and  found  myself  late 
at  night  safe  within  the  walls  at  Agra. 

"  As  it  proved,  however,  there  was  no  great  safety 
there,  either.  The  whole  country  was  up  like  a 
swarm  of  bees.  Wherever  the  English  could  collect 
in  little  bands  they  held  just  the  ground  that  their 
guns  commanded.  Everywhere  else  they  were  help- 
less fugitives.  It  was  a  fight  of  the  millions  against 
the  hundreds ;  and  the  cruelest  part  of  it  was  that 
these  men  that  we  fought  against,  foot,  horse,  and 
gunners,  were  our  own  picked  troops,  whom  we  had 
taught  and  trained,  handling  our  own  weapons,  and 
blowing  our  own  bugle-calls.  At  Agra  there  were 
the  Third  Bengal  Fusiliers,  some  Sikhs,  two  troops 
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of  horse,  and  a  battery  of  artillery.  A  volunteer 
corps  of  clerks  and  merchants  had  been  formed,  and 
this  I  joined,  wooden  leg  and  alL  We  went  out  to 
meet  the  rebels  at  Shahgunge  early  in  July,  and  we 
beat  them  back  for  a  time,  but  our  powder  gave 
out,  and  we  had  to  fall  back  upon  the  city.  Noth- 
ing but  the  worst  news  came  to  us  from  every  side 
— which  is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  for  if  you  look 
at  the  map  you  will  see  that  we  were  right  in  the 
heart  of  it.  Lucknow  is  rather  better  than  a  hun- 
dred miles  to  the  east,  and  Cawnpore  about  as  far 
to  the  south.  From  every  point  on  the  compass 
there  was  nothing  but  torture,  and  murder,  and 
outrage. 

"  The  city  of  Agra  is  a  great  place,  swarming 
with  fanatics  and  fierce  devil-worshipers  of  all  sorts. 
Our  handful  of  men  were  lost  among  the  narrow, 
winding  streets.  Our  leader  moved  across  the  river, 
therefore,  and  took  up  his  position  in  the  old  fort 
of  Agra.  I  don't  know  if  any  of  you  gentlemen 
have  ever  read  or  heard  anything  of  that  old  fort. 
It  is  a  very  queer  place — the  queerest  that  ever  I 
was  in,  and  I  have  been  in  some  rum  corners,  too. 
First  of  all,  it  is  enormous  in  size.  I  should  think 
that  the  inclosure  must  be  acres  and  acres.  There 
is  a  modern  part,  which  took  all  our  garrison, 
women,  children,  stores,  and  everything  else,  with 
plenty  of  room  over.  But  the  modern  part  is  noth- 
ing like  the  size  of  the  old  quarter,  where  nobody 
goes,  and  which  is  given  over  to  the  scorpions  and 
the  centipedes.  It  is  all  full  of  great,  deserted 
halls,  and  winding  passages,  and  long  corridors 
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twisting  in  and  out,  so  that  it  is  easy  enough  fop 
folks  to  get  lost  in  it.  For  this  reason  it  was  sel- 
dom that  any  one  went  into  it,  though  now  and 
again  a  party  with  torches  might  go  exploring. 

"  The  river  washes  along  the  front  of  the  old  fort, 
and  so  protects  it,  but  on  the  sides  and  behind  there 
are  many  doors,  and  these  had  to  be  guarded,  of 
course,  in  the  old  quarter  as  well  as  in  that  which 
was  actually  held  by  our  troops.  "We  were  short- 
handed,  with  hardly  men  enough  to  man  the  angles 
of  the  building  and  to  serve  the  guns.  It  was  im- 
possible for  us,  therefore,  to  station  a  strong  guard 
at  every  one  of  the  innumerable  gates.  What  we 
did  was  to  organize  a  central  guard-house  in  the 
middle  of  the  fort,  and  to  leave  each  gate  under  the 
charge  of  one  white  man  and  two  or  three  natives. 
I  was  selected  to  take  charge  during  certain  hours 
of  the  night  of  a  small,  isolated  door  upon  the 
southwest  side  of  the  building.  Two  Sikh  troopers 
were  placed  under  my  command,  and  I  was  in- 
structed if  anything  went  wrong  to  fire  my  musket 
when  I  might  rely  upon  help  coming  at  once  from 
the  central  guard.  As  the  guard  was  a  good  two 
hundred  paces,  away,  however,  and  as  the  space  be- 
tween was  cut  up  into  a  labyrinth  of  passages  and 
corridors,  I  had  great  doubts  as  to  whether  they 
could  arrive  in  time  to  be  of  any  use  in  case  of  an 
actual  attack. 

"  "Well,  I  was  pretty  proud  at  having  this  small 
command  given  me,  since  I  was  a  raw  recruit,  and  a 
game-legged  one  at  that.  For  two  nights  I  kept  the 
watch  with  my  Punjaubees.  They  were  tall,  fierce- 
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looking  chaps,  Mohammed  Singh  and  Abdullah 
Khan  by  name,  both  old  fighting-men  who  had  borne 
arms  against  us  at  Ohilianwallah.  They  could 
talk  English  pretty  well,  but  I  could  get  little  out 
of  them.  They  preferred  to  stand  together  and 
jabber  all  night  in  their  queer  Sikh  lingo.  For  my- 
self, I  used  to  stand  outside  the  gate-way,  looking 
down  on  the  broad,  winding  river  and  on  tho  twink- 
ling lights  of  the  great  city.  The  beating  of  drums, 
the  rattle  of  tomtoms,  and  the  yells  and  howls  of 
the  rebels,  drunk  with  opium  and  with  bang,  were 
enough  to  remind  us  all  night  of  our  dangerous 
neighbors  across  the  stream.  Every  two  hours 
the  officers  of  the  night  used  to  come  round  to  all 
the  posts,  to  make  sure  that  all  was  well. 

"  The  third  night  of  my  watch  was  dark  and 
dirty,  with  a  small,  driving  rain.  It  was  dreary 
work  standing  in  the  gate-way  hour  after  hour  in 
such  weather.  I  tried  again  and  again  to  make  my 
Sikhs  talk,  but  without  much  success.  At  two  in 
the  morning  the  rounds  passed,  and  broke  for  a 
moment  the  weariness  of  the  night.  Finding  that 
my  companions  would  not  be  led  into  conversation, 
I  took  out  my  pipe,  and  laid  down  my  musket  to 
strike  a  match.  In  an  instant  the  two  Sikhs  were 
upon  me.  One  of  them  snatched  my  fire-lock  up 
and  leveled  it  at  my  head,  while  the  other  held  a 
great  knife  to  my  throat,  and  swore  between  his 
teeth  that  he  would  plunge  it  into  me  if  I  moved 
a  step. 

"  My  first  though*  iras  that  these  follows  were  in 
league  with  the  rebels,  and  that  this  was  the 
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beginning  of  an  assault.  If  our  door  were  in  the 
hands  of  the  Sepoys  the  place  must  fall,  and  the 
women  and  children  be  treated  as  they  were  in 
Cawnpore.  Maybe  you  gentlemen  think  that  I  am 
just  making  out  a  case  for  myself,  but  I  give  you  my 
word  that  when  I  thought  of  that,  though  1  felt  the 
point  of  the  knue  at  my  throat,  I  opened  my  mouth 
with  the  intention  of  giving  a  scream,  if  it  was  my 
last  one,  which  might  alarm  the  main  guard.  The 
man  who  held  me  seemed  to  know  my  thoughts ;  for, 
even  as  I  braced  myself  to  it,  he  whispered,  *  Don't 
make  a  noise.  The  fort  is  safe  enough,  ^here  are 
no  rebel  dogs  on  this  side  of  the  river.'  There  was 
the  ring  of  truth  in  what  he  said,  and  I  knew  that 
if  I  raised  my  voice  I  was  a  dead  man.  I  could  read 
it  in  the  fellow's  brown  eyes.  I  waited,  therefore, 
in  silence,  to  see  what  it  was  they  wanted  from  me. 

"  *  Listen  to  me,  sahib,'  said  the  taller  and  fiercer 
of  the  pair,  the  one  whom  they  called  Abdullah 
Khan.  *  You  must  either  be  with  us  now  or  you 
must  be  silenced  forever.  The  thing  is  too  great  a 
one  for  us  to  hesitate.  Either  you  are  heart  and 
soul  with  us,  on  your  oath  on  the  cross  of  the 
Christians,  or  your  body  this  night  shall  be  thrown 
into  the  ditch,  and  WQ  shall  pass  over  to  our  brothers 
in  the  rebel  army.  There  is  no  middle  way.  "Which 
is  it  to  be,  death  or  life  ?  "We  can  only  give  you 
three  minutes  to  decide,  for  the  time  is  passing,  and 
all  must  be  done  before  the  rounds  come  again.' 

"  '  How  can  I  decide  ? '  said  I.  '  Tou  have  not 
told  me  what  you  what  of  me.  But  I  tell  you  now, 
that  if  it  is  anything  against  the  safety  of  the  fort,  I 
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will  have  no  truck  with  it ;  so  you  can  drive  home 
your  knife,  and  welcome.' 

"  '  It  is  nothing  against  the  fort,'  said  he.  '  We 
only  ask  you  to  do  that  which  your  countrymen 
come  to  this  land  for.  We  ask  you  to  be  rich.  If 
you  will  be  one  of  us  this  night,  we  will  swear  to 
you  upon  the  naked  knife,  and  by  the  threefold  oath 
which  no  Sikh  was  ever  known  to  break,  that  you 
shall  have  your  fair  share  of  the  loot.  A  quarter  of 
the  treasure  shall  be  yours.  We  can  say  no  fairer.' 

" '  But  what  is  the  treasure,  then  ? '  I  asked.  '  I 
am  as  ready  to  be  rich  as  you  can  be,  if  you  will  but 
show  me  how  it  can  be  done.' 

"  'You  swear,  then,'  said  he,  *  by  the  bones  of  your 
father,  by  the  honor  of  your  mother,  by  the  cross 
of  your  faith,  to  raise  no  hand  and  speak  no  word 
against  us,  either  now  or  afterward  ? ' 

"  *  I  will  swear  it,'  I  answered,  *  provided  that  the 
fort  is  not  endangered.' 

"  *  Then  my  comrades  and  I  will  swear  that  you 
snail  have  a  quarter  of  the  treasure,  which  shall  be 
equally  divided  among  the  four  of  us.' 

"  *  There  are  but  three,'  said  I. 

"  *  No ;  Dost  Akbar  must  have  his  share.  We 
can  tell  the  tale  to  you  while  we  await  them.  Do 
you  stand  at  the  gate,  Mohammed  Singh,  and  give 
notice  of  their  coming.  The  thing  stands  thus, 
sahib,  and  I  tell  it  to  you  because  I  know  that  an 
oath  is  binding  upon  a  Feringhee,  and  that  we  may 
trust  you.  Had  you  been  a  lying  Hindoo,  though 
you  had  sworn  by  all  the  gods  in  their  false  temples, 
your  blood  would  have  been  upon  the  knife  and 
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your  body  in  the  water.  But  the  Sikh  knows  the 
Englishman,  and  the  Englishman  knows  the  Sikh. 
Hearken,  then,  to  what  I  have  to  say. 

"  *  There  is  a  rajah  in  the  northern  provinces  who 
has  much  wealth,  though  his  lands  are  small.  Much 
has  come  to  him  from  his  father,  and  more  still  he 
has  set  by  himself,  for  he  is  of  a  low  nature  and 
'hoards  his  gold  rather  than  spends  it.  When  the 
troubles  broke  out  he  would  be  friends  both  with 
the  lion  and  the  tiger — with  the  Sepoy  and  with  the 
Company's  Eaj.  Soon,  however,  it  seemed  to  him 
that  the  white  men's  day  was  come,  for  through  all 
the  land  he  could  hear  of  nothing  but  of  their  death 
and  their  overthrow.  Yet,  being  a  careful  man,  he 
made  such  plans  that,  come  what  might,  half  at 
least  of  his  treasure  should  be  left  to  him.  That 
which  was  in  gold  and  silver  he  kept  by  him  in  the 
vaults  of  his  palace,  but  the  most  precious  stones 
and  the  choicest  pearls  that  he  had  he  put  in  an 
iron  box,  and  sent  it  by  a  trusty  servant  who,  under 
the  guise  of  a  merchant,  should  take  it  to  the  fort 
at  Agra,  there  to  lie  until  the  land  is  at  peace.  Thus, 
if  the  rebels  won  he  would  have  his  money,  but  if 
the  Company  conquer,  his  jewels  would  be  saved 
to  him.  Having  thus  divided  his  hoard,  he  threw 
himself  into  the  cause  of  the  Sepoys,  since  they 
were  strong  upon  his  borders.  By  his  doing  this, 
mark  you  sahib,  his  property  becomes  the  due  of 
those  who  have  been  true  to  their  salt. 

"  *  This  pretended  merchant,  who  travels  under 
the  name  of  Achmet,  is  now  in  the  city  of  Agra, 
and  desires  to  gain  his  way  into  the  fort.  He  has 
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with  him,  as  traveling  companion,  my  foster-brother, 
Dost  Akbar,  who  knows  his  secret.  Dost  Akbar 
has  promised  this  night  to  lead  him  to  a  side-postern 
of  the  fort,  and  has  chosen  this  one  for  his  purpose. 
Here  he  will  come  presently,  and  here  he  will  find 
Mohammed  Singh  and  myself  awaiting  him.  The 
place  is  lonely,  and  none  shall  know  of  his  coming. 
The  world  shall  know  of  the  merchant  Achmet 
no  more,  but  the  great  treasure  of  the  rajah 
shall  be  divided  among  us.  What  say  you  to  it, 
sahib  ? ' 

"In  "Worcestershire  the  life  of  a  man  seems  a 
great  and  a  sacred  thing ;  but  it  is  very  different 
when  there  is  fire  and  blood  all  round  you  and  you 
have  been  used  to  meeting  death  at  every  turn. 
Whether  Achmet  the  merchant  lived  or  died  was  a 
thing  as  light  as  air  to  me,  but  at  the  talk  about  the 
treasure  my  heart  turned  to  it,  and  I  thought  of 
what  I  might  do  in  the  old  country  with  it,  and 
how  my  folk  would  stare  when  they  saw  their  ne'er- 
do-weel  coming  back  with  his  pockets  full  of  gold 
moidores.  I  had,  therefore,  already  made  up  my 
mind.  Abdullah  Khan,  however,  thinking  that  I 
hesitated,  pressed  the  matter  more  closely. 

"*  Consider,  sahib,'  said  he,  'that  if  this  man  is 
taken  by  the  commandant  he  will  be  hung  or  shot, 
and  his  jewels  taken  by  the  government,  so  that  no 
man  will  be  a  rupee  the  better  for  them.  Now, 
since  we  do  the  taking  of  him,  why  should  we  not 
do  the  rest  as  well?  The  jewels  will  be  as  well 
with  us  as  in  the  Company's  coffers.  There  will  be 
enough  to  make  every  one  of  us  rich  men  and  great 
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chiefs.  Ko  one  can  know  about  the  matter,  for 
here  we  are  cut  off  from  all  men.  What  could  be 
better  for  the  purpose?  Say  again,  then,  sahib, 
whether  you  are  with  us,  or  if  we  must  look  upon 
you  as  an  enemy.' 

"  *  I  am  with  you,  heart  and  soul,'  said  I. 

"  *  It  is  well,'  he  answered,  handing  me  back  my 
firelock.  'You  see  that  we  trust  you,  for  your 
word,  like  ours,  is  not  to  be  broken.  We  have  now 
only  to  wait  for  my  brother  and  the  merchant.' 

"  *  Does  your  brother  know,  then,  of  what  you 
will  do  ? '  I  asked. 

"  *  The  plan  is  his.  He  has  devised  it.  We  will 
go  to  the  gate  and  share  the  watch  with  Mohammed 
Singh.' 

"  The  rain  was  still  falling  steadily,  for  it  was  just 
the  beginning  of  the  wet  season.  Brown,  heavy 
clouds  were  drifting  across  the  sky,  and  it  was  hard 
to  see  more  than  a  stone-cast.  A  deep  moat  lay  in 
front  of  our  door,  but  the  water  was  in  places  nearly 
dried  up,  and  it  could  easily  be  crossed.  It  was 
strange  to  me  to  be  standing  there  with  those  two 
wild  Punjaubees  waiting  for  the  man  who  was 
coming  to  his  death. 

"  Suddenly  my  eye  caught  the  glint  of  a  shaded 
lantern  at  the  other  side  of  the  moat.  It  vanished 
among  the  mound-heaps,  and  then  appeared  again 
coming  slowly  in  our  direction. 

" '  Here  they  are ! '  I  exclaimed. 

" '  You  will  challenge  him,  sahib,  as  usual,'  whis- 
pered Abdullah.  *  Give  him  no  cause  for  fear. 
Send  us  in  with  him,  and  we  shall  do  the  rest  while 
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yon  stay  here  on  guard.  Have  the  lantern  ready 
to  uncover,  that  he  may  be  sure  that  it  is  indeed 
the  man.' 

"  The  light  had  flickered  onward,  now  stopping 
and  now  advancing,  until  I  could  see  two  dark 
figures  upon  the  other  side  of  the  moat.  I  let  them 
scramble  down  the  sloping  bank,  splash  through 
the  mire,  and  climb  half-way  up  to  the  gate,  before 
I  challenged  them. 

"  *  Who  goes  there  ? '  said  I,  in  a  subdued  voice. 

" '  Friends,'  came  the  answer.  I  uncovered  my 
lantern  and  threw  a  flood  of  light  upon  them.  The 
first  was  an  enormous  Sikh,  with  a  black  beard 
which  swept  nearly  down  to  his  cummerbund.  Out- 
side of  a  show  I  have  never  seen  so  tall  a  man.  The 
other  was  a  little,  fat,  round  fellow,  with  a  great 
yellow  turban,  and  a  bundle  in  his  hand,  done  up  in 
a  shawl.  He  seemed  to  be  all  in  a  quiver  with  fear, 
for  his  hands  twitched  as  if  he  had  the  ague,  and 
his  head  kept  turning  to  left  and  right  with  two 
bright  little  twinkling  eyes,  like  a  mouse  when  he 
ventures  out  from  his  hole.  It  gave  me  the  chills 
to  think  of  killing  him,  but  I  thought  of  the  treasure, 
and  my  heart  set  as  hard  as  a  flint  within  me. 
When  he  saw  my  white  face  he  gave  a  little  chirrup 
of  joy  and  came  running  up  toward  me. 

" '  Your  protection,  sahib,'  he  panted  ;  '  your  pro- 
tection for  the  unhappy  merchant  Achmet.  I  have 
traveled  across  Kajpootna  that  I  might  seek  the 
shelter  of  the  fort  at  Agra.  I  have  been  robbed, 
and  beaten,  and  abused  because  I  have  been  the 
friend  of  the  Company.  It  is  a  blessed  night  this 
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when  I  am  once  more  in  safety — I  and  my  pootf 
possessions.' 

"  '  "What  have  you  in  the  bundle  ? '  I  asked. 

" '  An  iron  box,'  he  answered,  '  which  contains 
one  or  two  little  family  matters  which  are  of  no 
value  to  others,  but  which  I  should  be  sorry  to  lose. 
Yet  I  am  not  a  beggar ;  and  I  shall  reward  you, 
young  sahib,  and  your  governor  also,  if  he  will  give 
me  the  shelter  I  ask.' 

"  I  could  not  trust  myself  to  speak  longer  with 
the  man.  The  more  I  looked  at  his  fat,  frightened 
face,  the  harder  did  it  seem  that  we  should  slay  him 
in  cold  blood.  It  was  best  to  get  it  over. 

"  '  Take  him  to  the  main  guard,'  said  I.  The  two 
Sikhs  closed  in  upon  him  on  each  side,  and  the  giant 
walked  behind,  while  they  marched  in  through  the 
dark  gate-way.  Never  was  a  man  so  compassed 
round  with  death.  I  remained  at  the  gate- way  with 
the  lantern. 

"  I  could  hear  the  measured  tramp  of  their  foot- 
steps sounding  through  the  lonely  corridors.  Sud- 
denly it  ceased,  and  I  heard  voices,  and  a  scuffle, 
with  the  sound  of  blows.  A  moment  later  there 
came,  to  my  horror,  a  rush  of  footsteps  coming  in 
my  direction,  with  the  loud  breathing  of  a  running 
man.  I  turned  my  lantern  down  the  long,  straight 
passage,  and  there  was  the  fat  man,  running  like 
the  wind,  with  a  smear  of  blood  across  his  face,  and 
close  at  his  heels,  bounding  like  a  tiger,  the  great, 
black-bearded  Sikh,  with  a  knife  flashing  in  his 
hand.  I  have  never  seen  a  man  run  so  fast  as  that 
little  merchant.  He  was  gaining  on  the  Sikh,  and 
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I  could  see  that  if  he  once  passed  me  and  got  to  the 
open  air,  he  would  save  himself  yet.  My  heart 
softened  to  him,  but  again  the  thought  of  his  treas- 
ure turned  me  hard  and  bitter.  I  cast  my  fire-lock 
between  his  1<  gs  as  he  raced  past,  and  he  rolled 
twice  over  like  a  shot  rabbit.  Ere  he  could  stagger 
to  his  feet  the  Sikh  was  upon  him,  and  buried  his 
knife  twice  in  his  side.  The  man  never  uttered 
moan  nor  moved  muscle,  but  lay  where  he  had 
fallen.  I  think,  myself,  that  he  may  have  broken 
his  neck  with  the  fall.  You  see,  gentlemen,  that  1 
am  keeping  my  promise.  I  am  telling  you  every 
word  of  this  business  just  exactly  as  it  happenedj 
whether  it  is  in  my  favor  or  not." 

He  stopped,  and  held  out  his  manacled  hands  for 
the  whisky  and  water  which  Holmes  had  brewed 
for  him.  For  myself,  I  confess  that  I  had  now  con- 
ceived the  utmost  horror  of  the  man,  not  only  for 
this  cold-blooded  business  in  which  he  had  been 
concerned,  but  even  more  for  the  somewhat  flippant 
and  careless  way  in  which  he  narrated  it.  What- 
ever punishment  was  in  store  for  him,  I  felt  that  he 
might  expect  no  sympathy  from  me.  Sherlock 
Holmes  and  Jones  sat  with  their  hands  upon  their 
knees,  deeply  interested  in  the  story,  but  with  the 
same  disgust  written  upon  their  faces.  He  may 
have  observed  it,  for  there  was  a  touch  of  defiance 
in  his  voice  and  manner  as  he  proceeded : 

"It  was  all  very  bad,  no  doubt,"  said  he.  "I 
should  like  to  know  how  many  fellows  in  my  shoes 
would  have  refused  a  share  of  this  loot  when  they 
knew  that  they  would  have  their  throats  cut  for 
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their  pains.  Besides,  it  was  my  life  or  his  when 
once  he  was  in  the  fort.  If  he  had  got  out,  the 
whole  business  would  have  come  to  light,  and  I 
should  have  been  court-martialed  a  ad  shot  as  likely 
as  not ;  for  people  were  not  very  '.  enient  at  a  time 
like  that." 

"  Go  on  with  your  story,"  said  Holmes,  shortly. 

"  Well,  we  carried  him  in,  Abdullah,  Akbar,  and 
I.  A  fine  weight  he  was,  too,  for  all  that  he  was 
so  short.  Mohammed  Singh  was  left  to  guard  the 
door.  "We  took  him  to  a  place  which  the  Sikhs  had 
already  prepared.  It  was  some  distance  off,  where 
a  wmding  passage  leads  to  a  great  empty  hall,  the 
brick  walls  of  which  were  all  crumbling  to  pieces. 
The  earth  floor  had  sunk  in  at  one  place,  making  a 
natural  grave,  so  we  left  Achmet  the  merchant 
there,  having  first  covered  him  over  with  loose 
bricks.  This  done,  we  all  went  back  to  the  treasure. 

"  It  lay  where  he  had  dropped  it  when  he  was 
first  attacked.  The  box  was  the  same  which  now 
lies  open  upon  your  table.  A  key  was  hung  by  a 
silken  cord  to  that  carved  handle  upon  the  top.  'We 
opened  it,  and  the  light  of  the  lantern  gleamed  upon 
a  collection  of  gems  such  as  I  have  read  of  and 
thought  about  when  I  was  a  little  lad  at  Pershore. 
It  was  blinding  to  look  upon  them.  "When  we  had 
feasted  our  eyes  we  took  them  all  out  and  made  a 
list  of  them.  There  were  one  hundred  and  forty- 
three  diamonds  of  the  first  water,  including  one 
which  has  been  called,  I  believe,  *  the  Great  Mogul/ 
and  is  said  to  be  the  second  largest  stone  in  existence. 
Then  there  were  ninety-seven  very  fine  emeralds, 
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and  one  hundred  and  seventy  rubies,  some  of  which, 
however,  were  small.  There  were  forty  carbuncles, 
two  hundred  and  ten  sapphires,  sixty-one  agates, 
and  a  great  quantity  of  beryls,  onyxes,  cat's-eyes, 
turquoises,  and  other  stones,  the  very  names  of 
which  I  did  not  know  at  the  time,  though  I  have 
become  more  familiar  with  them  since.  Besides 
this,  there  were  nearly  three  hundred  very  fine 
pearls,  twelve  of  which  were  set  in  a  gold  chaplet. 
By  the  way,  these  last  had  been  taken  out  of  the 
chest  and  were  not  there  when  I  recovered  it. 

"  After  we  had  counted  our  treasures  we  put  them 
back  into  the  chest  and  carried  them  to  the  gate- 
way to  show  them  to  Mohammed  Singh.  Then  we 
solemnly  renewed  our  oath  to  stand  by  each  other 
and  be  true  to  our  secret.  We  agreed  to  conceal 
our  loot  in  a  safe  place  until  the  country  should  be 
at  peace  again,  and  then  to  divide  it  equally  among 
ourselves.  There  was  no  use  dividing  it  at  present, 
for  if  gems  of  such  value  were  found  upon  us  it 
would  cause  suspicion,  and  there  was  no  privacy  in 
the  fort  nor  any  place  where  we  could  keep  them. 
We  carried  the  box,  therefore,  into  the  same  hall 
where  we  had  buried  the  body,  and  there,  under 
certain  bricks,  in  the  best  preserved  wall,  we  made 
a  hollow  and  put  our  treasure.  We  made  careful 
note  of  the  place,  and  next  day  I  drew  four  plans, 
one  for  each  of  us,  and  put  the  sign  of  the  four  of 
us  at  the  bottom,  for  we  had  sworn  that  we  should 
each  always  act  for  all,  so  that  none  might  take  ad- 
vantage.  That  is  an  oath  that  I  can  put  my  hand 
to  my  heart  and  swear  that  I  have  never  broken. 
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"  Well,  there  is  no  use  my  telling  you,  gentlemen, 
what  came  of  the  Indian  mutiny.  After  Wilson  took 
Delhi,  and  Sir  Colin  relieved  Lucknow,  the  back  of 
the  business  was  broken.  Fresh  troops  came  pour- 
ing in,  and  Nan  a  Sahib  made  himself  scarce  over  the 
frontier.  A  flying  column  under  Colonel  Greathead 
came  round  to  Agra  and  cleared  the  Pandies  away 
from  it.  Peace  seemed  to  be  settling  upon  the 
country,  and  we  four  were  beginning  to  hope  that 
the  time  was  at  hand  when  we  might  safely  go  off 
with  our  shares  of  the  plunder.  In  a  moment,  how- 
ever, our  hopes  were  shattered,  by  our  being  arrested 
as  the  murderers  of  Achmet. 

"  It  came  about  in  this  way.  "When  the  rajah 
put  his  jewels  into  the  hands  of  Achmet,  he  did  it 
because  he  knew  that  he  was  a  trusty  man.  They 
are  suspicious  folk  in  the  East,  however ;  so  what 
does  this  rajah  do  but  take  a  second  even  more 
trusty  servant,  and  set  him  to  play  the  spy  upon  the 
first?  This  second  man  was  ordered  never  to  let 
Achmet  out  of  his  sight,  and  he  followed  him  like 
his  shadow.  He  went  after  him  that  night,  and 
saw  him  pass  through  the  doorway.  Of  course  he 
thought  he  had  taken  refuge  in  the  fort,  and  applied 
for  admission  there  himself  next  day,  but  could  find 
no  trace  of  Achmet.  This  seemed  to  him  so  strange 
that  he  spoke  about  it  to  a  sergeant  of  guides,  who 
brought  it  to  the  ears  of  the  commandant.  A 
thorough  search  was  quickly  made,  and  the  body 
was  discovered.  Thus  at  the  very  moment  that  we 
thought  that  all  was  safe,  we  were  all  four  seized 
and  brought  to  trial  on  a  charge  of  murder — three 
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of  us  because  we  had  held  the  gate  that  night,  and 
the  fourth  because  he  was  known  to  have  been  in 
company  of  the  murdered  man.  Not  a  word  about 
the  jewels  came  out  at  the  trial,  for  the  rajah  had 
been  deposed  and  driven  out  of  India ;  so  no  one  had 
any  particular  interest  in  them.  The  murder,  how- 
ever, was  clearly  made  out,  and  it  was  certain  that 
we  must  all  have  been  concerned  in  it.  The  three 
Sikhs  got  penal  servitude  for  life,  and  I  was  con- 
demned to  death,  though  my  sentence  was  after- 
ward commuted  into  the  same  as  the  others. 

"It  was  rather  a  queer  position  that  we  found 
ourselves  in  then.  There  we  were  all  four  tied  by 
the  leg,  and  with  precious  little  chance  of  ever 
getting  out  again,  while  we  each  held  a  secret  which 
might  have  put  each  of  us  in  a  palace  if  we  could 
only  have  made  use  of  it.  It  was  enough  to  make 
a  man  eat  his  heart  out  to  have  to  stand  the  kick 
and  the  cuff  of  every  petty  jack-in-office,  to  have 
rice  to  eat  and  water  to  drink,  when  that  gorgeous 
fortune  was  ready  for  him  outside,  just  waiting  to 
be  picked  up.  It  might  have  driven  me  mad ;  but  I 
was  always  a  pretty  stubborn  one,  so  I  just  held  on 
and  bided  my  time. 

"  At  last  it  seemed  to  me  to  have  come.  I  was 
changed  from  Agra  to  Madras,  and  from  there  to 
Blair  Island,  in  the  Andamans.  There  are  very  few 
white  convicts  at  this  settlement,  and,  as  I  had  be- 
haved well  from  the  first,  I  soon  found  myself  a 
privileged  person.  I  was  given  a  hut  in  Hope  Town, 
which  is  a  small  place  on  the  slopes  of  Mount  Harriet, 
and  I  was  left  pretty  much  to  myself.  It  is  a  dreary, 
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fever-stricken  place,  and  all  beyond  our  little  clear* 
ings  was  infested  with  wild  cannibal  natives,  who 
were  ready  enough  to  blow  a  poisoned  dart  at  us  if 
they  saw  a  chance.  There  were  digging,  and  ditch* 
ing,  and  yam-planting,  and  a  dozen  other  things  to 
be  done,  so  we  were  busy  enough  all  day ;  though 
in  the  evening  we  had  a  little  time  to  ourselves. 
Among  other  things,  I  learned  to  dispense  drugs  for 
the  surgeon,  and  picked  up  a  smattering  of  his 
knowledge.  All  the  time  I  was  on  the  lookout  for 
a  chance  of  escape ;  but  it  is  hundreds  of  miles  from 
any  other  land,  and  there  is  little  or  no  wind  in  those 
seas ;  so  it  was  a  terribly  difficult  job  to  get  away. 

"  The  surgeon,  Doctor  Somerton,  was  a  fast,  sport- 
ing young  chap,  and  the  other  young  officers  would 
meet  in  his  rooms  of  an  evening  and  play  cards. 
The  surgery,  where  I  used  to  make  up  my  drugs, 
was  next  to  his  sitting-room,  with  a  small  window 
between  us.  Often,  if  I  felt  lonesome,  I  used  to 
turn  out  the  lamp  in  the  surgery,  and  then,  stand- 
ing there,  I  could  hear  their  talk  and  watch  their 
play.  I  am  fond  of  a  hand  at  cards  myself,  and  it 
was  almost  as  good  as  having  one  to  watch  the 
others.  There  were  Major  Sholto,  Captain  Morstan, 
and  Lieutenant  Bromley  Brown,  who  were  in  com- 
mand of  the  native  troops,  and  there  were  the  sur- 
geon himself,  and  two  or  three  prison  officials, 
crafty  old  hands  who  played  a  nice,  sly,  safe  game. 
A  very  snug  little  party  they  used  to  make. 

"  Well,  there  was  one  thing  which  very  soon 
struck  me,  and  that  was  that  the  soldiers  used  always 
to  lose  and  the  civilians  to  win.  Mind,  I  don't  say 
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that  there  was  anything  unfair,  but  so  it  was.  These 
prison  chaps  had  done  little  else  than  play  cards 
ever  since  they  had  been  at  the  Andamans,  and  they 
knew  each  other's  game  to  a  point,  while  the  others 
just  played  to  pass  the  time  and  threw  their  cards 
down  anyhow.  Night  after  night  the  soldiers  got 
up  poorer  men,  and  the  poorer  they  got  the  more 
keen  they  were  to  play.  Major  Sholto  was  the 
hardest  hit.  He  used  to  pay  in  notes  and  gold  at 
first,  but  soon  it  came  to  notes  of  hand,  and  for  big 
sums.  He  sometimes  would  win  for  a  few  deals, 
just  to  give  him  heart,  and  then  the  luck  would  set 
in  against  him  worse  than  ever.  All  day  he  would 
wander  about  as  black  as  thunder,  and  he  took  to 
drinking  a  deal  more  than  was  good  for  him. 

"  One  night  he  lost  even  more  heavily  than  usual. 
I  was  sitting  in  my  hut  when  he  and  Captain  Mor- 
stan  came  stumbling  along  on  the  way  to  their 
quarters.  They  were  bosom  friends,  those  two,  and 
never  far  apart.  The  major  was  raving  about  his 
losses. 

" '  It's  all  up,  Morstan,'  he  was  saying,  as  they 
passed  my  hut.  *  I  shall  have  to  send  in  my  papers. 
I  am  a  ruined  man.' 

" '  Nonsense,  old  chap ! '  said  the  other,  slapping 
him  upon  the  shoulder.  'I've  had  a  nasty  facer 
myself,  but — '  That  was  all  I  could  hear,  but  it 
was  enough  to  set  me  thinking. 

"  A  couple  of  days  later  Major  Sholto  was  stroll- 
ing on  the  beach  ;  so  I  took  the  chance  of  speaking 
to  him. 

"'I  wish  to  have  your  advice,  major,'  said  I. 
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44  i  Well,  Small,  what  is  it  2 '  he  said,  taking  his 
cheroot  from  his  lips. 

"  '  I  wanted  to  ask  you,  sir,'  said  I,  *  who  is  the 
proper  person  to  whom  hidden  treasure  should  be 
handed  over.  I  know  where  half  a  million  worth 
lies,  and,  as  I  cannot  use  it  myself,  I  thought  per« 
haps  the  best  thing  that  I  could  do  would  be  to 
hand  it  over  to  the  proper  authorities,  and  then, 
perhaps,  they  would  get  my  sentence  shortened  for 
me.' 

"  *  Half  a  million,  Small  ? '  he  gasped,  looking 
hard  at  me  to  see  if  I  was  in  earnest. 

" '  Quite  that,  sir — in  jewels  and  pearls.  It  lies 
there  ready  for  any  one.  And  the  queer  thing 
about  it  is  that  the  real  owner  is  outlawed  and  can- 
not  hold  property,  so  that  it  belongs  to  the  first 
comer.' 

" '  To  government,  Small,'  he  stammered  ;  '  to 
government.'  But  he  said  it  in  a  halting  fashion, 
and  I  knew  in  my  heart  that  I  had  got  him. 

"'You  think,  then,  sir,  that  I  should  give  the 
information  to  the  governor-general?'  said  T, 
quietly. 

"  *  Well,  well,  you  must  not  do  anything  rash,  or 
that  you  might  repent.  Let  me  hear  all  about  it, 
Small.  Give  me  the  facts.' 

"  1  told  him  the  whole  story,  with  small  changes, 
so  that  he  could  not  identify  the  place.  When  I 
had  finished  he  stood  stock-still  and  full  of  thought. 
I  could  see  by  the  twitch  of  his  lip  that  there  was  a 
struggle  going  on  within  him. 

"'This  is  a  very  important  matter,  Small,'  he 
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said,  at  last.  '  You  must  not  say  a  word  to  any  one 
about  it,  and  I  shall  see  you  again  soon.' 

"Two  nights  later  he  and  his  friend,  Captain 
Morstan,  came  to  my  hut  in  the  dead  of  the  night 
with  a  lantern. 

"  '  I  want  you  just  to  let  Captain  Morstan  hear 
that  story  from  your  own  lips,  Small,'  said  he. 

"  I  repeated  it  as  I  had  told  it  before. 

"  *  It  rings  true,  eh  ? '  said  he.  *  It's  good  enough 
to  act  upon  ? ' 

"  Captain  Morstan  nodded. 

" '  Look  here,  Small,'  said  the  major.  *  "We  have 
been  talking  it  over,  my  friend  here  and  I,  and  we 
have  come  to  the  conclusion  that  this  secret  of  yours 
is  hardly  a  government  matter  after  all,  but  is  a 
private  concern  of  your  own,  which,  of  course, 
you  have  the  power  of  disposing  of  as  you  think 
best.  Now,  the  question  is,  what  price  would  you 
ask  for  it  ?  We  might  be  inclined  to  take  it  up,  and 
at  least  look  into  it,  if  we  could  agree  as  to  terms.' 
He  tried  to  speak  in  a  cool,  careless  way,  but  his 
eyes  were  shining  with  excitement  and  greed. 

"  *  Why,  as  to  that,  gentlemen,'  I  answered,  try- 
ing  also  to  be  cool,  but  feeling  as  excited  as  he  did, 
*  there  is  only  one  bargain  which  a  man  in  my  posi- 
tion can  make.  I  shall  want  you  to  help  me  to  my 
freedom,  and  to  help  my  three  companions  to  theirs. 
We  shall  then  take  you  into  partnership,  and  give 
you  a  fifth  share  to  divide  between  you." 

" '  Hum ! '  said  he.  «  A  fifth  share !  That  is  not 
very  tempting.' 

"  *  It  would  come  to  fifty  thousand  apiece,'  said  I, 
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"'But  how  can  we  gain  your  freedom?  Yew 
know  very  well  that  you  ask  an  impossibility.' 

"'Nothing  of  the  sort,'  I  answered.  6I  have 
thought  it  all  out  to  the  last  detail.  The  only  bar 
to  our  escape  is  that  we  can  get  no  boat  fit  for  the 
voyage,  and  no  provisions  to  last  us  for  so  long  a 
time.  There  are  plenty  of  little  yachts  and  yawls 
at  Calcutta  or  Madras  which  would  serve  our  turn 
welL  Do  you  bring  one  over,  We  shall  engage 
to  get  aboard  her  by  night,  and  if  yon  will  drop  us 
on  any  part  of  the  Indian  coast  yon  will  have  done 
your  part  of  the  bargain.' 

** « If  there  was  only  one,'  he  said. 

u*None  or  all,*  I  answered  *We  have  sworn 
it.  The  four  of  us  must  always  act  together.' 

"  *  Yon  see,  Morstan,'  said  he, '  Small  is  a  man  <o€ 
his  word.  He  does  not  flinch  from  his  friends.  I 
think  we  may  very  well  trust  him,' 

" '  It's  a  dirty  business,'  the  other  answered, 
s  Yet,  as  you  say,  the  money  would  save  our  com. 
missions  handsomely/ 

"  *  Well,  Small,*  said  the  major,  *  we  must,  I  sup. 
pose,  try  and  meet  yon.  We  must  first,  of  course, 
test  the  truth  of  your  story.  Tell  me  where  the 
box  is  hid,  and  I  shall  get  leave  of  absence  and  go 
back  to  India  in  the  monthly  relief -boat  to  inquire 
into  the  affair.' 

" '  Not  so  fast,'  said  I,  growing  colder  as  he  got 
hot.  '•  I  must  have  the  consent  of  my  three  com* 
rades.  I  tell  you  that  it  is  four  or  none  with  us.' 

"* Nonsense!'  he  broke  in.  'What  have  three 
tlack  fellows  to  do  with  our  agreement  f  * 
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*  *  Black  or  blue,'  said  I, '  they  are  in  with  me, 
and  we  all  go  together,' 

"  Well,  the  matter  ended  by  a  second  meeting,  at 
which  Mohammed  Singh,  Abdullah  Khan,  and  Dost 
Akbar  were  all  present.  We  talked  the  matter  over 
again,  and  at  last  we  came  to  an  arrangement.  We 
were  to  provide  both  the  officers  with  charts  of  the 
part  of  the  Agra  fort,  and  mark  the  place  in  the 
wall  where  the  treasure  was  hid.  Major  Sholto 
was  to  go  to  India  to  test  our  story.  If  he  found 
the  box  he  was  to  leave  it  there,  to  send  out  a  small 
yacht  provisioned  for  a  voyage,  which  was  to  lie 
off  Rutland  Island,  and  to  which  we  were  to 
make  our  way,  and  finally  to  return  to  his  duties. 
Captain  Morstan  was  then  to  apply  for  leave  of 
absence,  to  meet  us  at  Agra,  and  there  we  were  to 
have  a  final  division  of  the  treasure,  he  taking  the 
major's  share  as  well  as  his  own.  All  this  we  sealed 
by  the  most  solemn  oaths  that  the  mind  could  think 
or  the  lips  utter.  I  sat  up  all  night  with  paper  and 
ink,  and  by  the  morning  I  had  the  two  charts  all 
ready,  signed  with  the  sign  of  four — that  is,  of 
Abdullah,  Akbar,  Mohammed,  and  myself. 

"  Well,  gentlemen,  I  weary  you  with  my  long 
story,  and  I  know  that  my  friend,  Mr.  Jones,  is 
impatient  to  get  me  safely  stowed  in  chokey.  I'll 
make  it  as  short  as  I  can.  The  villain  Sholto  went 
off  to  India,  but  he  never  came  back  again.  .  Cap- 
tain Morstan  showed  me  his  name  among  a  list  of 
passengers  in  one  of  the  mail  boats  very  shortly 
afterward.  His  uncle  had  died,  leaving  him  a  for- 
tune, and  he  had  left  the  army,  yet,  he  could 
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stoop  to  treat  five  men  as  he  had  treated  us.  Morstan 
went  over  to  Agra  shortly  afterward,  and  found, 
as  we  expected,  that  the  treasure  was  indeed  gone. 
The  scoundrel  had  stolen  it  all,  without  carrying 
out  one  of  the  conditions  on  which  we  had  sold 
him  the  secret.  From  that  day  I  lived  only  for 
vengeance.  I  thought  of  it  by  day  and  I  nursed  it 
by  night.  It  became  an  overpowering,  absorbing 
passion  with  me.  I  cared  nothing  for  the  law — 
nothing  for  the  gallows.  To  escape,  to  track  down 
Sholto,  to  have  my  hand  upon  his  throat — that  was 
my  one  thought.  Even  the  Agra  treasure  had 
come  to  be  a  smaller  thing  in  my  mind  than  the 
slaying  of  Sholto. 

"  Well,  I  have  set  my  mind  on  many  things  in 
this  life,  and  never  one  which  I  did  not  carry  out. 
But  it  was  weary  years  before  my  time  came.  I 
have  told  you  that  I  had  picked  up  something  of 
medicine.  One  day,  when  Doctor  Somerton  was 
down  with  a  fever,  a  little  Andaman  Islander  was 
picked  up  by  a  convict-gang  in  the  woods.  He  was 
sick  to  death,  and  had  gone  to  a  lonely  place  to  die. 
I  took  him  in  hand,  though  he  was  as  venomous  as 
a  young  snake,  and  after  a  couple  of  months  I  got 
him  all  right  and  able  to  walk*  He  took  a  kind  of 
fancy  to  me  then,  and  would  hardly  go  back  to  his 
woods,  but  was  always  hanging  about  my  hut.  I 
learned  a  little  of  his  lingo  from  him,  and  this  made 
him  all  the  fonder  of  me. 

"  Tonga — for  that  was  his  name — was  a  fine  boat- 
man, and  owned  a  big,  roomy  canoe  of  his  own. 
When  I  found  that  he  was  devoted  to  me  and  would 
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do  anything  to  serve  me,  I  saw  my  chance  of  escape. 
I  talked  it  over  with  him.  He  was  to  bring  his  boat 
round  on  a  certain  night  to  an  old  wharf  which  was 
never  guarded,  and  there  he  was  to  pick  me  up.  I 
gave  him  directions  to  have  several  gourds  of  water 
and  a  lot  of  yams,  cocoa-nuts,  and  sweet  potatoes. 

"  He  was  stanch  and  true,  was  little  Tonga,  No 
man  ever  had  a  more  faithful  mate.  At  the  night 
named  he  had  his  boat  at  the  wharf.  As  it  chanced, 
however,  there  was  one  of  the  convict-guard  down 
there — a  vile  Pathan  who  had  never  missed  a  chance 
of  insulting  and  injuring  me.  I  had  always  vowed 
vengeance,  and  now  I  had  my  chance.  It  was  as  if 
fate  had  placed  him  in  my  way  that  I  might  pay 
my  debt  before  I  left  the  island.  He  stood  on  the 
bank  with  his  back  to  me,  and  his  carbine  on  his 
shoulder.  I  looked  about  for  a  stone  to  beat  out 
his  brains  with,  but  none  could  I  see.  Then  a  queer 
thought  came  into  my  head  and  showed  me  where 
I  could  lay  my  hand  on  a  weapon.  I  sat  down  in 
the  darkness  and  unstrapped  my  wooden  leg.  With 
three  long  hops  I  was  on  him.  He  put  his  carbine 
to  his  shoulder,  but  I  struck  him  full  and  knocked 
the  whole  front  of  his  skull  in.  Yon  can  see  the 
split  in  the  wood  now  where  I  hit  him.  We  both 
went  down  together,  for  I  could  not  keep  my  balance, 
but  when  I  got  up  I  found  him  still  lying  quiet 
enough.  I  made  for  the  boat,  and  in  an  hour  we 
were  well  out  at  sea.  Tonga  had  brought  all  his 
earthly  possessions  with  him,  his  arms  and  his  gods. 
Among  other  things,  he  had  a  long  bamboo  spear, 
and  some  Andaman  cocoa-nut  matting,  with  which 
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I  made  a  sort  of  a  sail.  For  ten  days  we  were  beat- 
ing  about,  trusting  to  luck,  and  on  the  eleventh  we 
were  picked  up  by  a  trader  which  was  going  from 
Singapore  to  Jiddah  with  a  cargo  of  Malay  pilgrims. 
They  were  a  rum  crowd,  and  Tonga  and  I  soon 
managed  to  settle  down  among  them.  They  had 
one  very  good  quality ;  they  let  you  alone  and  asked 
no  questions. 

"  Well,  if  I  were  to  tell  you  all  the  adventures  that 
my  little  chum  and  I  went  through,  you  would  not 
thank  me,  for  I  would  have  you  here  until  the  sun 
was  shining.  Here  and  there  we  drifted  about  the 
world,  something  always  turning  up  to  keep  us  from 
London.  All  the  time,  however,  I  never  lost  sight 
of  my  purpose.  I  would  dream  of  Sholto  at  night. 
A  hundred  times  I  have  killed  him  in  my  sleep.  At 
last,  however,  some  three  or  four  years  ago,  we  found 
ourselves  in  England.  I  had  no  great  difficulty  in 
finding  where  Sholto  lived,  and  I  set  to  work  to 
discover  whether  he  had  realized  the  treasure  or  if 
he  still  had  it.  I  made  friends  with  some  one  who 
could  help  me — I  name  no  names,  for  I  don't  want 
to  get  any  one  else  in  a  hole — and  I  soon  found  that 
he  still  had  the  jewels.  Then  I  tried  to  get  at  him 
in  many  ways;  but  he  was  pretty  sly,  and  had 
always  two  prize-fighters,  besides  his  sons  and  his 
khitmutgar,  on  guard  over  him. 

"  One  day,  however,  I  got  word  that  he  was  dying. 
I  hurried  at  once  to  the  garden,  mad  that  he  should 
slip  out  of  my  clutches  like  that,  and  looking  through 
the  window,  I  saw  him  lying  in  his  bed,  with  his 
sons  on  each  side  of  him.  I'd  have  come  through 
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and  taken  my  chance  with  the  three  of  them,  only, 
even  as  I  looked  at  him,  his  jaw  dropped,  and  I  knew 
that  he  was  gone.  I  got  into  his  room  that  same 
night,  though,  and  I  searched  his  papers  to  see  if 
there  was  any  record  of  where  he  had  hidden  our 
jewels.  There  was  not  a  line,  however ;  so  I  came 
away,  bitter  and  savage  as  a  man  could  be.  Before 
I  left  I  bethought  me  that  if  I  ever  met  my  Sikh 
friends  again  it  would  be  a  satisfaction  to  know  that 
I  had  left  some  mark  of  our  hatred  ;  so  I  scrawled 
down  the  sign  of  the  four  of  us,  as  it  had  been  on 
the  chart,  and  I  pinned  it  on  his  bosom.  It  was  too 
much  that  he  should  be  taken  to  the  grave  without 
some  token  from  the  men  whom  he  had  robbed  and 
befooled. 

"  We  earned  a  living  at  this  time  by  my  exhibit- 
ing poor  Tonga  at  fairs  and  other  such  places  as 
the  black  cannibal.  He  would  eat  raw  meat  and 
dance  his  war-dance ;  so  we  always  had  a  hatful  of 
pennies  after  a  day's  work.  I  still  heard  all  the 
news  from  Pondicherry  Lodge,  and  for  some  years 
there  was  no  news  to  hear,  except  that  they  were 
hunting  for  the  treasure.  At  last,  however,  came 
what  we  had  waited  for  so  long.  The  treasure  had 
been  found.  It  was  up  at  the  top  of  the  house,  in 
Mr.  Bartholomew  Sholto's  chemical  laboratory.  I 
came  at  once  and  had  a  look  at  the  place,  but  I  could 
not  see  how,  with  my  wooden  leg,  I  was  to  make 
my  way  up  to  it.  I  learned,  however,  about  a 
trap-door  in  the  roof,  and  also  about  Mr.  Shclto's 
supper-hour.  It  seemed  to  me  that  I  could  manage 
the  thing  easily  through  Tonga.  I  brought  him  out 
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with  me  with  a  long  rope  wound  round  his  waist. 
He  could  climb  like  a  cat,  and  he  soon  made  his  way 
through  the  roof,  but,  as  ill-luck  would  have  it, 
Bartholomew  Sholto  was  still  in  the  room,  to  his 
cost.  Tonga  thought  he  had  done  something  very 
clever  in  killing  him,  for  when  I  came  up  by  the 
rope  I  found  him  strutting  about  as  proud  as  a  pea- 
cock. Very  much  surprised  was  he  when  I  made 
at  him  with  the  rope's  end  and  cursed  him  for  a 
little  bloodthirsty  imp.  I  took  the  treasure-box 
and  let  it  down,  and  then  slid  down  myself,  having 
first  left  the  sign  of  the  four  upon  the  table,  to  show 
that  the  jewels  had  come  back  at  last  to  those  who 
had  most  right  to  them.  Tonga  then  pulled  up  the 
rope,  closed  the  window,  and  made  off  the  way  that 
he  had  come. 

"  I  don't  know  that  I  have  anything  else  to  tell 
you.  I  had  heard  a  waterman  speak  of  the  speed 
of  Smith's  launch,  the  '  Aurora,'  so  I  thought  she 
would  be  a  handy  craft  for  our  escape.  I  engaged 
with  old  Smith,  and  was  to  give  him  a  big  sum  if  he 
got  us  safe  to  our  ship.  He  knew,  no  doubt,  that 
there  was  some  screw  loose,  but  he  was  not  in  our 
secrets.  All  this  is  the  truth,  and  if  I  tell  it  to  you, 
gentlemen,  it  is  not  to  amuse  you — for  you  have  not 
done  me  a  very  good  turn — but  it  is  because  I  be- 
lieve the  best  defense  I  can  make  is  just  to  hold 
back  nothing,  but  let  all  the  world  know  how  badly 
I  have  myself  been  served  by  Major  Sholto,  and  how 
innocent  I  am  of  the  death  of  his  son." 

"A  very  remarkable  account,"    said  Sherlock 
Holmes.     "  A  fitting  wind-up  to  an  extremely  in- 
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teresting  case.  There  is  nothing  at  all  new  to  me 
in  the  latter  part  of  your  narrative,  except  that  you 
brought  your  own  rope.  That  I  did  not  know.  By 
the  way,  I  had  hoped  that  Tonga  had  lost  all  his 
darts ;  yet  he  managed  to  shoot  one  at  us  in  the  boat." 

"  He  had  lost  them  all,  sir,  except  the  one  which 
was  in  his  blow-pipe  at  the  time." 

"  Ah,  of  course,"  said  Holmes,  "  I  had  not  thought 
of  that." 

"  Is  there  any  other  point  which  you  would  like 
to  ask  about  2 "  asked  the  convict,  affably. 

"  I  think  not,  thank  you,"    my  companion  an- 
swered. 

"  Well,  Holmes,"  said  Athelney  Jones,  you  are  a 
man  to  be  humored,  and  we  all  know  that  you  are 
a  connoisseur  of  crime,  but  duty  is  duty,  and  I  have 
gone  rather  far  in  doing  what  you  and  your  friend 
asked  me.  I  shall  feel  more  at  ease  when  we  have 
our  story-teller  here  safe  under  lock  and  key.  The 
cab  still  waits,  and  there  are  two  inspectors  down- 
stairs. I  am  much  obliged  to  you  both  for  yonr 
assistance.  Of  course  you  will  be  wanted  at  the 
trial.  Good-night  to  you." 

"  Good-night,  gentlemen   both,"  said  Jonathan 
Small. 

"  You  first,  Small,"  remarked  the  wary  Jones  as 
they  left  the  room.  "  I'll  take  particular  care  that 
you  don't  club  me  with  your  wooden  leg,  whatever 
you  may  have  done  to  the  gentleman  at  the  Anda- 
man Isles." 

"  "Well,  and  there  is  the  end  of  our  little  drama," 
I  remarked,  after  we  had  sat  some  time  smoking  in 
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silence.  "  I  fear  that  it  may  be  the  last  investigation 
in  which  I  shall  have  the  chance  of  studying  your 
methods.  Miss  Morstan  has  done  me  the  honor  to 
accept  me  as  a  husband  in  prospective." 

He  gave  a  most  dismal  groan.  ''  I  feared  as  much," 
said  he  ;  "I  really  cannot  congratulate  you." 

I  was  a  little  hurt.  "  Have  you  any  reason  to  be 
dissatisfied  with  my  choice  ? "  I  asked. 

"  Not  at  all.  I  think  she  is  one  of  the  most 
charming  young  ladies  I  ever  met,  and  might  have 
been  most  useful  in  such  work  as  we  have  been  do- 
ing. She  has  a  decided  genius  that  way  ;  witness 
the  way  in  which  she  preserved  that  Agra  plan  from 
all  the  other  papers  of  her  father.  But  love  is  an 
emotional  thing,  and  whatever  is  emotional  is 
opposed  to  that  true  cold  reason  which  I  place  above 
all  things.  I  should  never  marry  myself,  lest  I  bias 
my  judgment." 

"  I  trust,"  said  I,  laughing,  "  that  my  judgment 
may  survive  the  ordeal.  But  you  look  weary." 

"  Yes,  the  reaction  is  already  upon  me.  I  shall 
be  as  limp  as  a  rag  for  a  week." 

"  Strange,"  said  I, "  how  terms  of  what  in  another 
man  I  should  call  laziness  alternate  with  fits  of 
splendid  energy  and  vigor." 

"  Yes,"  he  answered,  "  there  are  in  me  the  mak- 
ings of  a  very  fine  loafer,  and  also  of  a  pretty  spry 
sort  of  fellow.  I  often  think  of  those  lines  of  old 
Goethe — 

"  '  Schade  dass  die  Natur  nur  einen  Mensch  aus  dir  schuf , 
Denn  zum  wfirdigen  Mann  war  und  zum  Schelmen  der 
Stoff.' 
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By  the  way,  apropos  of  this  Norwood  business,  you 
see  that  they  had,  as  I  surmised,  a  confederate  in 
the  house,  who  could  be  none  other  than  Lai  Kao, 
the  butler ;  so  Jones  actually  has  the  undivided 
honor  of  having  caught  one  fish  in  his  great  haul." 

"  The  division  seems  rather  unfair,"  I  remarked. 
"  You  have  done  all  the  work  in  this  business.  I 
get  a  wife  out  of  it,  Jones  gets  the  credit,  pray, 
what  remains  for  you  ?  " 

"  For  me,"  said  Sherlock  Holmes,  "  there  still 
remains  the  cocaine  bottle."  And  he  stretched  his 
long  white  hand  up  for  it. 


THE 

MYSTERY   OF   SASASSA   VALLEY 

A    SOUTH    AFRICAN    STORY 

Do  I  know  why  Tom  Donahue  is  called  "Lucky 
Tom"  ?  Yes,  I  do ;  and  that  is  more  than  one  in 
ten  of  those  who  call  him  so  can  say.  I  have  knocked 
about  a  deal  in  my  time,  and  seen  some  strange  sights, 
but  none  stranger  than  the  way  in  which  Tom  gained 
that  sobriquet,  and  his  fortune  with  it.  For  I  was 
with  him  at  the  time.  Tell  it  ?  Oh,  certainly ;  but  it 
is  a  longish  story,  and  a  very  strange  one;  so  fill  up 
your  glass  again,  and  light  another  cigar  while  I  try 
to  reel  it  off.  Yes,  a  very  strange  one;  beats  some 
fairy  stories  I  have  heard;  but  it's  true,  sir,  every 
word  of  it.  There  are  men  alive  at  Cape  Colony  now 
who  will  remember  it  and  confirm  what  I  say.  Many 
a  time  has  the  tale  been  told  round  the  fire  in  Boers' 
cabins  from  Orange  State  to  Griqualand;  yes,  and 
out  in  the  Bush  and  at  the  Diamond  Fields,  too. 

I'm  roguish  now,  sir;  but  I  was  entered  at  the 
Middle  Temple  once,  and  studied  for  the  Bar.  Tom 
— worse  luck! — was  one  of  my  fellow-students;  and 
a  wildish  time  we  had  of  it,  until  at  last  our  finances 
ran  short,  and  we  were  compelled  to  give  up  our  so- 

(16T) 
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called  studies,  and  look  about  for  some  part  of  the 
world  where  two  young  fellows  with  strong  arms  and 
sound  constitutions  might  make  their  mark.  In  those 
days  the  tide  of  emigration  had  scarcely  begun  to  set 
in  toward  Africa,  and  so  we  thought  our  best  chance 
would  be  down  at  Cape  Colony.  Well — to  make  a 
long  story  short — we  set  sail,  and  were  deposited  in 
Cape  Town  with  less  than  five  pounds  in  our  pockets ; 
and  there  we  parted.  We  each  tried  our  hands  at 
many  things,  and  had  ups  and  downs;  but  when,  at 
the  end  of  three  years,  chance  led  each  of  us  up- 
country  and  we  met  again,  we  were,  I  regret  to  say, 
in  almost  as  bad  a  plight  as  when  we  started. 

Well,  this  was  not  much  of  a  commencement;  and 
very  disheartened  we  were,  so  disheartened  that  Tom 
spoke  of  going  back  to  England  and  getting  a  clerk- 
ship. For  you  see  we  didn't  know  that  we  had  played 
out  all  our  small  cards,  and  that  the  trumps  were 
going  to  turn  up.  No ;  we  thought  our  "hands"  were 
bad  all  through.  It  was  a  very  lonely  part  of  the 
country  that  we  were  in,  inhabited  by  a  few  scat- 
tered farmers,  whose  houses  were  stockaded  and 
fenced  in  to  defend  them  against  the  Kaffirs.  Tom 
Donahue  and  I  had  a  little  hut  right  out  in  the  Bush ; 
but  we  were  known  to  possess  nothing,  and  to  be 
handy  with  our  revolvers,  so  we  had  little  to  fear. 
There  we  waited,  doing  odd  jobs,  and  hoping  that 
something  would  turn  up.  Well,  after  we  had  been 
there  about  a  month  something  did  turn  up  upon  a 
certain  night,  something  which  was  the  making  of 
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the  both  of  us;  and  it's  about  that  night,  air,  that 
I'm  going  to  tell  you.  I  remember  it  well.  The 
wind  was  howling  past  our  cabin,  and  the  rain  threat- 
ened to  burst  in  our  rude  window.  We  had  a  great 
wood-fire  crackling  and  spluttering  on  the  hearth,  by 
which  I  was  sitting,  mending  a  whip,  while  Tom  was 
lying  in  his  bunk  groaning  disconsolately  at  the 
chance  which  had  led  him  to  such  a  place. 

"Cheer  up,  Tom — cheer  up!"  said  L  "No  man 
ever  knows  what  may  be  awaiting  him." 

"Ill-luck,  ill-luck,  Jack,"  he  answered.  "I  always 
was  an  unlucky  dog.  Here  have  I  been  three  years 
in  this  abominable  country,  and  I  see  lads  fresh  from 
England  jingling  the  money  in  their  pockets,  while 
I  am  as  poor  as  when  I  landed.  Ah,  Jack,  if  you 
want  to  keep  your  head  above  water,  old  friend,  you 
must  try  your  fortune  away  from  me." 

"Nonsense,  Tom;  you're  down  on  your  luck  to- 
night. But  hark !  Here's  some  one  coming  outside. 
Dick  Wharton,  by  the  tread ;  he'll  rouse  you,  if  any 
man  can." 

Even  as  I  spoke  the  door  was  flung  open,  and 
honest  Dick  Wharton,  with  the  water  pouring  from 
him,  stepped  in,  his  hearty  red  face  looming  through 
the  haze  like  a  harvest  moon.  He  shook  himself, 
and,  after  greeting  us,  sat  down  by  the  fire  to  warm 
himself. 

"Where  away,  Dick,  on  such  a  night  as  this?' 
said  I.  "You'll  find  the  rheumatism  a  worse  foe 
than  the  Kaffirs,  unless  you  keep  more  regular  hours." 

d   VOL  2 
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Dick  was  looking  unusually  serious,  almost  fright- 
ened, one  would  say,  if  one  did  not  know  the  man. 
"Had  to  go,"  he  replied — "had  to  go.  One  of  Madi- 
son's cattle  was  seen  straying  down  Sasassa  Valley, 
and  of  course  none  of  our  blacks  would  go  down  that 
valley  at  night;  and  if  we  had  waited  till  morning, 
the  brute  would  have  been  in  Kaffirland." 

"Why  wouldn't  they  go  down  Sasassa  Valley  at 
night?"  asked  Tom. 

"Kaffirs,  1  suppose,"  said  I. 

"Ghosts,"  said  Dick. 

We  both  laughed. 

"I  suppose  they  didn't  give  such  a  matter-of-fact 
fellow  as  you  a  sight  of  their  charms  ?"  said  Tom, 
from  the  bunk. 

"Yes,"  said  Dick,  seriously — "yes;  I  saw  what 
the  niggers  talk  about;  and  I  promise  you,  lads,  I 
don't  want  ever  to  see  it  again." 

Tom  sat  up  in  his  bed.  "Nonsense,  Dick  ;•  you're 
joking,  man !  Come,  tell  us  all  about  it.  The  legend 
first,  and  your  own  experience  afterward.  Pass  him 
over  the  bottle,  Jack." 

"Well,  as  to  the  legend,"  began  Dick,  "it  seems 
that  the  niggers  have  had  it  handed  down  to  them 
that  that  Sasassa  Valley  is  haunted  by  a  frightful 
fiend.  Hunters  and  wanderers  passing  down  the  de- 
file have  seen  its  glowing  eyes  under  the  shadows  of 
the  cliff ;  and  the  story  goes  that  whoever  has  chanced 
to  encounter  that  baleful  glare  has  had  his  after-life 
blighted  by  the  malignant  power  of  this  creature. 
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Whether  that  be  true  or  not,"  continued  Dick,  rue- 
fully, "I  may  have  an  opportunity  of  judging  for 
myself." 

"Go  on,  Dick — go  on,"  cried  Tom.  "Let's  hear 
about  what  you  saw." 

"Well,  I  was  groping  down  the  valley,  looking  for 
that  cow  of  Madison's,  and  I  had,  I  suppose,  got 
half-way  down,  where  a  black  craggy  cliff  juts  into 
the  ravine  on  the  right,  when  I  halted  to  have  a  pull 
at  my  flask.  I  had  my  eye  fixed  at  the  time  upon 
the  projecting  cliff  I  have  mentioned,  and  noticed 
nothing  unusual  about  it.  I  then  put  up  my  flask 
and  took  a  step  or  two  forward,  when  in  a  moment 
there  burst,  apparently  from  the  base  of  the  rock, 
about  eight  feet  from  the  ground  and  a  hundred 
yards  from  me,  a  strange,  lurid  glare,  flickering 
and  oscillating,  gradually  dying  away  and  then  re- 
appearing again.  No,  no;  I've  seen  many  a  glow- 
worm and  fire-fly — nothing  x>f  that  sort.  There  it 
was,  burning  away,  and  I  suppose  I  gazed  at  it, 
trembling  in  every  limb,  for  fully  ten  minutes.  Then 
I  took  a  step  forward,  when  instantly  it  vanished, 
vanished  like  a  candle  blown  out.  I  stepped  back 
again,  but  it  was  some  time  before  I  could  find  the 
exact  spot  and  position  from  which  it  was  visible. 
At  last,  there  it  was,  the  weird,  reddish  light,  flicker- 
ing away  as  before.  Then  I  screwed  up  my  courage, 
and  made  for  the  rock;  but  the  ground  was  so  un- 
even that  it  was  impossible  to  steer  straight,  and 
though  I  walked  along  the  whole  base  of  the  cliff, 


172        THE   MYSTERY   OF  SASASSA   VALLEY. 

I  could  see  nothing.  Then  I  made  tracks  for  home, 
and,  I  can  tell  you,  boys,  that  until  you  remarked  it, 
I  never  knew  it  was  raining,  the  whole  way  along. 
But  halloo!  what's  the  matter  with  Tom?" 

What  indeed  ?  Tom  was  now  sitting  with  his  legs 
over  the  side  of  the  bunk,  and  his  whole  face  be- 
traying excitement  so  intense  as  to  be  almost  pain- 
ful. "The  fiend  would  have  two  eyes.  How  many 
lights  did  you  see,  Dick  ?  Speak  out !" 

"Only  one." 

"Hurrah!"  cried  Tom— "that's  better."  Where- 
upon he  kicked  the  blankets  into  the  middle  of  the 
room,  and  began  pacing  up  and  down  with  long, 
feverish  strides.  Suddenly  he  stopped  opposite  Dick, 
and  laid  his  hand  upon  his  shoulder:  "I  say,  Dick, 
could  we  get  to  Sasassa  Valley  before  sunrise  ?" 

"Scarcely,"  said  Dick. 

"Well,  look  here;  we  are  old  friends,  Dick  Whar- 
ton,  you  and  I.  Now,  don't  you  tell  any  other  man 
what  you  have  told  us,  for  a  week.  You'll  promise 
that,  won't  you?" 

I  could  see  by  the  look  on  Dick's  face  as  he  ac- 
quiesced that  he  considered  poor  Tom  to  be  mad; 
and  indeed  I  was  myself  completely  mystified  by  his 
conduct.  I  had,  however,  seen  so  many  proofs  of  my 
friend's  good  sense  and  quickness  of  apprehension 
that  I  thought  it  quite  possible  that  Wharton's  story 
had  had  a  meaning  in  his  eyes  which  I  was  too 
obtuse  to  take  in. 

All  night  Tom  Donahue  was  greatly  excited,  and 
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when  Wharton  left  he  begged  him  to  remember  his 
promise,  and  also  elicited  from  him  a  description  of 
the  exact  spot  at  which  he  had  seen  the  apparition, 
as  well  as  the  hour  at  which  it  appeared.  After  his 
departure,  which  must  have  been  about  four  in  the 
morning,  I  turned  into  my  bunk  and  watched  Tom 
sitting  by  the  fire  splicing  two  sticks  together,  until 
I  fell  asleep.  I  suppose  I  must  have  slept  about  two 
hours ;  but  when  I  awoke  Tom  was  still  sitting  work- 
ing away  in  almost  the  same  position.  He  had  fixed 
the  one  stick  across  the  top  of  the  other  so  as  to  form 
a  rough  T,  and  was  now  busy  in  fitting  a  smaller  stick 
into  the  angle  between  them,  by  manipulating  which 
the  cross  one  could  be  either  cocked  up  or  depressed 
to  any  extent.  He  had  cut  notches,  too,  in  the  per- 
pendicular stick,  so  that  by  the  aid  of  the  small  prop 
the  cross  one  could  be  kept  in  any  position  for  an  in- 
definite time. 

"Look  here,  Jack !"  he  cried,  when  he  saw  that  T 
was  awake.  "Come  and  give  me  your  opinion.  Sup- 
pose I  put  this  cross-stick  pointing  straight  at  a  thing, 
and  arranged  this  small  one  so  as  to  keep  it  so,  and 
left  it,  I  could  find  that  thing  again  if  I  wanted  it — 
don't  you  think  I  could,  Jack — don't  you  think  so  S" 
he  continued,  nervously  clutching  me  by  the  arm. 

"Well,"  I  answered,  "it  would  depend  on  how  far 
off  the  thing  was,  and  how  accurately  it  was  pointed. 
If  it  were  any  distance,  I'd  cut  sights  on  your  cross- 
stick  ;  then  a  string  tied  to  the  end  of  it,  and  held  in 
a  plumb-line  forward,  would  lead  you  pretty  near 
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what  you  wanted.  But  surely,  Tom,  you  don't  intend 
to  localize  the  ghost  in  that  way  ?" 

"You'll  see  to-night,  old  friend — you'll  see  to-night. 
I'll  carry  this  to  the  Sasassa  Valley.  You  get  the  loan 
of  Madison's  crowbar,  and  come  with  me ;  but  mind 
you  tell  no  man  where  you  are  going,  or  what  you 
want  it  for." 

All  day  Tom  was  walking  up  and  down  the  room, 
or  working  hard  at  the  apparatus.  His  eyes  were 
glistening,  his  cheeks  hectic,  and  he  had  all  the  symp- 
toms of  high  fever. 

"Heaven  grant  that  Dick's  diagnosis  be  not  cor- 
rect!" I  thought,  as  I  returned  with  the  crowbar. 
And  yet,  as  evening  drew  near,  I  found  myself  im- 
perceptibly sharing  the  excitement. 

About  six  o'clock  Tom  sprang  to  his  feet  and  seized 
his  sticks.  "I  can  stand  it  no  longer,  Jack,"  he  cried ; 
"up  with  your  crowbar,  and  hey  for  Sasassa  Valley ! 
To-night's  work,  my  lad,  will  either  make  us  or  mar 
us!  Take  your  six-shooter,  in  case  we  meet  the 
Kaffirs.  I  daren't  take  mine,  Jack,"  he  continued, 
putting  his  hands  upon  my  shoulders — "I  daren't 
take  mine;  for  if  my  ill-luck  sticks  to  me  to-night, 
I  don't  know  what  I  might  not  do  with  it." 

Well,  having  filled  our  pockets  with  provisions,  we 
set  out,  and  as  we  took  our  wearisome  way  toward  the 
Sasassa  Valley,  I  frequently  attempted  to  elicit  from 
my  companion  some  clew  as  to  his  intentions.  But 
his  only  answer  was :  "Let  us  hurry  on,  Jack.  Who 
knows  how  many  have  heard  of  Wharton's  adventure 
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by  this  time !  Let  us  hurry  on,  or  we  may  not  be  first 
in  the  field!" 

Well,  sir,  we  struggled  on  through  the  hills  for  a 
matter  of  ten  miles;  till  at  last,  after  descending  a 
crag,  we  saw  opening  out  in  front  of  us  a  ravine  so 
sombre  and  dark  that  it  might  have  been  the  gate  of 
Hades  itself ;  cliffs  for  many  hundred  feet  shut  in  on 
every  side  the  gloomy  bowlder-studded  passage  which 
led  through  the  haunted  defile  into  Kaffirland.  The 
moon,  rising  above  the  crags,  threw  into  strong  relief 
the  rough,  irregular  pinnacles  of  rock  by  which  they 
were  topped,  while  all  below  was  dark  as  Erebus. 

"The  Sasassa  Valley  ?"  said  I. 

"Yes,"  said  Tom. 

I  looked  at  him.  He  was  calm  now ;  the  flush  and 
feverishness  had  passed  away ;  his  actions  were  delib- 
erate and  slow.  Yet  there  was  a  certain  rigidity  in 
his  face  and  glitter  in  his  eye  which  showed  that  a 
crisis  had  come. 

We  entered  the  pass,  stumbling  along  amid  the 
great  bowlders.  Suddenly  I  heard  a  short,  quick  ex- 
clamation from  Tom.  "That's  the  crag!"  he  cried, 
pointing  to  a  great  mass  looming  before  us  in  the 
darkness.  "Now,  Jack,  for  any  favor  use  your  eyes ! 
We're  about  a  hundred  yards  from  that  cliff,  I  take 
it;  so  you  move  slowly  toward  one  side  and  I'll  do 
the  same  toward  the  other.  When  you  see  anything, 
stop,  and  call  out.  Don't  take  more  than  twelve 
inches  in  a  step,  and  keep  your  eye  fixed  on  the  cliff 
about  eight  feet  from  the  ground.  Are  you  ready  ?" 
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"Yes."  I  was  even  more  excited  than  Tom  by  this 
time.  What  his  intention  or  object  was  I  could  not 
conjecture,  beyond  that  he  wanted  to  examine  by  day- 
light the  part  of  the  cliff  from  which  the  light  came. 
Yet  the  influence  of  the  romantic  situation  and  my 
companion's  suppressed  excitement  was  so  great  that 
I  could  feel  the  blood  coursing  through  my  veins  and 
count  the  pulses  throbbing  at  my  temples. 

"Start!"  cried  Tom;  and  we  moved  off,  he  to  the 
right,  I  to  the  left,  each  with  our  eyes  fixed  intently 
on  the  base  of  the  crag.  I  had  moved  perhaps  twenty 
feet,  when  in  a  moment  it  burst  upon  me.  Through 
the  growing  darkness  there  shone  a  small,  ruddy, 
glowing  point,  the  light  from  which  waned  and  in- 
creased, flickered  and  oscillated,  each  change  pro- 
ducing a  more  weird  effect  than  the  last.  The  old 
Kaffir  superstition  came  into  my  mind,  and  I  felt 
a  cold  shudder  pass  over  me.  In  my  excitement  I 
stepped  a  pace  backward,  when  instantly  the  light 
went  out,  leaving  utter  darkness  in  its  place;  but 
when  I  advanced  again,  there  was  the  ruddy  glare 
glowing  from  the  base  of  the  cliff.  "Tom,  Tom !" 
I  cried. 

"Ay,  ay !"  I  heard  him  exclaim,  as  he  hurried  over 
toward  me. 

"There  it  is — there,  up  against  the  cliff !" 

Tom  was  at  my  elbow.     "I  see  nothing,"  said  he. 

"Why,  there,  there,  man,  in  front  of  you!"  I 
stepped  to  the  right  as  I  spoke,  when  the  light  in- 
stantly vanished  from  my  eyes. 
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But  from  Tom's  ejaculations  of  delight  it  was  clear 
that  from  my  former  position  it  was  visible  to  him 
also.  "Jack,"  he  cried,  as  he  turned  and  wrung  my 
hand — "Jack,  you  and  I  can  never  complain  of  our 
luck  again.  Now  heap  up  a  few  stones  where  we  are 
standing.  That's  right.  Now  we  must  fix  my  sign- 
post firmly  in  at  the  top.  There!  It  would  take  a 
strong  wind  to  blow  that  down ;  and  we  only  need  it 
to  hold  out  till  morning.  Oh,  Jack,  my  boy,  to  think 
that  only  yesterday  we  were  talking  of  becoming 
clerks,  and  you  saying  that  no  man  knew  what  was 
awaiting  him,  too!  By  Jove,  Jack,  it  would  make 
a  good  story !" 

By  this  time  we  had  firmly  fixed  the  perpendicular 
stick  in  between  two  large  stones,  and  Tom  bent  down 
and  peered  along  the  horizontal  one.  For  fully  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  he  was  alternately  raising  and  de- 
pressing it,  until  at  last,  with  a  sigh  of  satisfaction, 
he  fixed  the  prop  into  the  angle,  and  stood  up.  "Look 
along,  Jack,"  he  said.  "You  have  as  straight  an  eye 
to  take  a  sight  as  any  man  I  know  of." 

I  looked  along.  There  beyond  the  further  sight 
was  the  ruddy,  scintillating  speck,  apparently  at  the 
end  of  the  stick  itself,  so  accurately  had  it  been  ad- 
justed. 

"And  now,  my  boy,"  said  Tom,  "let's  have  some 
supper  and  a  sleep.  There's  nothing  more  to  be  done 
to-night;  but  we'll  need  all  our  wits  and  strength 
to-morrow.  Get  some  sticks  and  kindle  a  fire  here, 
and  then  we'll  be  able  to  keep  an  eye  on  our  signal- 
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post,  and  see  that  nothing  happens  to  it  during  the 
night" 

Well,  sir,  we  kindled  a  fire,  and  had  supper  with 
the  Sasassa  demon's  eye  rolling  and  glowing  in  front 
of  us  the  whole  night  through.  Not  always  in  the 
same  place  though ;  for  after  supper,  when  I  glanced 
along  the  sights  to  have  another  look  at  it,  it  was  no- 
where to  be  seen.  The  information  did  not,  however, 
disturb  Tom  in  any  way.  He  merely  remarked :  "It's 
the  moon,  not  the  thing,  that  has  shifted,"  and  coiling 
himself  up,  went  to  sleep. 

By  early  dawn  we  were  both  up  and  gazing  along 
our  pointer  at  the  cliff ;  but  we  could  make  out  noth- 
ing save  the  one  dead,  monotonous,  slaty  surface, 
rougher  perhaps  at  the  parts  we  were  examining  than 
elsewhere,  but  otherwise  presenting  nothing  remark- 
able. 

"Now  for  your  idea,  Jack!"  said  Tom  Donahue, 
unwinding  a  long  thin  cord  from  round  his  waist. 
"You  fasten  it,  and  guide  me  while  I  take  the  other 
end."  So  saying,  he  walked  off  to  the  base  of  the 
cliff,  holding  one  end  of  the  cord,  while  I  drew  the 
other  taut,  and  wound  it  round  the  middle  of  the 
horizontal  stick,  passing  it  through  the  sight  at  the 
end.  By  this  means  I  could  direct  Tom  to  the  right 
or  left,  until  we  had  our  string  stretching  from  the 
point  of  attachment,  through  the  sight,  and  on  to  the 
rock,  which  it  struck  about  eight  feet  from  the 
ground.  Tom  drew  a  chalk  circle  about  three  feet 
in  diameter  round  the  spot,  and  then  called  to  me  to 
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come  and  join  him.  "We've  managed  this  business 
together,  Jack,"  he  said,  "and  we'll  find  what  we  are 
to  find  together."  The  circle  he  had  drawn  embraced 
a  part  of  the  rock  smoother  than  the  rest,  save  that 
about  the  centre  there  were  a  few  rough  protuberances 
or  knobs.  One  of  these  Tom  pointed  to  with  a  cry 
of  delight.  It  was  a  roughish,  brownish  mass  about 
the  size  of  a  man's  closed  fist,  and  looking  like  a  bit 
of  dirty  glass  let  into  the  wall  of  the  cliff.  "That's 
it!"  he  cried— "that's  it!" 

"That's  what?" 

"Why,  man,  a  diamond,  and  such  a  one  as  there 
isn't  a  monarch  in  Europe  but  would  envy  Tom  Dona- 
hue the  possession  of.  Up  with  your  crowbar,  and 
we'll  soon  exorcise  the  demon  of  Sasassa  Valley !" 

I  was  so  astounded  that  for  a  moment  I  stood, 
speechless  with  surprise,  gazing  at  the  treasure  which 
had  so  unexpectedly  fallen  into  our  hands. 

"Here,  hand  me  the  crowbar,"  said  Tom.  "Now, 
by  using  this  little  round  knob  which  projects  from 
the  cliff  here  as  a  fulcrum,  we  may  be  able  to  lever 
it  off.  Yes,  there  it  goes.  I  never  thought  it  could 
have  come  so  easily.  Now,  Jack,  the  sooner  we  get 
back  to  our  hut  and  then  down  to  Cape  Town,  the 
.better." 

We  wrapped  up  our  treasure,  and  made  our  way 
across  the  hills  toward  home.  On  the  way,  Tom  told 
me  how,  while  a  law  student  in  the  Middle  Temple, 
he  had  come  upon  a  dusty  pamphlet  in  the  library, 
by  one  Jans  van  Hounym,  which  told  of  an  experi- 
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ence  very  similar  to  ours,  which  had  befallen  that 
worthy  Dutchman  in  the  latter  part  of  the  seven- 
teenth century,  and  which  resulted  in  the  discovery 
of  a  luminous  diamond.  This  tale  it  was  which  had 
come  into  Tom's  head  as  he  listened  to  honest  Dick 
Wharton's  ghost  story,  while  the  means  which  he 
had  adopted  to  verify  his  supposition  sprang  from 
his  own  fertile  Irish  brain. 

"We'll  take  it  down  to  Cape  Town,"  continued 
Tom,  "and  if  we  can't  dispose  of  it  with  advantage 
there,  it  will  be  worth  our  while  to  ship  for  London 
with  it  Let  us  go  along  to  Madison's  first,  though ; 
he  knows  something  of  these  things,  and  can  perhaps 
give  us  some  idea  of  what  we  may  consider  a  fair 
price  for  our  treasure." 

We  turned  off  from  the  track  accordingly,  before 
reaching  our  hut,  and  kept  along  the  narrow  path 
leading  to  Madison's  farm.  He  was  at  lunch  when 
we  entered,  and  in  a  minute  we  were  seated  at  each 
side  of  him,  enjoying  South  African  hospitality. 

"Well,"  he  said,  after  the  servants  were  gone, 
"what's  in  the  wind  now?  I  see  you  have  some- 
thing to  say  to  me.  What  is  it  ?" 

Tom  produced  his  packet,  and  solemnly  untied  the 
handkerchiefs  which  enveloped  it.  "There !"  he  said, 
putting  his  crystal  on  the  table ;  "what  would  you 
say  was  a  fair  price  for  that?" 

Madison  took  it  up  and  examined  it  critically. 
"Well,"  he  said,  laying  it  down  again,  "in  its  crude 
state  about  twelve  shillings  per  ton." 


THE  MYSTERY  OF  SASASSA   VALLEY.          181 

"Twelve  shillings !"  cried  Tom,  starting  to  his 
feet.  "Don't  you  see  what  it  is  ?" 

"Kock-salt!" 

"Rock-salt  be  d d!     A  diamond!" 

"Taste  it!"  said  Madison. 

Tom  put  it  to  his  lips,  dashed  it  down  with  a 
dreadful  exclamation,  and  rushed  out  of  the  room. 

I  felt  sad  and  disappointed  enough  myself;  but 
presently,  remembering  what  Tom  had  said  about 
the  pistol,  I,  too,  left  the  house,  and  made  for  the 
hut,  leaving  Madison  open-mouthed  with  astonish- 
ment When  I  got  in,  I  found  Tom  lying  in  his 
bunk  with  his  face  to  the  wall,  too  dispirited  ap- 
parently to  answer  my  consolations.  Anathematizing 
Dick  and  Madison,  the  Sasassa  demon,  and  every 
thing  else,  I  strolled  out  of  the  hut,  and  refreshed 
myself  with  a  pipe  after  our  wearisome  adventure. 
I  was  about  fifty  yards  from  the  hut,  when  I  heard 
issuing  from  it  the  sound  which  of  all  others  I  least 
expected  to  hear.  Had  it  been  a  groan  or  an  oath, 
I  should  have  taken  it  as  a  matter  of  course ;  but  the 
sound  which  caused  me  to  stop  and  take  the  pipe  out 
of  my  mouth  was  a  hearty  roar  of  laughter!  Next 
moment,  Tom  himself  emerged  from  the  door,  his 
whole  face  radiant  with  delight.  "Game  for  an- 
other ten-mile  walk,  old  fellow?" 

"What!  for  another  lump  of  rock-salt,  at  twelve 
shillings  a  ton  ?" 

"No  more  of  that,  Hal,  as  you  love  me,"  grinned 
Tom.  "Now,  look  here,  Jack!  What  blessed  fools 
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we  are  to  be  so  floored  by  a  trifle!  Just  sit  on  this 
stump  for  five  minutes,  and  I'll  make  it  as  clear  as 
daylight.  You've  seen  many  a  lump  of  rock-salt 
stuck  in  a  crag,  and  so  have  I,  though  we  did  make 
such  a  mull  of  this  one.  Now,  Jack,  did  any  of 
the  pieces  you  have  ever  seen  shine  in  the  darkness 
brighter  than  any  fire-fly?" 

"Well,  I  can't  say  they  ever  did." 

"I'd  venture  to  prophesy  that  if  we  waited  until 
night,  which  won't  do,  we  would  see  that  light  still 
glimmering  among  the  rocks.  Therefore,  Jack,  when 
we  took  away  this  worthless  salt,  we  took  the  wrong 
crystal.  It  is  no  very  strange  thing  in  these  hills 
that  a  piece  of  rock-salt  should  be  lying  within  a  foot 
of  a  diamond.  It  caught  our  eyes,  and  we  were  ex- 
cited, and  so  we  made  fools  of  ourselves,  and  left  the 
real  stone  behind.  Depend  upon  it,  Jack,  the  Sasassa 
gem  is  lying  within  that  magic  circle  of  chalk  upon 
the  face  of  yonder  cliff.  Come,  old  fellow,  light  your 
pipe  and  stow  your  revolver,  and  we'll  be  off  before 
that  fellow  Madison  has  time  to  put  two  and  two 
together." 

I  don't  know  that'  I  was  very  sanguine  this  time. 
I  had  begun  in  fact  to  look  upon  the  diamond  as  a 
most  unmitigated  nuisance.  However,  rather  than 
throw  a  damper  on  Tom's  expectations,  I  announced 
myself  eager  to  start.  What  a  walk  it  was!  Tom 
was  always  a  good  mountaineer,  but  his  excitement 
seemed  to  lend  hhn  wings  that  day,  while  I  scrambled 
along  after  him  as  best  I  could.  When  we  got  within 
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half  a  mile  he  broke  into  the  "double,"  and  never 
pulled  up  until  he  reached  the  round  white  circle 
upon  the  cliff.  Poor  old  Tom !  When  I  came  up  his 
mood  had  changed,  and  he  was  standing  with  his 
hands  in  his  pockets,  gazing  vacantly  before  him 
with  a  rueful  countenance. 

"Look!"  he  said — "look!"  and  he  pointed  at  the 
cliff.  Not  a  sign  of  anything  in  the  least  resembling 
a  diamond  there.  The  circle  included  nothing  but 
flat,  slate-colored  stone,  with  one  large  hole,  where 
we  had  extracted  the  rock-salt,  and  one  or  two  smaller 
depressions.  No  sign  of  the  gem. 

"I've  been  over  every  inch  of  it,"  said  poor  Tom. 
"It's  not  there.  Some  one  has  been  here  and  noticed 
the  chalk,  and  taken  it.  Come  home,  Jack;  I  feel 
sick  and  tired.  Oh!  had  any  man  ever  luck  like 
mine  I" 

I  turned  to  go,  but  took  one'  last  look  at  the  cliff 
first.  Tom  *was  already  ten  paces  off. 

"Halloo!"  I  cried,  "don't  you  see  any  change  in 
that  circle  since  yesterday?" 

"What  d'ye  mean  ?"  said  Tom. 

"Don't  you  miss  a  thing  that  was  there  before?" 

"The  rock-salt?"  said  Tom. 

"No ;  but  the  little  round  knob  that  we  used  for  a 
fulcrum.  I  suppose  we  must  have  wrenched  it  off 
in  using  the  lever.  Let's  have  a  look  at  what  it's 
made  of." 

Accordingly,  at  the  foot  of  the  cliff  we  searched 
about  among  the  loose  stones. 
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"Here  you  are,  Jack!  We've  done  it  at  last! 
We're  made  men !" 

I  turned  round,  and  there  was  Tom,  radiant  with 
delight,  and  with  a  little  corner  of  black  rock  in  his 
hand.  At  first  sight  it  seemed  to  be  merely  a  chip 
from  the  cliff;  but  near  the  base  there  was  project- 
ing from  it  an  object  which  Tom  was  now  exultingly 
pointing  out.  It  looked  at  first  something  like  a  glass 
eye,  but  there  was  a  depth  and  brilliancy  about  it 
such  as  glass  never  exhibited.  There  was  no  mistake 
this  time ;  we  had  certainly  got  possession  of  a  jewel 
of  great  value ;  and  with  light  hearts  we  turned  from 
the  valley,  bearing  away  with  us  the  "fiend"  which 
had  so  long  reigned  there. 

There,  sir;  I've  spun  my  story  out  too  long,  and 
tired  you  perhaps.  You  see,  when  I  get  talking  of 
those  rough  old  days,  I  kind  of  see  the  little  cabin 
again,  and  the  brook  beside  it,  and  the  bush  around, 
and  seem  to  hear  Tom's  honest  voice  once  more. 
There's  little  for  me  to  say  now.  We  prospered  on 
the  gem.  Tom  Donahue,  as  you  know,  has  set  up 
here,  and  is  well-known  about  town.  I  have  done 
well,  farming  and  ostrich-raising  in  Africa.  We 
set  old  Dick  Wharton  up  in  business,  and  he  is  one 
of  our  nearest  neighbors.  If  you  should  ever  be 
coming  up  our  way,  sir,  you'll  not  forget  to  ask  for 
Jack  Turnbull — Jack  Turnbull  of  Sasassa  Farm. 
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"!T  air  strange,  it  air,"  he  was  saying  as  I  opened 
the  door  of  the  room  where  our  social  little  semi- 
literary  society  met;  "but  I  could  tell  you  queerer 
things  than  that  'ere — almighty  queer  things.  You 
can't  learn  everything  out  of  books,  sirs,  nohow.  You 
see,  it  ain't  the  men  as  can  string  English  together, 
and  as  has  had  good  eddications,  as  finds  themselves 
in  the  queer  places  I've  been  in.  They're  mostly 
rough  men,  sirs,  as  can  scarce  speak  aright,  far  less 
tell  with  pen  and  ink  the  things  they've  seen ;  but  if 
they  could  they'd  make  some  of  you  Europeans  har 
riz  with  astonishment.  They  would,  sirs,  you  bet!" 

His  name  was  Jefferson  Adams,  I  believe ;  I  know 
his  initials  were  J.  A.,  for  you  may  see  them  yet 
deeply  whittled  on  the  right-hand  upper  panel  of  our 
smoking-room  door.  He  left  us  this  legacy,  and  also 
some  artistic  patterns  done  in  tobacco  juice  upon  our 
Turkey  carpet;  but  beyond  these  reminiscences  our 
American  story-teller  has  vanished  from  our  ken.  He 
gleamed  across  our  ordinary  quiet  conviviality  like 
some  brilliant  meteor,  and  then  was  lost  in  the  outer 
darkness.  That  night,  however,  our  Nevada  friend 
was  in  full  swing ;  and  I  quietly  lighted  my  pipe  and 
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dropped  into  the  nearest  chair,  anxious  not  to  inter- 
rupt his  story. 

"Mind  you,"  he  continued,  "I  haven't  got  no  grudge 
against  your  men  of  science.  I  likes  and  respects  a 
chap  as  can  match  every  beast  and  plant,  from  a 
huckleberry  to  a  grizzly,  with  a  jaw-breakin'  name; 
but  if  you  wants  real  interestin'  facts,  something  a 
bit  juicy,  you  go  to  your  whalers  and  your  frontiers- 
men, and  your  scouts  and  Hudson  Bay  men,  chaps 
who  mostly  can  scarce  sign  their  names." 

There  was  a  pause  here,  as  Mr.  Jefferson  Adams 
produced  a  long  cheroot  and  lighted  it.  We  preserved 
a  strict  silence  in  the  room,  for  we  had  already  learned 
that  on  the  slightest  interruption  our  Yankee  drew 
himself  into  his  shell  again.  He  glanced  round  with 
a  self-satisfied  smile  as  he  remarked  our  expectant 
looks,  and  continued  through  a  halo  of  smoke: 

"Now,  which  of  you  gentlemen  has  ever  been  in 
Arizona?  None,  I'll  warrant.  And  of  all  English 
or  Americans  as  can  put  pen  to  paper,  how  many  has 
been  in  Arizona?  Precious  few,  I  calc'late.  I've 
been  there,  sirs,  lived  there  for  years;  and  when  I 
think  of  what  I've  seen  there,  why,  I  can  scarce  get 
myself  to  believe  it  now. 

"Ah,  there's  a  country!  I  was  one  of  Walker's 
filibusters,  as  they  chose  to  call  us;  and  after  we'd 
busted  up,  and  the  chief  was  shot,  some  on  us  made 
tracks  and  located  down  there.  A  reg'lar  English 
and  American  colony,  we  was,  with  our  wives  and 
children,  and  all  complete.  I  reckon  there's  tome  of 
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the  old  folk  there  yet,  and  that  they  hain't  forgotten 
what  I'm  a-going  to  tell  you.  No,  I  warrant  they 
hain't,  never  on  this  side  of  the  grave,  sirs. 

"I  was  talking  about  the  country,  though;  and  I 
guess  I  could  astonish  you  considerable  if  I  spoke  of 
nothing  else.  To  think  of  such  a  land  being  built  for 
a  few  'Greasers'  and  half-breeds !  It's  a  misusing  of 
the  gifts  of  Providence,  that's  what  I  calls  it.  Grass 
as  hung  over  a  chap's  head  as  he  rode  through  it,  and 
trees  so  thick  that  you  couldn't  catch  a  glimpse  of  blue 
sky  for  leagues  and  leagues,  and  orchids  like  umbrel- 
las! Maybe  some  on  you  has  seen  a  plant  as  they 
calls  the  'fly-catcher'  in  some  parts  of  the  States  ?" 

"Dianraa  muscipula,"  murmured  Dawson,  our  sci- 
entific man  par  excellence. 

"Ah,  'Die  near  a  municipal,'  that's  him!  You'll 
see  a  fly  stand  on  that  'ere  plant,  and  then  you'll  see 
the  two  sides  of  a  leaf  snap  up  together  and  catch  it 
between  them,  and  grind  it  up  and  mash  it  to  bits,  for 
all  the  world  like  some  great  sea  squid  with  its  beak ; 
and  hours  after,  if  you  open  the  leaf,  you'll  see  the 
body  lying  half-digested,  and  in  bits.  Well,  I've  seen 
those  fly-traps  in  Arizona  with  leaves  eight  and  ten 
feet  long,  and  thorns  or  teeth  a  foot  or  more;  why, 
they  could —  But  darn  it,  I'm  going  too  fast ! 

"It's  about  the  death  of  Joe  Hawkins  I  was  going 
to  tell  you ;  'bout  as  queer  a  thing,  I  reckon,  as  ever 
you  heard  tell  on.  There  wasn't  nobody  in  Arizona 
as  didn't  know  of  Joe  Hawkins — 'Alabama'  Joe,  as 
he  was  called  there.  A  reg'lar  out  and  outer,  he  was, 
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'bout  the  darndest  skunk  as  ever  man  clapt  eyes  on. 
He  was  a  good  chap  enough,  mind  ye,  as  long  as 
you  stroked  him  the  right  way;  but  rile  him  any- 
how, and  he  were  worse  nor  a  wildcat.  I've  seen  him 
empty  his  six-shooter  into  a  crowd  as  chanced  to 
jostle  him  a-going  into  Simpson's  bar  when  there 
was  a  dance  on;  and  he  bowied  Tom  Hooper  'cause 
he  spilt  his  liquor  over  his  weskit  by  mistake.  No, 
he  didn't  stick  at  murder,  Joe  didn't ;  and  he  weren't 
a  man  to  be  trusted  further  nor  you  could  see  him. 

"Now,  at  the  time  I  tell  on,  when  Joe  Hawkins 
was  swaggerin'  about  the  town  and  layin'  down  the 
law  with  his  shootin'-irons,  there  was  an  Englishman 
there  of  the  name  of  Scott — Tom  Scott,  if  I  rec'lects 
aright.  This  chap  Scott  was  a  thorough  Britisher 
(beggin'  the  present  company's  pardon),  and  yet  he 
didn't  freeze  much  to  the  British  set  there,  or  they 
didn't  freeze  much  to  him.  He  was  a  quiet,  simple 
man,  Scott  was — rather  too  quiet  for  a  rough  set 
like  that;  sneakin',  they  called  him,  but  he  weren't 
that.  He  kept  hisself  mostly  apart,  and  didn't  in- 
terfere with  nobody  so  long  as  he  were  left  alone. 
Some  said  as  how  he'd  been  kinder  ill-treated  at 
home — been  a  Chartist,  or  something  of  that  sort, 
and  had  to  up  stick  and  run ;  but  he  never  spoke  of 
it  hisself,  an'  never  complained.  Bad  luck  or  good, 
that  chap  kept  a  stiff  lip  on  him. 

"This  chap  Scott  was  a  sort  o'  butt  among  the  men 
about  Arizona,  for  he  was  so  quiet  an'  simple-like. 
There  was  no  party  either  to  take  up  his  grievances ; 


THE   AMERICAN'S  TALE.  189 

for,  as  I've  been  saying,  the  Britishers  hardly  counted 
him  one  of  them,  and  many  a  rough  joke  they  played 
on  him.  He  never  cut  up  rough,  but  was  polite  to  all 
hisself.  I  think  the  boys  got  to  think  he  hadn't 
much  grit  in  him  till  he  showed  'em  their  mistake. 
"It  was  in  Simpson's  bar  as  the  row  got  up,  an' 
that  led  to  the  queer  thing  I  was  going  to  tell  you 
of.  Alabama  Joe  and  one  or  two  other  rowdies  were 
dead  on  the  Britishers  in  those  days,  and  they  spoke 
their  opinions  pretty  free,  though  I  warned  them  as 
there'd  be  an  almighty  muss.  That  partic'lar  night 
Joe  was  nigh  half  drunk,  an*  he  swaggered  about 
the  town  with  his  six-shooter,  lookin'  out  for  a  quar- 
rel. Then  he  turned  into  the  bar,  where  he  know'd 
he'd  find  some  o'  the  English  as  ready  for  one  as  he 
was  hisself.  Sure  enough,  there  was  half  a  dozen 
lounging  about,  an'  Tom  Scott  standin'  alone  before 
the  stove.  Joe  sat  down  by  the  table,  and  put  his 
revolver  and  bowie  down  in  front  of  him.  'Them's 
my  arguments,  Jeff,'  he  says  to  me,  'if  any  white- 
livered  Britisher  dares  give  me  the  lie.'  I  tried  to 
stop  him,  sirs;  but  he  weren't  a  man  as  you  could 
easily  turn,  an'  he  began  to  speak  in  a  way  as  no 
chap  could  stand.  Why,  even  a  'Greaser'  would  flare 
up  if  you  said  as  much  of  Greaserland !  There  was 
a  commotion  at  the  bar,  an'  every  man  laid  his  hands 
on  his  wepins ;  but  before  they  could  draw,  we  heard 
a  quiet  voice  from  the  stove :  'Say  your  prayers,  Joe 
Hawkins ;  for,  by  Heaven,  you're  a  dead  man !'  Joe 
turned  round,  and  looked  like  grabbin'  at  his  iron; 
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but  it  weren't  no  manner  of  use.  Tom  Scott  was 
standing  up,  covering  him  with  his  derringer,  a  smile 
on  his  white  face,  but  the  very  devil  shining  in  his 
eve.  'It  ain't  that  the  old  country  has  used  me  over- 
well,'  he  says,  'but  no  man  shall  speak  agin  it  afore 
me,  and  live.'  For  a  second  or  two  I  could  see  his 
finger  tighten  round  the  trigger,  an'  then  he  gave  a 
laugh,  an'  threw  the  pistol  on  the  floor.  *!N"o/  he 
says,  'I  can't  shoot  a  half-drunk  man.  Take  your 
dirty  life,  Joe,  an'  use  it  better  nor  you  have  done. 
You've  been  nearer  the  grave  this  night  than  you 
will  be  ag'in  until  your  time  comes.  You'd  best 
make  tracks  now,  I  guess.  Nay,  never  look  back  at 
me,  man;  I'm  not  afeard  at  your  shootin'-iron.  A 
bully's  nigh  always  a  coward.'  And  he  swung  con- 
temptuously round,  and  relighted  his  half-smoked 
pipe  from  the  stove,  while  Alabama  slunk  out  o' 
the  bar,  with  the  laughs  of  the  Britishers  ringing 
in  his  ears.  I  saw  his  face  as  he  passed  me,  and 
on  it  I  saw  murder,  sirs — murder,  as  plain  as  ever 
I  seed  anything  in  my  life. 

"I  stayed  in  the  bar  after  the  row,  and  watched 
Tom  Scott  as  he  shook  hands  with  the  men  about. 
It  seemed  kinder  queer  to  me  to  see  him  smilin'  and 
cheerful-like ;  for  I  knew  Joe's  bloodthirsty  mind, 
and  that  the  Englishman  had  small  chance  of  ever 
seeing  the  morning.  He  lived  in  an  out-of-the-way 
sort  of  place,  you  see,  clean  off  the  trail,  and  had  to 
pass  through  the  Flytrap  Gulch  to  get  to  it.  This 
here  gulch  was  a  marshy,  gloomy  place,  lonely  enough 
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during  the  day  even;  for  it  were  always  a  creepy 
sort  o'  thing  to  see  the  great  eight-  and  ten-foot  leaves 
snapping  up  if  aught  touched  them;  but  at  night 
there  were  never  a  soul  near.  Some  parts  of  the 
marsh,  too,  were  soft  and  deep,  and  a  body  thrown 
in  would  be  gone  by  the  morning.  I  could  see  Ala- 
bama Joe  crouchin'  under  the  leaves  of  the  great 
Flytrap  in  the  darkest  part  of  the  gulch,  with  a 
scowl  on  his  face  and  a  revolver  in  his  hand;  I 
could  see  it,  sirs,  as  plain  as  with  my  two  eyes. 

"'Bout  midnight  Simpson  shuts  up  his  bar,  so  out 
we  had  to  go.  Tom  Scott  started  off  for  his  three- 
mile  walk  at  a  slashing  pace.  I  just  dropped  him 
a  hint  as  he  passed  me,  for  I  kinder  liked  the  chap. 
'Keep  your  derringer  loose  in  your  belt,  sir/  I  says, 
'for  you  might  chance  to  need  it.9  He  looked  round 
at  me  with  his  quiet  smile,  and  then  I  lost  sight  of 
him  in  the  gloom.  I  never  thought  to  see  him  again. 
He'd  hardly  gone  afore  Simpson  comes  up  to  me  and 
says:  'There'll  be  a  nice  job  in  the  Flytrap  Gulch 
to-night,  Jeff;  the  boys  say  that  Hawkins  started 
half  an  hour  ago  to  wait  for  Scott  and  shoot  him 
on  sight.  I  calc'late  the  coroner'll  be  wanted  to- 
morrow.' 

"What  passed  in  the  gulch  that  night?  It  were 
a  question  as  were  asked  pretty  free  next  morning. 
A  half-breed  was  in  Ferguson's  store  after  daybreak, 
and  he  said  as  he'd  chanced  to  be  near  the  gulch  'bout 
one  in  the  morning.  It  warn't  easy  to  get  at  his 
story,  he  seemed  so  uncommon  scared;  but  he  told 
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us,  at  last,  as  he'd  heard  the  fearfulest  screams  in 
the  stillness  of  the  night.  There  weren't  no  shots,  he 
said,  but  scream  after  scream,  kinder  muffled,  like  a 
man  with  a  serape  over  his  head,  an'  in  mortal  pain. 
Abner  Brandon,  and  me,  and  a  few  more  was  in  the 
store  at  the  time;  so  we  mounted  and  rode  out  to 
Scott's  house,  passing  through  the  gulch  on  the  way. 
There  weren'  nothing  partic'lar  to  be  seen  there — no 
blood  nor  marks  of  a  fight,  nor  nothing;  and  when 
we  gets  up  to  Scott's  house  out  he  comes  to  meet  us 
as  fresh  as  a  lark.  'Halloo,  Jeff!'  says  he,  'no  need 
for  the  pistols  after  all.  Come  in  an*  have  a  cocktail, 
boys.'  'Did  ye  see  or  hear  nothing  as  ye  came  home 
last  night?'  says  I.  'No,'  says  he;  'all  was  quiet 
enough.  An  owl  kinder  moaning  in  the  Flytrap 
Gulch — that  was  all.  Come,  jump  off  and  have  a 
glass.'  'Thank  ye,'  says  Abner.  So  off  we  gets,  and 
Tom  Scott  rode  into  the  settlement  with  us  when  we 
went  back. 

"An  all-fired  commotion  was  on  in  Main  Street  as 
we  rode  into  it.  The  'Merican  party  seemed  to  have 
gone  clean  crazed.  Alabama  Joe  was  gone,  not  a 
darned  particle  of  him  left.  Since  he  went  out  to 
the  gulch  nary  eye  had  seen  him.  As  we  got  off  our 
horses  there  was  a  considerable  crowd  in  front  of 
Simpson's,  and  some  ugly  looks  at  Tom  Scott,  I  can 
tell  you.  There  was  a  clickin*  of  pistols,  and  I  saw  as 
Scott  had  his  hand  in  his  bosom,  too.  There  weren't 
a  single  English  face  about.  'Stand  aside,  Jeff 
Adams/  says  Zebb  Humphrey,  as  great  a  scoundrel 
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as  ever  lived ;  'you  hain't  got  no  hand  in  this  game. 
Say,  boys,  are  we,  free  Americans,  to  be  murdered 
by  any  darned  Britisher  V  It  was  the  quickest  thing 
as  ever  I  seed.  There  was  a  rush  an'  a  crack;  Zebb 
was  down,  with  Scott's  ball  in  his  thigh,  and  Scott 
hisself  was  on  the  ground  with  a  dozen  men  holding 
him.  It  weren't  no  use  struggling,  so  he  lay  quiet. 
They  seemed  a  bit  uncertain  what  to  do  with  him 
at  first,  but  then  one  of  Alabama's  special  chums 
put  them  up  to  it  *  Joe's  gone,'  he  said;  'nothing 
ain't  surer  nor  that,  an'  there  lies  the  man  as  killed 
him.  Some  on  you  knows  as  Joe  went  on  business 
to  the  gulch  last  night;  he  never  came  back.  That 
'ere  Britisher  passed  through  after  he'd  gone;  they'd 
had  a  row,  screams  is  heard  'mong  the  great  flytraps. 
I  say  ag'in,  he  has  played  poor  Joe  some  o'  his 
sneakin'  tricks,  an'  thrown  him  into  the  swamp. 
It  ain't  no  wonder  as  the  body  is  gone.  But  air 
we  to  stan'  by  and  see  English  murderin'  our  own 
chums?  I  guess  not.  Let  Judge  Lynch  try  him, 
that's  what  I  say.'  'Lynch  him !'  shouted  a  hundred 
angry  voices — for  all  the  rag-tag  an'  bobtail  o'  the 
settlement  was  round  us  by  this  time.  'Here,  boys, 
fetch  a  rope,  and  swing  him  up.  Up  with  him  over 
Simpson's  door!'  'See  here,  though,'  says  another, 
coming  forward ;  'let's  hang  him  by  the  great  flytrap 
in  the  gulch.  Let  Joe  see  as  he's  revenged,  if  so  be 
as  he's  buried  'bout  theer.'  There  was  a  shout  for 
this,  an*  away  they  went,  with  Scott  tied  on  his  mus- 
tang in  the  middle,  and  a  mounted  guard,  with  cocked 
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revolvers,  round  him;  for  we  knew  as  there  was  a 
score  or  so  Britishers  about,  as  didn't  seem  to  recog- 
nize Judge  Lynch,  and  was  dead  on  a  free  fight. 

"I  went  out  with  them,  my  heart  bleedin'  for  Scott, 
though  he  didn't  seem  a  cent  put  out,  he  didn't.  He 
were  game  to  the  backbone.  Seems  kinder  queer,  sirs, 
hangin'  a  man  to  a  flytrap ;  but  our'n  were  a  reg'lar 
tree,  and  the  leaves  like  a  brace  of  boats  with  a  hinge 
between  'em  and  thorns  at  the  bottom. 

"We  passed  down  the  gulch  to  the  place  where  the 
great  one  grows,  and  there  we  seed  it  with  the  leaves, 
some  open,  some  shut.  But  we  seed  something  worse 
nor  that.  Standin'  round  the  tree  was  some  thirty 
men,  Britishers  all,  an'  armed  to  the  teeth.  They  was 
waitin'  for  us,  evidently,  an'  had  a  business-like  look 
about  'em  as  if  they'd  come  for  something  and  meant 
to  have  it.  There  was  the  raw  material  there  for 
about  as  warm  a  scrimmidge  as  ever  I  seed.  As  we 
rode  up,  a  great  red-bearded  Scotchman — Cameron 
were  his  name — stood  out  afore  the  rest,  his  revolver 
cocked  in  his  hand.  'See  here,  boys/  he  says,  'you've 
got  no  call  to  hurt  a  hair  of  that  man's  head.  You 
hain't  proved  as  Joe  is  dead  yet ;  and  if  you  had,  you 
hain't  proved  as  Scott  killed  him.  Anyhow,  it  were 
in  self-defence;  for  you  all  know  as  he  was  lying  in 
wait  for  Scott,  to  shoot  him  on  sight ;  so  I  say  ag*in, 
you  hain't  got  no  call  to  hurt  that  man;  and  what's 
more,  I've  got  thirty-six-barreled  arguments  against 
your  doin'  it.'  'It's  an  interestin'  p'int,  and  worth 
grguin'  out/  said  the  man  as  was  Alabama  Joe's  spe- 
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cial  chum.  There  was  a  clickin'  of  pistols,  and  a  looe- 
enin'  of  knives,  and  the  two  parties  began  to  draw 
up  to  one  another,  an'  it  looked  like  a  rise  in  the  mor- 
tality of  Arizona.  Scott  was  standing  behind  with  a 
pistol  at  his  ear  if  he  stirred,  lookin'  quiet  and  com- 
posed as  having  no  money  on  the  table,  when  sudden 
he  gives  a  start  an*  a  shout  as  rang  in  our  ears  like 
a  trumpet.  'Joe !'  he  cried,  *  Joe !  Look  at  him !  In 
the  flytrap !'  We  all  turned  an'  looked  where  he  was 
pointin'.  Jerusalem!  I  think  we  won't  get  that 
picter  out  of  our  minds  ag*in.  One  of  the  great  leaves 
of  the  flytrap,  that  had  been  shut  and  touchin'  the 
ground  as  it  lay,  was  slowly  rolling  back  upon  its 
hinges.  There,  lying  like  a  child  in  its  cradle,  was 
Alabama  Joe  in  the  hollow  of  the  leaf.  The  great 
thorns  had  been  slowly  driven  through  his  heart  as 
it  shut  upon  him.  We  could  see  as  he'd  tried  to  cut 
his  way  out,  for  there  was  a  slit  on  the  thick,  fleshy 
leaf,  an'  his  bowie  was  in  his  hand ;  but  it  had  smoth- 
ered him  first.  He'd  lain  down  on  it  likely  to  keep 
the  damp  off  while  he  were  a-waitin'  for  Scott,  and 
it  had  closed  on  him  as  you've  seen  your  little  hot- 
house ones  do  on  a  fly ;  an'  there  he  were  as  we  found 
him,  torn  and  crushed  into  pulp  by  the  great,  jagged 
teeth  of  the  man-eatin'  plant.  There,  sirs,  I  think 
you'll  own  as  that's  a  curious  story." 

"And  what  became  of  Scott  ?"  asked  Jack  Sinclair. 

"Why,  we  carried  him  back  on  our  shoulders,  we 
did,  to  Simpson's  bar,  and  he  stood  us  liquors  round. 
Made  a  speech,  too — a  darned  fine  speech — from  the 
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counter.  Somethin'  about  the  British  lion  an'  the 
'Merican  eagle  walkin'  arm  in  arm  forever  an'  a  day. 
And  now,  sirs,  that  yarn  was  long,  and  my  cheroot's 
out,  so  I  reckon  I'll  make  tracks  afore  it's  later ;"  and 
with  a  "Good-night !"  he  left  the  room. 

"A  most  extraordinary  narrative !"  said  Dawson. 
"Who  would  have  thought  a  Diancea  had  such  power !" 

"Deuced  rum  yarn!"  said  young  Sinclair. 

"Evidently  a  matter-of-fact,  truthful  man,"  said 
the  doctor. 

"Or  the  most  original  liar  that  ever  lived,"  said  I. 
I  wonder  which  he  was. 
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!"  I  shouted. 

"No  answer. 

"Bob!" 

A  rapid  crescendo  of  snores  ending  in  a  prolonged 
gasp. 

"Wake  up,  Bob!" 

<rWhat  the  deuce  is  the  row?"  said  a  very  sleepy 
voice. 

"It's  nearly  breakfast-time,"  I  explained. 

"Bother  breakfast-time  !"  said  the  rebellious  spirit 
in  the  bed. 

"And  here's  a  letter,  Bob,"  said  I. 

"Why  on  earth  couldn't  you  say  so  at  once  ?  Come 
here  with  it  ;"  on  which  cordial  invitation  I  marched 
into  my  brother's  room  and  perched  myself  upon  the 
side  of  his  bed. 

"Here  you  are,"  said  I.  "Indian  stamp  —  Brindisi 
postmark.  Who  is  it  from  ?" 

"Mind  your  own  business,  Stumpy,"  said  my 
brother,  as  he  pushed  back  his  curly  tangled  locks, 
and,  after  rubbing  his  eyes,  proceeded  to  break  tho 
seal.  Now,  if  there  is  one  appellation  for  which 
above  all  others  I  have  a  profound  contempt,  it  is 
this  one  of  "Stumpy."  Some  miserable  nurse,  im- 
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pressed  by  the  relative  proportions  of  my  round, 
grave  face  and  little,  mottled  legs,  had  dubbed  me 
•with  the  odious  nickname  in  the  days  of  my  child- 
hood. I  am  not  really  a  bit  more  stumpy  than  any 
other  girl  of  seventeen.  On  the  present  occasion  I 
rose  in  all  the  dignity  of  wrath,  and  was  about  to 
thump  my  brother  on  the  head  with  the  pillow  by 
way  of  remonstrance,  when  a  look  of  interest  in  his 
face  stopped  me. 

"Who  do  you  think  is  coming,  Nelly?"  he  said. 
"An  old  friend  of  yours." 

"What !  from  India  ?    Not  Jack  Hawthorne  ?" 

"Even  so,"  said  Bob.  "Jack  is  coming  back  and 
going  to  stay  with  us.  He  says  he  will  be  here  al- 
most as  soon  as  his  letter.  Now  don't  dance  about 
like  that.  You'll  knock  down  the  guns,  or  do  some 
damage.  Keep  quiet  like  a  good  girl,  and  sit  down 
here  again."  Bob  spoke  with  all  the  weight  of  the 
two-and-twenty  summers  which  had  passed  over  his 
towsy  head,  so  I  calmed  down  and  settled  into  my 
former  position. 

"Won't  it  be  jolly  ?"  I  cried.  "But,  Bob,  the  last 
time  he  was  here  he  was  a  boy,  and  now  he  is  a  man. 
He  won't  be  the  same  Jack  at  all." 

"Well,  for  that  matter,"  said  Bob,  "you  were  only 
a  girl  then — a  nasty  little  girl  with  ringlets,  while 
now — " 

"What  now?"  I  asked. 

Bob  seemed  actually  on  the  eve  of  paying  me  a  com- 
pliment. 
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"Well,  you  haven't  got  the  ringlets,  and  you  are 
ever  so  much  bigger,  you  see,  and  nastier." 

Brothers  are  a  blessing  for  one  thing.  There  is  no 
possibility  of  any  young  lady  getting  unreasonably 
conceited  if  she  be  endowed  with  them. 

I  think  they  were  all  glad  at  breakfast-time  to  hear 
of  Jack  Hawthorne's  promised  advent.  By  "all"  I 
mean  my  mother  and  Elsie  and  Bob.  Our  cousin, 
Solomon  Barker,  looked  anything  but  overjoyed  when 
I  made  the  announcement  in  breathless  triumph.  I 
never  thought  of  it  before,  but  perhaps  that  young 
man  is  getting  fond  of  Elsie,  and  is  afraid  of  a  rival ; 
otherwise  I  don't  see  why  such  a  simple  thing  should 
have  caused  him  to  push  away  his  egg,  and  declare 
that  he  had  done  famously,  in  an  aggressive  manner 
which  at  once  threw  doubt  upon  his  proposition. 
Grace  Maberly,  Elsie's  friend,  seemed  quietly  con- 
tented, as  is  her  wont. 

As  for  me,  I  was  in  a  riotous  state  of  delight.  Jack 
and  I  had  been  children  together.  He  was  like  an 
elder  brother  to  me  until  he  became  a  cadet  and  left 
us.  How  often  Bob  and  he  had  climbed  old  Brown's 
apple-trees,  while  I  stood  beneath  and  collected  the 
spoil  in  my  little  white  pinafore !  There  was  hardly 
a  scrape  or  adventure  which  I  could  remember  in 
which  Jack  did  not  figure  as  a  prominent  character. 
But  he  was  "Lieutenant"  Hawthorne  now,  had  been 
through  the  Afghan  War,  and  was,  as  Bob  said, 
"quite  the  warrior."  Whatever  would  he  look  like? 
Somehow  the  "warrior"  had  conjured  up  an  idea  of 
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Jack  in  full  armor,  with  plumes  on  his  head,  thirst- 
ing for  blood,  and  hewing  at  somebody  with  an  enor- 
mous sword.  After  doing  that  sort  of  thing  I  was 
afraid  he  would  never  descend  to  romps  and  charades 
and  the  other  stock  amusements  of  Hatherley  House. 

Cousin  Sol  was  certainly  out  of  spirits  during  the 
next  few  days.  He  could  be  hardly  persuaded  to 
make  a  fourth  at  lawn-tennis,  but  showed  an  extra- 
ordinary love  of  solitude  and  strong  tobacco.  We 
used  to  come  across  him  in  the  most  unexpected 
places,  in  the  shrubbery  and  down  by  the  river,  on 
which  occasions,  if  there  was  any  possibility  of  avoid- 
ing us,  he  would  gaze  rigidly  into  the  distance,  and 
utterly  ignore  feminine  shouts  and  the  waving  of 
parasols.  It  was  certainly  very  rude  of  him.  I  got 
hold  of  him  one  evening  before  dinner,  and  drawing 
myself  up  to  my  full  height  of  five  feet  four  and  a 
half  inches,  I  proceeded  to  give  him  a  piece  of  my 
mind,  a  process  which  Bob  characterizes  as  the  height 
of  charity,  since  it  consists  in  my  giving  away  what 
I  am  most  in  need  of  myself. 

Cousin  Sol  was  lounging  in  a  rocking-chair  with 
the  Times  before  him,  gazing  moodily  over  the  top  of 
it  into  the  fire.  I  ranged  up  alongside  and  poured  in 
my  broadside. 

"We  seem  to  have  given  you  some  offence,  Mr. 
Barker,"  I  remarked,  with  lofty  courtesy. 

<rWhat  do  you  mean,  Nell  ?"  asked  my  cousin,  look- 
ing up  at  me  in  surprise.  He  had  a  very  curious  way 
of  looking  at  me,  had  Cousin  Sol. 
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"You  appear  to  have  dropped  our  acquaintance," 
I  remarked ;  and  then  suddenly  descending  from  my 
heroics,  "You  are  stupid,  Sol !  What's  been  the  mat- 
ter with  you?" 

"Nothing,  Nell.  At  least,  nothing  of  any  conse- 
quence. You  know  my  medical  examination  is  in 
two  months,  and  I  am  reading  for  it." 

"Oh,"  said  I,  in  a  bristle  of  indignation,  "if  that's 
it,  there's  no  more  to  be  said.  Of  course,  if  you  pre- 
fer bones  to  your  female  relations,  it's  all  right. 
There  are  young  men  who  would  rather  make  them- 
selves agreeable  than  mope  in  corners  and  learn  how 
to  prod  people  with  knives."  With  which  epitome  of 
the  noble  science  of  surgery,  I  proceeded  to  straighten 
some  refractory  anti-macassars  with  unnecessary  vio- 
lence. 

I  could  see  Sol  looking  with  an  amused  smile  at  the 
angry  little  blue-eyed  figure  in  front  of  him.  "Don't 
blow  me  up,  Nell,"  he  said;  "I  have  been  plucked 
once,  you  know.  Besides,"  looking  grave,  "you'll 
have  amusement  enough  when  this — what  is  his 
name? — Lieutenant  Hawthorne  comes." 

"Jack  won't  go  and  associate  with  mummies  and 
skeletons,  at  any  rate,"  I  remarked. 

"Do  you  always  call  him  Jack  ?"  asked  the  student. 

"Of  course  I  do;  John  sounds  so  stiff." 

"Oh,  it  does,  does  it  ?"  said  my  companion,  doubt- 
fully. 

I  still  had  my  theory  about  Elsie  running  in  my 
head.  I  thought  I  might  try  and  set  the  matter  in 


202  OUR  DERBY   SWEEPSTAKES. 

a  more  cheerful  light.  Sol  had  got  up,  and  was  star- 
ing out  of  the  open  window.  I  went  over  to  him  and 
glanced  up  timidly  into  his  usually  good-humored 
face,  which  was  now  looking  very  dark  and  discon- 
tented. He  was  a  shy  man,  as  a  rule,  but  I  thought 
that  with  a  little  leading  he  might  be  brought  to  con- 
fess. 

"You're  a  jealous  old  thing,"  I  remarked. 

The  young  man  colored  and  looked  down  at  me. 

"I  know  your  secret,"  said  I,  boldly. 

"What  secret  ?"  said  he,  coloring  even  more. 

"Never  you  mind.  I  know  it.  Let  me  tell  yon 
this,"  I  added,  getting  bolder ;  "that  Jack  and  Elsie 
never  get  on  very  well.  There  is  far  more  chance  of 
Jack's  falling  in  love  with  me.  We  were  always 
friends." 

If  I  had  stuck  the  knitting-needle  which  I  held  in 
my  hand  into  Cousin  Sol,  he  could  not  have  given  a 
greater  jump.  "Good  heavens !"  he  said,  and  I  could 
see  his  dark  eyes  staring  at  me  through  the  twilight. 
"Do  you  really  think  that  it  is  your  sister  that  I  care 
for?" 

"Certainly,"  said  I,  stoutly,  with  a  feeling  that  I 
was  nailing  my  colors  to  the  mast. 

Never  did  a  single  word  produce  such  an  effect. 
Cousin  Sol  wheeled  round  with  a  .gasp  of  astonish- 
ment, and  sprang  right  out  of  the  window.  He  al- 
ways had  curious  ways  of  expressing  his  feelings,  but 
this  one  struck  me  as  being  so  entirely  original  that 
I  was  utterly  bereft  of  any  idea  save  that  of  wonder. 
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I  stood  staring  out  into  the  gathering  darkness.  Then 
there  appeared,  looking  in  at  me  from  the  lawn,  a 
very  much  abashed  and  still  rather  astonished  face. 
"It's  you  I  care  for,  Nell,"  said  the  face,  and  at  once 
vanished,  while  I  heard  the  noise  of  somebody  run- 
ning at  the  top  of  his  speed  down  the  avenue.  He 
certainly  was  a  most  extraordinary  young  man. 

Things  went  on  very  much  the  same  at  Hatherley 
House  in  spite  of  Cousin  Sol's  characteristic  declara- 
tion of  affection.  He  never  sounded  me  as  to  my 
sentiments  in  regard  to  him,  nor  did  he  allude  to 
the  matter  for  several  days.  He  evidently  thought 
that  he  had  done  all  which  was  needed  in  such  cases. 
He  used  to  discompose  me  dreadfully  at  times,  how- 
ever, by  coming  and  planting  himself  opposite  me, 
and  staring  at  me,  with  a  stony  rigidity  which  was 
absolutely  appalling. 

"Don't  do  that,  Sol,"  I  said  to  him  one  day ;  "you 
give  me  the  creeps  all  over." 

"Why  do  I  give  you  the  creeps,  Nelly?"  said  he. 
"Don't  you  like  me  ?" 

"Oh,  yes,  I  like  you  well  enough,"  said  I.  "I 
like  Lord  Nelson,  for  that  matter;  but  I  shouldn't 
like  his  monument  to  come  and  stare  at  me  by  the 
hour.  It  makes  me  feel  quite  all-overish." 

"What  on  earth  put  Lord  Nelson  into  your  head  ?" 
said  my  cousin. 

"I'm  sure  I  don't  know." 

"Do  you  like  me  the  same  way  you  like  Lord 
Nelson,  Nell?" 
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"Yes,"  I  said,  "only  more."  With  which  small 
ray  of  encouragement  poor  Sol  had  to  be  content, 
as  Elsie  and  Miss  Maberly  came  rustling  into  the 
room  and  put  an  end  to  our  tete-a-tete. 

I  certainly  did  like  my  cousin.  I  knew  what  a 
simple,  true  nature  lay  beneath  his  quiet  exterior. 
The  idea  of  having  Sol  Barker  for  a  lover,  however 
— Sol,  whose  very  name  was  synonymous  with  bash- 
fulness — was  too  incredible.  Why  couldn't  he  fall 
in  love  with  Grace  or  with  Elsie  ?  They  might  have 
known  what  to  do  with  him ;  they  were  older  than  I, 
and  could  encourage  him,  or  snub  him,  as  they 
thought  best.  Gracie,  however,  was  carrying  on  a 
mild  flirtation  with  my  brother  Bob,  and  Elsie 
seemed  utterly  unconscious  of  the  whole  matter.  I 
have  one  characteristic  recollection  of  my  cousin 
which  I  can  not  help  introducing  here,  though  it 
has  nothing-  to  do  with  the  thread  of  the  narrative. 
It  was  on  the  occasion  of  his  first  visit  to  Hatherley 
House. 

The  wife  of  the  rector  called  one  day,  and  the 
responsibility  of  entertaining  her  rested  with  Sol 
and  myself.  We  got  on  very  well  at  first.  Sol  was 
unusually  lively  and  talkative.  Unfortunately  a 
hospitable  impulse  came  upon  him,  and  in  spite  of 
many  warning  nods  and  winks,  he  asked  the  visitor 
if  he  might  offer  her  a  glass  of  wine.  Now,  as  ill- 
luck  would  have  it,  our  supply  had  just  been  finished, 
and  though  we  had  written  to  London,  a  fresh  con- 
signment had  not  yet  arrived.  I  listened  breathlessly 
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for  the  answer,  trusting  she  would  refuse,  but  to  my 
horror  she  accepted  with  alacrity.  "Never  mind  ring- 
ing, Nell,"  said  Sol,  "I'll  act  as  butler;"  and  with 
a  confident  smile  he  marched  into  the  little  cupboard 
in  which  the  decanters  were  usually  kept.  It  was  not 
until  he  was  well  in  that  he  suddenly  recollected 
having  heard  us  mention  in  the  morning  that  there 
was  none  in  the  house.  His  mental  anguish  was  so 
great  that  he  spent  the  remainder  of  Mrs.  Salter'a 
visit  in  the  cupboard,  utterly  refusing  to  come  out 
until  after  her  departure.  Had  there  been  any  pos- 
sibility of  the  wine-press  having  another  egress,  or 
leading  anywhere,  matters  would  not  have  been  so 
bad ;  but  I  knew  that  old  Mrs.  Salter  was  as  well 
up  in  the  geography  of  the  house  as  I  was  myself. 
She  stayed  for  three-quarters  of  an  hour  waiting  for 
Sol's  reappearance,  and  then  went  away  in  high 
dudgeon. 

"My  dear,"  she  said,  recounting  the  incident  to 
her  husband,  and  breaking  into  semi-scriptural  lan- 
guage in  the  violence  of  her  indignation,  "the  cup- 
board seemed  to  open  and  swallow  him !" 

"Jack  is  coming  down  by  the  two-o'clock  train," 
said  Bob  one  morning,  coming  into  breakfast  with  a 
telegram  in  his  hand. 

I  could  see  Sol  looking  at  me  reproachfully,  but 
that  did  not  prevent  me  from  showing  my  delight  at 
the  intelligence. 

"We'll  have  awful  fun  when  he  comes,"  said  Bob. 
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"We'll  drag  the  fish-pond,  and  have  no  end  of  a 
lark.  Won't  it  be  jolly,  Sol  ?" 

Sol's  opinion  of  its  jollity  was  evidently  too  great 
to  be  expressed  in  words,  for  he  gave  an  inarticulate 
grunt  as  answer. 

I  had  a  long  cogitation  on  the  subject  of  Jack  in 
the  garden  that  morning.  After  all,  I  was  becom- 
ing a  big  girl,  as  Bob  had  forcibly  reminded  me. 
I  must  be  circumspect  in  my  conduct  now.  A  real 
live  man  had  actually  looked  upon  me  with  the  eyes 
of  love.  It  was  all  very  well  when  I  was  a  child  to 
have  Jack  following  me  about  and  kissing  me;  but 
I  must  keep  him  at  a  distance  now.  I  remembered 
how  he  presented  me  with  a  dead  fish  once  which  he 
had  taken  out  of  the  Hatherley  Brook,  and  how  I 
treasured  it  up  among  my  most  precious  possessions, 
until  an  insidious  odor  in  the  house  had  caused  the 
mother  to  send  an  abusive  letter  to  Mr.  Burton,  who 
had  pronounced  our  drainage  to  be  all  that  could  be 
desired.  I  must  learn  to  be  formal  and  distant.  I 
pictured  our  meeting  to  myself,  and  went  through  a 
rehearsal  of  it.  The  holly-bush  represented  Jack, 
and  I  approached  it  solemnly,  made  it  a  stately  cour- 
tesy, and  held  out  my  hand  with,  "So  glad  to  see  you, 
Lieutenant  Hawthorne!"  Elsie  came  out  while  I 
was  doing  it,  but  made  no  remark.  I  heard  her  ask 
Sol  at  luncheon,  however,  whether  idiocy  generally 
ran  in  families,  or  was  simply  confined  to  individuals ; 
at  which  poor  Sol  blushed  furiously,  and  became  ut- 
terly incoherent  in  his  attempt  at  an  explanation. 
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Our  farm-yard  opens  upon  the  avenue  about  half- 
way between  Hatherley  House  and  the  lodge.  Sol 
and  I  and  Mr.  Nicholas  Cronin,  the  son  of  a  neigh- 
boring squire,  went  down  there  after  lunch.  This 
imposing  demonstration  was  for  the  purpose  of  quell- 
ing a  mutiny  which  had  broken  out  in  the  hen-house. 
The  earliest  tidings  of  the  rising  had  been  conveyed 
to  the  house  by  young  Bayliss,  son  and  heir  of  the 
hen-keeper,  and  my  presence  had  been  urgently  re- 
quested. Let  me  remark  in  parenthesis  that  fowls 
were  my  special  department  in  domestic  economy, 
and  that  no  step  was  ever  taken  in  their  manage- 
ment without  my  advice  and  assistance.  Old  Bay- 
liss hobbled  out  upon  our  arrival,  and  informed  us 
of  the  full  extent  of  the  disturbance.  It  seems  that 
the  crested  hen  and  the  bantam  cock  had  developed 
such  length  of  wing  that  they  were  enabled  to  fly 
over  into  the  park,  and  that  the  example  of  these 
ringleaders  had  been  so  contagious,  that  even  such 
steady  old  matrons  as  the  bandy-legged  Cochin  China 
had  developed  roving  propensities,  and  pushed  their 
way  into  forbidden  ground.  A  council  of  war  was 
held  in  the  yard,  and  it  was  unanimously  decided 
that  the  wings  of  the  recalcitrants  must  be  clipped. 

What  a  scamper  we  had!  By  "we"  I  mean  Mr. 
Cronin  and  myself,  while  Cousin  Sol  hovered  about 
in  the  background  with  the  scissors,  and  cheered  us 
on.  The  two  culprits  knew  that  they  were  wanted; 
for  they  rushed  under  the  hay-ricks  and  over  the 
coops,  until  there  seemed  to  be  at  least  half  a  dozen 
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crested  hens  and  bantam  cocks  dodging  about  in  the 
yard.  The  other  hens  were  mildly  interested  in  the 
proceedings,  and  contented  themselves  with  an  occa- 
sional derisive  cluck,  with  the  exception  of  the  fav- 
orite wife  of  the  bantam,  who  abused  us  roundly 
from  the  top  of  the  coop.  The  ducks  were  the  most 
aggravating  portion  of  the  community;  for  though 
they  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  original  disturbance, 
they  took  a  warm  interest  in  the  fugitives,  waddling 
behind  them  as  fast  as  their  little  yellow  legs  would 
carry  them,  and  getting  in  the  way  of  the  pursuers. 

"We  have  it!"  I  gasped,  as  the  crested  hen  was 
driven  into  a  corner.  "Catch  it,  Mr.  Cronin!  Oh, 
you've  missed  it !  you've  missed  it !  Get  in  the  way, 
Sol !  Oh,  dear,  it's  coming  to  me !" 

"Well  done,  Miss  Montague!"  cried  Mr.  Cronin, 
as  I  seized  the  wretched  fowl  by  the  leg  as  it  flut- 
tered past  me,  and  proceeded  to  tuck  it  under  my 
arm  to  prevent  any  possibility  of  escape.  "Let  me 
carry  it  for  you." 

"No,  no;  I  want  you  to  catch  the  cock.  There  it 
goes!  There — behind  the  hay-rick!  You  go  to  one 
side,  and  I'll  go  to  the  other." 

"It's  going  through  the  gate!"  shouted  Sol. 

"Shoo !"  cried  I.  "Shoo !  Oh,  it's  gone !"  and  we 
both  made  a  dart  into  the  park  in  pursuit,  tore  round 
the  corner  into  the  avenue,  and  there  I  found  myself 
face  to  face  with  a  sunburned  young  man  in  a  tweed 
suit,  who  was  lounging  along  in  the  direction  of  the 
house. 
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There  was  no  mistaking  those  laughing  gray  eyes, 
though  I  think  if  I  had  never  looked  at  him  some 
instinct  would  have  told  me  that  it  was  Jack.  How 
could  I  be  dignified  with  the  crested  hen  tucked  un- 
der my  arm?  I  tried  to  pull  myself  up,  but  the 
miserable  bird  seemed  to  think  that  it  had  found  a 
protector  at  last,  for  it  began  to  cluck  with  redoubled 
vehemence.  I  had  to  give  it  up  in  despair,  and  burst 
into  a  laugh,  while  Jack  did  the  same. 

"How  are  you,  Nell?"  he  said,  holding  out  his 
hand ;  and  then,  in  an  astonished  voice :  "Why,  you're 
not  a  bit  the  same  as  when  I  saw  you  last  1" 

"Well,  I  hadn't  a  hen  under  my  arm  then,"  said  I. 

"Who  would  have  thought  that  little  Nell  would 
have  developed  into  a  woman?"  said  Jack,  still  lost 
in  amazement. 

"You  didn't  expect  me  to  develop  into  a  man,  did 
you?"  said  I,  in  high  indignation;  and  then,  sud- 
denly dropping  all  reserve:  "We're  awfully  glad 
you've  come  back,  Jack.  Never  mind  going  up  to  the 
house.  Come  and  help  us  catch  that  bantam  cock." 

"Right  you  are,"  said  Jack,  in  his  old,  cheery  way, 
still  keeping  his  eyes  firmly  fixed  upon  my  counte- 
nance. "Come  on !"  and  away  the  three  of  us  scam- 
pered across  the  park,  with  poor  Sol  aiding  and 
abetting  with  the  scissors,  and  the  prisoner  in  the 
rear.  Jack  was  a  very  crumpled-looking  visitor  by 
the  time  he  paid  his  respects  to  the  mother  that  after- 
noon, and  my  dreams  of  dignity  and  reserve  were 
scattered  to  the  winds. 
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We  had  quite  a  party  at  Hatherley  House  that 
May.  There  were  Bob,  and  Sol,  and  Jack  Haw- 
thorne, and  Mr.  Nicholas  Cronin;  then  there  were 
Miss  Maberly,  and  Elsie,  and  mother,  and  myself. 
On  an  emergency  we  could  always  muster  half  a 
dozen  visitors  from  the  houses  round,  so  as  to  have 
an  audience  when  charades  or  private  theatricals 
were  attempted.  Mr.  Cronin,  an  easy-going,  athletic 
young  Oxford  man,  proved  to  be  a  great  acquisition, 
having  wonderful  powers  of  organization  and  execu- 
tion. Jack  was  not  nearly  as  lively  as  he  used  to  be ; 
in  fact,  we  unanimously  accused  him  of  being  in 
love,  at  which  he  looked  as  silly  as  young  men  usu- 
ally do  on  such  occasions,  but  did  not  attempt  to 
deny  the  soft  impeachment. 

"What  shall  we  do  to-day?"  said  Bob  one  morn- 
ing. "Can  anybody  make  a  suggestion  ?" 

"Drag  the  pond,"  said  Mr.  Cronin. 

"Haven't  men  enough,"  said  Bob;  "anything 
else?" 

"We  must  get  up  a  sweepstakes  for  the  Derby," 
remarked  Jack. 

"Oh,  there's  plenty  of  time  for  that.  It  isn't  run 
till  the  week  after  next.  Anything  else  ?" 

"Lawn-tennis,"  said  Sol,  dubiously. 

"Bother  lawn-tennis !" 

"You  might  make  a  picnic  to  Hatherley  Abbey," 
said  I. 

"Capital!"  cried  Mr.  Cronin.  "The  very  thing, 
What  do  you  think,  Bob  ?" 
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"First-class,"  said  my  brother,  grasping  eagerly  at 
the  idea.  Picnics  are  very  dear  to  those  who  are  in 
the  first  stage  of  the  tender  passion. 

"Well,  how  are  we  to  go,  Nell?"  asked  Elsie. 

"I  won't  go  at  all,"  said  I ;  "I'd  like  to  awfully, 
but  I  have  to  plant  those  ferns  Sol  got  me.  You 
had  better  walk.  It  is  only  three  miles,  and  young 
Bayliss  can  be  sent  over  with  the  basket  of  pro- 
visions." 

"You'll  come,  Jack?"  said  Bob. 

Here  was  another  impediment.  The  lieutenant 
had  twisted  his  ankle  yesterday.  He  had  not  men- 
tioned it  to  any  one  at  the  time,  but  it  was  beginning 
to  pain  him  now. 

"Couldn't  do  it,  really,"  said  Jack.  "Three  miles 
there  and  three  back !" 

"Come  on.    Don't  be  lazy,"  said  Bob. 

"My  dear  fellow,"  answered  the  lieutenant,  "I 
have  had  walking  enough  to  last  me  the  rest  of  my 
life.  If  you  had  seen  how  that  energetic  general  of 
ours  bustled  me  along  from  Cabul  to  Candahar,  you'd 
sympathize  with  me." 

"Leave  the  veteran  alone,"  said  Mr.  Cronin. 

"Pity  the  war-worn  soldier,"  remarked  Bob. 

"None  of  your  chaff,"  said  Jack.  "I'll  tell  you 
what  I'll  do,"  he  added,  brightening  up.  "You  let 
me  have  the  trap,  Bob,  and  I'll  drive  over  with  Nell 
as  soon  as  she  has  finished  planting  her  ferns.  We 
can  take  the  basket  with  us.  You'll  come,  won't 
you,  Nell?" 
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"All  right,"  said  I.  And  Bob  having  given  his 
assent  to  the  arrangement,  and  everybody  being 
pleased,  except  Mr.  Solomon  Barker,  who  glared 
with  mild  malignancy  at  the  soldier,  the  matter 
was  finally  settled,  and  the  whole  party  proceeded  to 
get  ready,  and  finally  departed  down  the  avenue. 

It  was  an  extraordinary  thing  how  that  ankle  im- 
proved after  the  last  of  the  troop  had  passed  round 
the  curve  of  the  hedge.  By  the  time  the  ferna  were 
planted  and  the  gig  got  ready  Jack  was  as  active 
and  lively  as  ever  he  was  in  his  life. 

"You  seem  to  have  got  better  very  suddenly,"  I 
remarked,  as  we  drove  down  the  narrow,  winding 
country  lane. 

"Yes,"  said  Jack.  "The  fact  is,  Nell,  there  never 
was  anything  the  matter  with  me.  I  wanted  to  have 
a  talk  with  you." 

"You  don't  mean  to  say  you  would  tell  a  lie  in 
order  to  have  a  talk  with  me  ?"  I  remonstrated. 

"Forty,"  said  Jack,  stoutly. 

I  was  too  lost  in  contemplation  of  the  depths  of 
guile  in  Jack's  nature  to  make  any  further  remark. 
I  wondered  whether  Elsie  would  be  flattered  or  indig- 
nant were  any  one  to  offer  to  tell  so  many  lies  in  her 
behalf. 

"We  used  to  be  good  friends  when  we  were  chil- 
dren, Nell,"  remarked  my  companion. 

"Yes,"  said  I,  looking  down  at  the  rug  which  was 
thrown  over  my  knees.  I  was  beginning  to  be  quite 
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an  experienced  young  lady  by  this  time,  you  see, 
and  to  understand  certain  inflections  of  the  mas- 
culine voice,  which  are  only  to  be  acquired  by  prac- 
tice. 

"You  don't  seem  to  care  for  me  now  as  much  as  you 
did  then,"  said  Jack. 

I  was  still  intensely  absorbed  in  the  leopard's  skin 
in  front  of  me. 

"Do  you  know,  Nelly,"  continued  Jack,  "that  when 
I  have  been  camping  out  in  the  frozen  passes  of  the 
Himalayas,  when  I  have  seen  the  hostile  array  in 
front  of  me,  in  fact" — suddenly  dropping  into  pathos 
— "all  the  time  I  was  in  that  beastly  hole  Afghan- 
istan, I  used  to  think  of  the  little  girl  I  had  left 
in  England  ?" 

"Indeed!"  I  murmured. 

"Yes,"  said  Jack,  "I  bore  the  memory  of  you  in 
my  heart,  and  then  when  I  came  back  you  were  a 
little  girl  no  longer.  I  found  you  a  beautiful  woman, 
Nelly,  and  I  wondered  whether  you  had  forgotten  the 
days  that  were  gone." 

Jack  was  becoming  quite  poetical  in  his  enthu- 
siasm. By  this  time  he  had  left  the  old  bay  pony 
entirely  to  its  own  devices,  and  it  was  indulging  in 
its  chronic  propensity  of  stopping  and  admiring  the 
view. 

"Look  here,  Nelly,"  said  Jack,  with  a  gasp  like  a 
man  who  is  about  to  pull  the  string  of  his  shower- 
bath,  "one  of  the  things  you  learn  in  campaigning 
is  to  secure  a  good  thing  whenever  you  see  it.  Never 
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delay  or  hesitate,  for  you  never  know  that  some  other 
fellow  may  not  carry  it  off  while  you  are  making  up 
your  mind." 

"It's  coming  now,"  I  thought,  in  despair,  "and 
there's  no  window  for  Jack  to  escape  by  after  he  has 
made  the  plunge."  I  had  gradually  got  to  associate 
the  ideas  of  love  and  jumping  out  of  windows,  ever 
since  poor  Sol's  confession. 

"Do  you  think,  Nell,"  said  Jack,  "that  you  could 
ever  care  for  me  enough  to  share  my  lot  forever  ? — 
could  you  ever  be  my  wife,  Nell  ?" 

He  didn't  even  jump  out  of  the  trap.  He  sat  there 
beside  me,  looking  at  me  with  his  eager  gray  eyes, 
while  the  pony  strolled  along,  cropping  the  wild 
flowers  on  either  side  of  the  road.  It  was  quite  evi- 
dent that  he  intended  having  an  answer.  Somehow, 
as  I  looked  down  I  seemed  to  see  a  pale,  shy  face 
looking  in  at  me  from  a  dark  background,  and  to  hear 
Sol's  voice  as  he  declared  his  love.  Poor  fellow !  He 
was  first  in  the  field  at  any  rate. 

"Could  you,  Nell  ?"  asked  Jack  once  more. 

"I  like  you  very  much,  Jack,"  said  I,  looking  up  at 
him  nervously ;  "but" — how  his  face  changed  at  that 
monosyllable ! — "I  don't  think  I  like  you  enough  for 
that.  Besides,  I'm  so  young,  you  know.  I  suppose 
I  ought  to  be  very  much  complimented,  and  that  sort 
of  thing,  by  your  offer ;  but  you  mustn't  think  of  me 
in  that  light  any  more." 

"You  refuse  me,  then  ?"  said  Jack,  turning  a  little 
white. 
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"Why  don't  you  go  and  ask  Elsie  ?"  cried  I,  in  de- 
spair. "Why  should  you  all  come  to  me  ?" 

"I  don't  want  Elsie,"  cried  Jack,  giving  the  pony 
a  cut  with  his  whip  which  rather  astonished  that  easy- 
going quadruped.  "What  do  you  mean  by  'all/ 
Nell?" 

"No  answer. 

"I  see  how  it  is,"  said  Jack,  bitterly;  "I've  no- 
ticed how  that  cousin  of  yours  has  been  hanging 
round  you  ever  since  I  have  been  here.  You  are  en- 
gaged to  him?" 

"No,  I'm  not,"  said  I. 

"Thank  God  for  that !"  responded  Jack,  devoutly. 
"There  is  some  hope  yet.  Perhaps  you  will  come  to 
think  better  of  it  in  time.  Tell  me,  Nelly,  are  you 
fond  of  that  fool  of  a  medical  student?" 

"He  isn't  a  fool,"  said  I,  indignantly,  "and  I  am 
quite  as  fond  of  him  as  I  shall  ever  be  of  you." 

"You  might  not  care  for  him  much  and  still  be 
that,"  said  Jack,  sulkily;  and  neither  of  us  spoke 
again  until  a  joint  bellow  from  Bob  and  Mr.  Cronin 
announced  the  presence  of  the  rest  of  the  company. 

If  the  picnic  was  a  success,  it  was  entirely  due  to 
the  exertions  of  the  latter  gentleman.  Three  lovers 
out  of  four  was  an  undue  proportion,  and  it  took  all 
his  convivial  powers  to  make  up  for  the  shortcomings 
of  the  rest.  Bob  seemed  entirely  absorbed  in  Miss 
Maberly's  charms,  poor  Elsie  was  left  out  in  the  cold, 
while  my  two  admirers  spent  their  time  in  glaring  al- 
ternately at  me  and  at  each  other.  Mr.  Cronin,  how- 
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ever,  fought  gallantly  against  the  depression,  making 
himself  agreeable  to  all,  and  exploring  ruins  or  draw- 
ing corks  with  equal  vehemence  and  energy. 

Cousin  Sol  was  particularly  disheartened  and  out 
of  spirits.  He  thought,  no  doubt,  that  my  solitary 
ride  with  Jack  had  been  a  prearranged  thing  between 
us.  There  was  more  sorrow  than  anger  in  his  eyes, 
however,  while  Jack,  I  regret  to  say,  was  decidedly 
ill-tempered.  It  was  this  fact  that  made  me  choose 
out  my  cousin  as  my  companion  in  the  ramble  through 
the  woods  which  succeeded  our  lunch.  Jack  had  been 
assuming  a  provoking  air  of  proprietorship  lately, 
which  I  was  determined  to  quash  once  for  all.  I  felt 
angry  with  him,  too,  for  appearing  to  consider  him- 
self ill  used  at  my  refusal,  and  for  trying  to  disparage 
poor  Sol  behind  his  back.  I  was  far  from  loving 
either  the  one  or  the  other,  but  somehow  my  girlish 
ideas  of  fair  play  revolted  at  either  of  them  taking 
what  I  considered  an  unfair  advantage.  I  felt  that 
if  Jack  had  not  come  I  should,  in  the  fulness  of  time, 
have  ended  by  accepting  my  cousin;  on  the  other 
hand,  if  it  had  not  been  for  Sol,  I  might  never  have 
refused  Jack.  At  present  I  was  too  fond  of  them 
both  to  favor  either.  "How  in  the  world  is  it  to 
end?"  thought  I.  I  must  do  something  decisive 
one  way  or  the  other;  or  perhaps  the  best  thing 
would  be  to  wait  and  see  what  the  future  might 
bring  forth. 

Sol  seemed  mildly  surprised  at  my  having  selected 
him  as  my  companion,  but  accepted  the  offer  with  a 
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grateful  smile.  His  mind  seemed  to  have  been  vastly 
relieved. 

"So  I  haven't  lost  you  yet,  Nell,"  he  murmured, 
as  we  branched  off  among  the  great  tree-trunks  and 
heard  the  voices  of  the  party  growing  fainter  in  the 
distance. 

"Nobody  can  lose  me,"  said  I,  "for  nobody  has  won 
me  yet.  For  goodness'  sake,  don't  talk  about  it  any 
more.  Why  can't  you  talk  like  your  old  self  of  two 
years  ago,  and  not  be  so  dreadfully  sentimental  ?" 

"You'll  know  why  some  day,  Nell,"  said  the  stu- 
dent, reproachfully.  "Wait  until  you  are  in  love 
yourself,  and  you  will  understand  it." 

I  gave  a  little  incredulous  sniff. 

"Sit  here,  Nell,"  said  Cousin  Sol,  manoeuvring  me 
into  a  little  bank  of  wild  strawberries  and  mosses,  and 
perching  himself  upon  a  stump  of  a  tree  beside  me. 
"Now  all  I  ask  you  to  do  is  to  answer  one  or  two 
questions,  and  I'll  never  bother  you  any  more." 

I  sat  resignedly,  with  my  hands  in  my  lap. 

"Are  you  engaged  to  Lieutenant  Hawthorne?" 

"No!"  said  I,  energetically. 

"Are  you  fonder  of  him  than  of  me  ?" 

"No,  I'm  not." 

Sol's  thermometer  of  happiness  up  to  a  hundred  in 
the  shade  at  least. 

"Are  you  fonder  of  me  than  of  him,  Nelly  ?"  in  a 
very  tender  voice. 

"No." 

Thermometer  down  below  zero  again. 

10    VOL  2 


218  OUR  DERBY  SWEEPSTAKES. 

"Do  you  mean  to  say  that  we  are  exactly  equal  in 
your  eyes  ?" 

"Yes." 

"But  you  must  choose  between  us  some  time,  you 
know,"  said  Cousin  Sol,  with  mild  reproach  in  his 
voice. 

"I  do  wish  you  wouldn't  bother  me  so!"  I  cried, 
getting  angry,  as  women  usually  do  when  they  are  in 
the  wrong.  "You  don't  care  for  me  much  or  you 
wouldn't  plague  me.  I  believe  the  two  of  you  will 
drive  me  mad  between  you." 

Here  there  were  symptoms  of  sobs  on  my  part,  and 
utter  consternation  and  defeat  among  the  Barker 
faction. 

"Can't  you  see  how  it  is,  Sol?"  said  I,  laughing 
through  my  tears  at  his  woe-begone  appearance. 
"Suppose  you  were  brought  up  with  two  girls  and 
had  got  to  like  them  both  very  much,  but  had  never 
preferred  one  to  the  other,  and  never  dreamed  of 
marrying  either,  and  then  all  of  a  sudden  you  are 
told  you  must  choose  one,  and  so  make  the  other  very 
unhappy,  you  wouldn't  find  it  an  easy  thing  to  do, 
would  you?" 

"I  suppose  not,"  said  the  student. 

"Then  you  can't  blame  me." 

"I  donV blame  you,  Nelly,"  he  answered,  attacking 
a  great  purple  toadstool  with  his  stick.  "I  think  you 
are  quite  right  to  be  sure  of  your  own  mind.  It  seems 
to  me,"  he  continued,  speaking  rather  gaspily,  but 
saying  his  mind  like  the  true  English  gentleman  that 
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he  was,  "it  seems  to  me  that  Hawthorne  is  an  excel- 
lent fellow.  He  has  seen  more  of  the  world  than  I 
have,  and  always  does  and  says  the  right  thing  in  the 
right  place,  which  certainly  isn't  one  of  my  charac- 
teristics. Then  he  is  well  born  and  has  good  pros- 
pects. I  think  I  should  be  very  grateful  to  you  for 
your  hesitation,  Nell,  and  look  upon  it  as  a  sign  of 
your  good-heartedness." 

"We  won't  talk  about  it  any  more,"  said  I,  think- 
ing in  my  heart  what  a  very  much  finer  fellow  he  was 
than  the  man  he  was  praising.  "Look  here,  my  jacket 
is  all  stained  with  horrid  fungi  and  things.  We'd  bet- 
ter go  after  the  rest  of  the  party,  hadn't  we  ?  I  won- 
der where  they  are  by  this  time?" 

It  didn't  take  very  long  to  find  that  out.  At  first 
we  heard  shouting  and  laughter  coming  echoing 
through  the  long  glades,  and  then,  as  we  made  OUT 
way  in  that  direction,  we  were  astonished  to  meet  the 
usually  phlegmatic  Elsie  careering  through  the  wood 
at  the  very  top  of  her  speed,  her  hat  off,  and  her  hair 
streaming  in  the  wind.  My  first  idea  was  that  some 
frightful  catastrophe  had  occurred — brigands  pos- 
sibly, or  a  mad  dog — and  I  saw  my  companion's  big 
hand  close  round  his  stick ;  but  on  meeting  the  fugi- 
tive it  proved  to  be  nothing  more  tragic  than  a  game 
of  hide-and-seek  which  the  indefatigable  Mr.  Cronin 
had  organized.  What  fun  we  had,  crouching  and 
running  and  dodging  among  the  Hatherley  oaks !  and 
how  horrified  the  prim  old  abbot  who  planted  them 
would  have  been,  and  the  long  series  of  black-coated 
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brethren  who  have  muttered  their  orisons  beneath  the 
welcome  shade !  Jack  refused  to  play  on  the  excuse 
of  his  weak  ankle,  and  lay  smoking  under  a  tree  in 
high  dudgeon,  glaring  in  a  baleful  and  gloomy 
fashion  at  Mr.  Solomon  Barker,  while  the  latter 
gentleman  entered  enthusiastically  into  the  game, 
and  distinguished  himself  by  always  getting 
caught,  and  never  by  any  possibility  catching  any- 
body else. 

Poor  Jack!  He  was  certainly  unfortunate  that 
day.  Even  an  accepted  lover  would  have  been  rather 
put  out,  I  think,  by  an  incident  which  occurred  dur- 
ing our  return  home.  It  was  agreed  that  all  of  us 
should  walk,  as  the  trap  had  been  already  sent  off 
with  the  empty  baskets,  so  we  started  down  Thorny 
Lane  and  through  the  fields.  We  were  just  getting 
over  a  stile  to  cross  old  Brown's  ten-acre  lot,  when 
Mr.  Cronin  pulled  up,  and  remarked  that  he  thought 
we  had  better  get  into  the  road. 

"Road  ?"  said  Jack.  "N onsense !  We  save  a  quar- 
ter of  a  mile  by  the  field." 

"Yes,  but  it's  rather  dangerous.  We'd  better  go 
round." 

"Where's  the  danger  ?"  said  our  military  man, 
contemptuously  twisting  his  mustache. 

"Oh,  nothing,"  said  Cronin.  "That  quadruped 
in  the  middle  of  the  field  is  a  bull,  and  not  a  very 
good-tempered  one,  either.  That's  all.  I  don't  think 
that  the  ladies  should  be  allowed  to  go." 

won't  go,"  said  the  ladies  in  chorus. 
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"Then  come  round  by  the  hedge  and  get  into  the 
road,"  suggested  Sol. 

"You  may  go  as  you  like,"  said  Jack,  rather  testily, 
"but  I  am  going  across  the  field." 

"Don't  be  a  fool,  Jack,"  said  my  brother. 

"You  fellows  may  think  it  right  to  turn  tail  at  an 
old  cow,  but  I  don't.  It  hurts  my  self-respect,  you 
see,  so  I  shall  join  you  at  the  other  side  of  the  farm." 
With  which  speech  Jack  buttoned  up  his  coat  in  a 
truculent  manner,  waved  his  cane  jauntily,  and  swag- 
gered off  into  the  ten-acre  lot. 

We  clustered  about  the  stile  and  watched  the  pro- 
ceedings with  anxiety.  Jack  tried  to  look  as  if  he 
were  entirely  absorbed  in  the  view  and  in  the  proba- 
ble state  of  the  weather,  for  he  gazed  about  him  and 
up  into  the  clouds  in  an  abstracted  manner.  His  gaze 
generally  began  and  ended,  however,  somewhere  in 
the  direction  of  the  bull.  That  animal,  after  regard- 
ing the  intruder  with  a  prolonged  stare,  had  retreated 
into  the  shadow  of  the  hedge  at  one  side,  while  Jack 
was  walking  up  the  long  axis  of  the  field. 

"It's  all  right,"  said  I.    "It's  got  out  of  his  way." 

"I  think  it's  leading  him  on,"  said  Mr.  Nicholas 
Cronin.  "It's  a  vicious,  cunning  brute." 

Mr.  Cronin  had  hardly  spoken  before  the  bull 
emerged  from  the  hedge,  and  began  pawing  the 
ground,  and  tossing  its  wicked  black  head  in  the  air. 
Jack  was  in  the  middle  of  the  field  by  this  time,  and 
effected  to  take  no  notice  of  his  companion,  though  he 
quickened  his  pace  slightly.  The  bull's  next  manceu- 
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vre  was  to  run  rapidly  round  in  two  or  three  small 
circles;  and  then  it  suddenly  stopped,  bellowed,  put 
down  its  head,  elevated  its  tail,  and  made  for  Jack 
at  the  very  top  of  its  speed. 

There  was  no  use  pretending  to  ignore  its  existence 
any  longer.  Jack  faced  round  and  gazed  at  it  for  a 
moment.  He  had  only  his  little  cane  in  his  hand  to 
oppose  to  the  half  ton  of  irate  beef  which  was  charg- 
ing toward  him.  He  did  the  only  thing  that  was  pos- 
sible, namely,  to  make  for  the  hedge  at  the  other  side 
of  the  field. 

At  first  Jack  hardly  condescended  to  run,  but  went 
off  with  a  languid,  contemptuous  trot,  a  sort  of  com- 
promise between  his  dignity  and  his  fear,  which  was 
so  ludicrous  that,  frightened  as  we  were,  we  burst  into 
a  chorus  of  laughter.  By  degrees,  however,  as  he 
heard  the  galloping  of  hoofs  sounding  nearer  and 
nearer,  he  quickened  his  pace,  until  ultimately  he 
was  in  full  flight  for  shelter,  with  his  hat  gone  and 
his  coat-tails  fluttering  in  the  breeze,  while  his  pur- 
suer was  not  ten  yards  behind  him.  If  all  Ayoub 
Khan's  cavalry  had  been  in  his  rear,  our  Afghan  hero 
could  not  have  done  the  distance  in  a  shorter  time. 
Quickly  as  he  went,  the  bull  went  quicker  still,  and 
the  two  seemed  to  gain  the  hedge  almost  at  the  same 
moment.  We  saw  Jack  spring  boldly  into  it,  and  the 
next  moment  he  came  flying  out  at  the  other  side  as 
if  he  had  been  discharged  from  a  cannon,  while  the 
bull  indulged  in  a  series  of  triumphant  bellows 
through  the  hole  which  he  had  made.  It  was  a  relief 
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to  us  all  to  see  Jack  gather  himself  up  and  start  off 
for  home  without  a  glance  in  our  direction.  He  had 
retired  to  his  room  by  the  time  we  arrived,  and  did 
not  appear  until  breakfast  next  morning,  when  he 
limped  in  with  a  very  crestfallen  expression.  None  of 
us  was  hard-hearted  enough  to  allude  to  the  subject, 
however,  and  by  judicious  treatment  we  restored  him 
before  lunch-time  to  his  usual  state  of  equanimity. 

It  was  a  couple  of  days  after  the  picnic  that  our 
great  Derby  sweepstakes  was  to  come  off.  This  was 
an  annual  ceremony  never  omitted  at  Hatherley 
House,  where,  between  visitors  and  neighbors,  there 
were  generally  quite  as  many  candidates  for  tickets  as 
there  were  horses  entered. 

"The  sweepstakes,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  comes  off 
to-night,"  said  Bob  in  his  character  of  head  of  the 
house.  "The  subscription  is  ten  shillings.  Second 
gets  quarter  of  the  pool,  and  third  has  his  money  re- 
turned. No  one  is  allowed  to  have  more  than  one 
ticket,  or  to  sell  his  ticket  after  drawing  it.  The 
drawing  will  be  at  seven  thirty."  All  of  which  Bob 
delivered  in  a  very  pompous  and  official  voice,  though 
the  effect  was  rather  impaired  by  a  sonorous  "Amen !" 
from  Mr.  Nicholas  Cronin. 

I  must  now  drop  the  personal  style  of  narrative  for 
a  time.  Hitherto  my  little  story  has  consisted  simply 
in  a  series  of  extracts  from  my  own  private  journal ; 
but  now  I  have  to  tell  of  a  scene  which  only  came  to 
my  ears  after  many  months. 
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Lieutenant  Hawthorne,  or  Jack,  as  I  can  not  help 
calling  him,  had  been  very  quiet  since  the  day  of  the 
picnic,  and  given  himself  up  to  reverie.  Now,  as  luck 
would  have  it,  Mr.  Solomon  Barker  sauntered  into 
the  smoking-room  after  luncheon  on  the  day  of  the 
sweepstakes,  and  found  the  lieutenant  puffing  moodily 
in  solitary  grandeur  upon  one  of  the  settees.  It  would 
have  seemed  cowardly  to  retreat,  so  the  student  sat 
down  in  silence,  and  began  turning  over  the  pages  of 
the  "Graphic."  Both  the  rivals  felt  the  situation  to 
be  an  awkward  one.  They  had  been  in  the  habit  of 
studiously  avoiding  each  other's  society,  and  now 
they  found  themselves  thrown  together  suddenly,  with 
no  third  person  to  act  as  a  buffer.  The  silence  began 
to  be  oppressive.  The  lieutenant  yawned  and  coughed 
with  overacted  nonchalance,  while  honest  Sol  felt 
very  hot  and  uncomfortable,  and  continued  to  stare 
gloomily  at  the  paper  in  his  hand.  The  ticking  of  the 
clock,  and  the  click  of  the  billiard-balls  across  the 
passage,  seemed  to  grow  unendurably  loud  and  mo- 
notonous. Sol  glanced  across  once ;  but  catching  his 
companion's  eye  in  an  exactly  similar  action,  the  two 
young  men  seemed  simultaneously  to  take  a  deep  and 
all-absorbing  interest  in  the  pattern  of  the  cornice. 

"Why  should  I  quarrel  with  him  ?"  thought  Sol  to 
himself.  "After  all,  I  want  nothing  but  fair  play. 
Probably  I  shall  be  snubbed ;  but  I  may  as  well  give 
him  an  opening." 

Sol's  cigar  had  gone  out;  the  opportunity  was  too 
good  to  be  neglected. 
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"Could  you  oblige  me  with  a  fusee,  lieutenant?" 
he  asked. 

The  lieutenant  was  sorry — extremely  sorry — but 
he  was  not  in  possession  of  a  fusee. 

This  was  a  bad  beginning.  Chilly  politeness  was 
even  more  repulsing  than  absolute  rudeness.  But 
Mr.  Solomon  Barker,  like  many  other  shy  men,  was 
audacity  itself  when  the  ice  had  once  been  broken. 
He  would  have  no  more  bickerings  or  misunderstand- 
ings. Now  was  the  time  to  come  to  some  definite  ar- 
rangement. He  pulled  his  armchair  across  the  room, 
and  planted  himself  in  front  of  the  astonished  sol- 
dier. 

"You're  in  love  with  Miss  Nelly  Montague?"  he 
remarked. 

Jack  sprang  off  the  settee  with  as  much  rapidity 
as  if  Farmer  Brown's  bull  was  coming  in  through 
the  window. 

"And  if  I  am,  sir,"  he  said,  twisting  his  tawny 
moustache,  "what  the  devil  is  that  to  you  ?" 

"Don't  lose  your  temper,"  said  Sol.  "Sit  down 
again,  and  talk  the  matter  over  like  a  reasonable 
Christian.  I  am  in  love  with  her,  too." 

"What  the  deuce  is  the  fellow  driving  at  ?"  thought 
Jack,  as  he  resumed  his  seat,  still  simmering  after 
his  recent  explosion. 

"So  the  long  and  the  short  of  it  is  that  we  are 
both  in  love  with  her,"  continued  Sol,  emphasizing 
his  remarks  with  his  bony  forefinger. 

"What  then  ?"  said  the  lieutenant,  showing  some 
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symptoms  of  a  relapse.  "I  suppose  that  the  best  man 
will  win,  and  that  the  young  lady  is  quite  able  to 
choose  for  herself.  You  don't  expect  me  to  stand 
out  of  the  race  just  because  you  happen  to  want  the 
prize,  do  you  ?" 

"That's  just  it,"  cried  Sol.  "One  of  us  will  have 
to  stand  out.  You've  hit  the  right  idea  there.  You 
see,  Nelly — Miss  Montague,  I  mean — is,  as  far  as  I 
can  see,  rather  fonder  of  you  than  of  me,  but  still 
fond  enough  of  me  not  to  wish  to  grieve  me  by  a 
positive  refusal." 

"Honesty  compels  me  to  state,"  said  Jack,  in  a 
more  conciliatory  voice  than  he  had  made  use  of 
hitherto,  "that  Nelly — Miss  Montague,  I  mean — is 
rather  fonder  of  you  than  of  me;  but  still,  as  you 
say,  fond  enough  of  me  not  to  prefer  my  rival  openly 
in  my  presence." 

"I  don't  think  you  are  right,"  said  the  student. 
"In  fact,  I  know  you  are  not,  for  she  told  me  as 
much  with  her  own  lips.  However,  what  you  say 
makes  it  easier  for  us  to  come  to  an  understanding. 
It  is  quite  evident  that  as  long  as  we  show  ourselves 
to  be  equally  fond  of  her,  neither  of  us  can  have  the 
slightest  hope  of  winning  her." 

"There's  some  sense  in  that,"  said  the  lieutenant, 
reflectively;  "but  what  do  you  propose?" 

"I  propose  that  one  of  us  stand  out,  to  use  your 
own  expression.  There  is  no  alternative." 

"But  who  is  to  stand  out?"  asked  Jack. 

"Ah,  that  is  the  question!" 
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"I  can  claim  to  have  known  her  longest." 

"I  can  claim  to  having  loved  her  first." 

Matters  seemed  to  have  come  to  a  deadlock. 
Neither  of  the  young  men  was  in  the  least  in- 
clined to  abdicate  in  favor  of  his  rival. 

"Look  here,"  said  the  student,  "let  us  decide  the 
matter  by  lot." 

This  seemed  fair,  and  was  agreed  to  by  both.  A 
new  difficulty  arose,  however.  Both  of  them  felt 
sentimental  objections  toward  risking  their  angel 
upon  such  a  paltry  chance  as  the  turn  of  a  coin 
or  the  length  of  a  straw.  It  was  at  this  crisis  that 
an  inspiration  came  upon  Lieutenant  Hawthorne. 

"I'll  tell  you  how  we  will  decide  it,"  he  said. 
"You  and  I  are  both  entered  for  our  Derby  sweep- 
stakes. If  your  horse  beats  mine,  I  give  up  my 
chance ;  if  mine  beats  yours,  you  leave  Miss  Montague 
forever.  Is  it  a  bargain?" 

"I  have  only  one  stipulation  to  make,"  said  Sol. 
"It  is  ten  days  yet  before  the  race  will  be  run.  Dur- 
ing that  time  neither  of  us  must  attempt  to  take  an 
unfair  advantage  of  the  other.  We  shall  both  agree 
not  to  press  our  suit  until  the  matter  is  decided." 

"Done!"  said  the  soldier. 

"Done!"  said  Solomon. 

And  they  shook  hands  upon  the  agreement. 

I  had,  as  I  have  already  observed,  no  knowledge 
of  the  conversation  which  had  taken  place  between 
my  suitors.  I  may  mention  incidentally  that  during 
the  course  of  it  I  was  in  the  library,  listening  to 
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Tennyson,  read  aloud  in  the  deep,  musical  voice  of 
Mr.  Nicholas  Cronin.  I  observed,  however,  in  the 
evening  that  these  two  young  men  seemed  remark- 
ably excited  about  their  horses,  and  that  neither  of 
them  was  in  the  least  inclined  to  make  himself  agree- 
able to  me,  for  which  crime  I  am  happy  to  say  that 
they  were  both  punished  by  drawing  rank  outsiders. 
Eurydice,  I  think,  was  the  name  of  Sol's;  while 
Jack's  was  Bicycle.  Mr.  Cronin  drew  an  American 
horse  named  Iroquois,  and  all  the  others  seemed  fairly 
well  pleased.  I  peeped  into  the  smoking-room  before 
going  to  bed,  and  was  amused  to  see  Jack  consulting 
the  sporting  prophet  of  the  "Field,"  while  Sol  was 
deeply  immersed  in  the  "Gazette."  This  sudden 
mania  for  the  turf  seemed  all  the  more  strange,  since 
I  knew  that  if  my  cousin  could  distinguish  a  horse 
from  a  cow,  it  was  as  much  as  any  of  his  friends 
would  give  him  credit  for. 

The  ten  succeeding  days  were  voted  very  slow  by 
various  members  of  the  household.  I  can  not  say 
that  I  found  them  so.  Perhaps  that  was  because  I 
discovered  something  very  unexpected  and  pleasing 
in  the  course  of  that  period.  It  was  a  relief  to  be 
free  of  any  fear  of  wounding  the  susceptibilities  of 
either  of  my  former  lovers.  I  could  say  what  I  chose 
and  do  what  I  liked  now;  for  they  had  deserted  me 
completely,  and  handed  me  over  to  the  society  of 
my  brother  Bob  and  Mr.  Nicholas  Cronin.  The  new 
excitement  of  horse-racing  seemed  to  have  driven 
their  former  passion  completely  out  of  their  minds. 
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Never  was  a  house  so  deluged  with  special  tips  and 
every  vile  print  which  could  by  any  possibility  have 
a  word  bearing  upon  the  training  of  the  horses  or 
their  antecedents.  The  very  grooms  in  the  stable 
were  tired  of  recounting  how  Bicycle  was  descended 
from  Velocipede,  or  explaining  to  the  anxious  medi- 
cal student  how  Eurydice  was  by  Orpheus  out  of 
Hades.  One  of  them  discovered  that  her  maternal 
grandmother  had  come  in  third  for  the  Ebor  Handi- 
cap ;  but  the  curious  way  in  which  he  stuck  the  half- 
crown  which  he  received  into  his  left  eye,  while  he 
winked  at  the  coachman  with  his  right,  throws  some 
doubt  upon  the  veracity  of  his  statement.  As  he 
remarked  in  a  beery  whisper  that  evening:  "The 
bloke'll  never  know  the  differ,  and  it's  worth  'arf  a 
crown  for  him  to  think  as  it's  true." 

As  the  day  drew  nearer  the  excitement  increased. 
Mr.  Cronin  and  I  used  to  .glance  across  at  each  other 
and  amile  as  Jack  and  Sol  precipitated  themselves 
upon  the  papers  at  breakfast,  and  devoured  the  list 
of  the  betting.  But  matters  culminated  upon  the 
evening  immediately  preceding  the  race.  The  lieu- 
tenant had  run  down  to  the  station  to  secure  the  latest 
intelligence,  and  now  he  came  rushing  in,  waving  a 
crushed  paper  frantically  over  his  head. 

"Eurydice  is  scratched !"  he  yelled.  "Your  horse 
is  done  for,  Barker!" 

"What!"  roared  Sol. 

"Done  for — utterly  broken  down  in  training— 
won't  run  at  all!" 
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"Let  me  see,"  groaned  my  cousin,  seizing  the  pa- 
per ;  and  then,  dropping  it,  he  rushed  out  of  the  room, 
and  banged  down  the  stairs,  taking  four  at  a  time. 
We  saw  no  more  of  him  until  late  at  night,  when  he 
slunk  in,  looking  very  disheveled,  and  crept  quietly 
off  to  his  room.  Poor  fellow,  I  should  have  condoled 
with  him  had  it  not  been  for  his  recent  disloyal  con- 
duct toward  myself. 

Jack  seemed  a  changed  man  from  that  moment. 
He  began  at  once  to  pay  me  marked  attention,  very 
much  to  the  annoyance  of  myself  and  of  some  one 
else  in  the  room.  He  played  and  sang  and  proposed 
round  games,  and,  in  fact,  quite  usurped  the  role  usu- 
ally played  by  Mr.  Nicholas  Cronin. 

I  remember  that  it  struck  me  as  remarkable  that 
on  the  morning  of  the  Derby-day  the  lieutenant 
should  have  entirely  lost  his  interest  in  the  race. 
He  was  in  the  greatest  spirits-  at  breakfast,  but  did 
not  even  open  the  paper  in  front  of  him.  It  was 
Mr.  Cronin  who  unfolded  it  at  last  and  glanced  over 
its  columns. 

"What's  the  news,  Dick  ?"  asked  my  brother  Bob. 

"Nothing  much.  Oh,  yes ;  here's  something.  An- 
other railway  accident.  Collision,  apparently.  West- 
inghouse  brake  gone  wrong.  Two  killed,  seven  hurt, 
and — by  Jove !  listen  to  this :  'Among  the  victims  was 
one  of  the  competitors  in  the  equine  Olympiad  of 
to-day.  A  sharp  splinter  had  penetrated  its  side,  and 
the  valuable  animal  had  to  be  sacrificed  upon  the 
shrine  of  humanity.  The  name  of  the  horse  is  Bi- 
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cycle.'  Halloo,  you've  gone  and  spilled  your  coffee 
all  over  the  cloth,  Hawthorne !  Ah !  I  forgot ;  Bicy- 
cle was  your  horse,  wasn't  it  ?  Your  chance  is  gone, 
I  am  afraid.  I  see  that  Iroquois,  who  started  low, 
has  come  to  be  first  favorite  now." 

Ominous  words,  reader,  as  no  doubt  your  nice 
discernment  has  taught  you  during,  at  the  least,  the 
last  three  pages.  Don't  call  me  a  flirt  and  a  co- 
quette until  you  have  weighed  the  facts.  Consider 
my  pique  at  the  sudden  desertion  of  my  admirers, 
think  of  my  delight  at  the  confession  from  a  man 
whom  I  had  tried  to  conceal  from  myself  even  that 
I  loved,  think  of  the  opportunities  which  he  enjoyed 
during  the  time  Jack  and  Sol  were  systematically 
avoiding  me,  in  accordance  with  their  ridiculous 
agreement.  Weigh  all  this,  and  then  which  among 
you  will  throw  the  first  stone  at  the  blushing  little 
prize  of  the  Derby  Sweep? 

Here  it  is  as  it  appeared  at  the  end  of  three  short 
months  in  the  "Morning  Post":  "August  12th. — At 
Hatherley  Church,  Nicholas  Cronin,  Esq.,  eldest  son 
of  Nicholas  Cronin,  Esq.,  of  the  Woodlands,  Crop- 
shire,  to  Miss  Eleanor  Montague,  daughter  of  the 
late  James  Montague,  Esq.,  J.  P.,  of  Hatherley 
House." 

Jack  set  off  with  the  declared  intention  of  volun- 
teering for  a  ballooning  expedition  to  the  North  Pole. 
He  came  back,  however,  in  three  days,  and  said  that 
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he  had  changed  his  mind,  but  intended  to  walk  in 
Stanley's  footsteps  across  equatorial  Africa.  Since 
then  he  has  dropped  one  or  two  gloomy  allusions  to 
forlorn  hopes  and  the  unutterable  joys  of  death,  but 
on  the  whole  he  is  coming  round  very  nicely,  and 
has  been  heard  to  grumble  of  late  on  such  occasions 
as  the  underdoing  of  the  mutton  and  the  overdoing 
of  the  beef,  which  may  be  fairly  set  down  as  a  very 
healthy  symptom. 

Sol  took  it  more  quietly,  but  I  fear  the  iron  went 
deeper  into  his  soul.  However,  he  pulled  himself 
together  like  a  dear,  brave  fellow  as  he  is,  and  actu- 
ally had  the  .hardihood  to  propose  to  the  bridemaids, 
on  which  occasion  he  became  inextricably  mixed  up  in 
a  labyrinth  of  words.  He  washed  his  hands  of  the 
mutinous  sentence,  however,  and  resumed  his  seat  in 
the  middle  of  it,  overwhelmed  with  blushes  and  ap- 
plause. I  hear  that  he  has  confided  his  woes  and  dis- 
appointments to  Grace  Maberly's  sister,  and  met  with 
the  sympathy  which  he  expected.  Bob  and  Grace  are 
to  be  married  in  a  few  months,  so  possibly  there  may 
be  another  wedding  about  that  time. 
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"ROBINSON,  the  boss  wants  you!" 

"The  dickens  he  does !"  thought  I ;  for  Mr.  Dick- 
son,  Odessa  agent  of  Bailey  &  Co.,  corn  merchants, 
was  a  bit  of  a  Tartar,  as  I  had  learned  to  my  cost. 
"What's  the  row  now?"  I  demanded  of  my  fellow- 
clerk;  "has  he  got  scent  of  our  Mcolaieff  escapade, 
or  what  is  it  ?" 

"No  idea,"  said  Gregory;  ''the  old  boy  seems  in  a 
good  humor;  some  business  matter,  probably.  But 
don't  keep  him  waiting."  So  summoning  up  an  air 
of  injured  innocence,  to  be  ready  for  all  contin- 
gencies, I  marched  into  the  lion's  den. 

Mr.  Dickson  was  standing  before  the  fire  in  a  Brit- 
on's time-honored  attitude,  and  motioned  me  into  a 
chair  in  front  of  him.  "Mr.  Robinson,"  he  said,  "I 
have  great  confidence  in  your  discretion  and  common- 
sense.  The  follies  of  youth  will  break  out,  but  I 
think  that  you  have  a  sterling  foundation  to  your 
character  underlying  any  superficial  levity." 

I  bowed. 

"I  believe,"  he  continued,  "that  you  can  speak  Rus- 
sian pretty  fluently." 

I  bowed  again. 

"I  have,  then,"  he  proceeded,  "a  mission  which  I 
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wish  you  to  undertake,  and  on  the  success  of  which 
your  promotion  may  depend.  I  would  not  trust  it 
to  a  subordinate,  were  it  not  that  duty  ties  me  to  my 
post  at  present." 

"You  may  depend  upon  my  doing  my  best,  sir," 
I  replied. 

"Right,  sir ;  quite  right !  What  I  wish  you  to  do  is 
briefly  this :  The  line  of  railway  has  just  been  opened 
to  Solteff,  some  hundred  miles  up  the  country.  Now, 
I  wish  to  get  the  start  of  the  other  Odessa  firms  in 
securing  the  produce  of  that  district,  which  I  have 
reason  to  believe  may  be  had  at  very  low  prices.  You 
will  proceed  by  rail  to  Solteff,  and  interview  a  Mr. 
Dimidoff,  who  is  the  largest  landed  proprietor  in  the 
town.  Make  as  favorable  terms  as  you  can  with  him. 
Both  Mr.  Dimidoff  and  I  wish  the  whole  thing  to  be 
done  as  quietly  and  secretly  as  possible — in  fact,  that 
nothing  should  be  known  about  the  matter  until  the 
grain  appears  in  Odessa.  I  desire  it  for  the  inter- 
ests of  the  firm,  and  Mr.  Dimidoff  on  account  of  the 
prejudice  his  peasantry  entertain  against  exportation. 
You  will  find  yourself  expected  at  the  end  of  your 
journey,  and  will  start  to-night.  Money  shall  be 
ready  for  your  expenses.  Good-morning,  Mr.  Rob- 
inson ;  I  hope  you  won't  fail  to  realize  the  good  opin- 
ion I  have  of  your  abilities." 

"Gregory,"  I  said,  as  I  strutted  into  the  office,  "I'm 
off  on  a  mission — a  secret  mission,  my  boy ;  an  affair 
of  thousands  of  pounds.  Lend  me  your  little  port- 
manteau— mine's  too  imposing — and  tell  Ivan  to 
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pack  it.  A  Russian  millionaire  expects  me  at  the  end 
of  my  journey.  Don't  breathe  a  word  of  it  to  any 
of  Simkins's  people,  or  the  whole  game  will  be  up. 
Keep  it  dark!" 

I  was  so  charmed  at  being,  as  it  were,  behind  the 
scenes,  that  I  crept  about  the  office  all  day  in  a  sort 
of  cloak-and-bloody-dagger  style,  with  responsibility 
and  brooding  care  marked  upon  every  feature;  and 
when  at  night  I  stepped  out  and  stole  down  to  the 
station,  the  unprejudiced  observer  would  certainly 
have  guessed,  from  my  general  behavior,  that  I  had 
emptied  the  contents  of  the  strong-box,  before  start- 
ing, into  that  little  valise  of  Gregory's.  It  was  im- 
prudent of  him,  by  the  way,  to  leave  English  labels 
pasted  all  over  it.  However,  I  could  only  hope  that 
the  "Londons"  and  "Birminghams"  would  attract  no 
attention,  or  at  least  that  no  rival  corn  merchant 
might  deduce  from  them  who  I  was  and  what  my 
errand  might  be. 

Having  paid  the  necessary  roubles  and  got  my 
ticket,  I  ensconced  myself  in  the  corner  of  a  snug 
Russian  car,  and  pondered  over  my  extraordinary 
good  fortune.  Dickson  was  growing  old  now,  and  if 
I  could  make  my  mark  in  this  matter  it  might  be  a 
great  thing  for  me.  Dreams  arose  of  a  partnership 
in  the  firm.  The  noisy  wheels  seemed  to  clank  out 
"Bailey,  Robinson  &  Co.,"  "Bailey,  Robinson  &  Co.," 
in  a  monotonous  refrain,  which  gradually  sunk  into  a 
hum,  and  finally  ceased  as  I  dropped  into  a  deep  sleep. 
Had  I  known  the  experience  which  awaited  me  at  the 
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end  of  my  journey  it  would  hardly  have  been  so 
peaceable. 

I  awoke  with  an  uneasy  feeling  that  some  one  was 
watching  me  closely;  nor  was  I  mistaken.  A  tall 
dark  man  had  taken  up  his  position  on  the  seat  oppo- 
site, and  his  black,  sinister  eyes  seemed  to  look 
through  me  and  beyond  me,  as  if  he  wished  to  read 
my  very  soul.  Then  I  saw  him  glance  down  at  my 
little  trunk. 

"Good  heavens!"  thought  I,  "here's  Simkins's 
agent,  I  suppose.  It  was  careless  of  Gregory  to  leave 
those  confounded  labels  on  the  valise." 

I  closed  my  eyes  for  a  time,  but  on  reopening  them 
I  again  caught  the  stranger's  earnest  gaze. 

"From  England,  I  see,"  he  said  in  Russian,  show- 
ing a  row  of  white  teeth  in  what  was  meant  to  be  an 
amiable  smile. 

"Yes,"  I  replied,  trying  to  look  unconcerned,  but 
painfully  aware  of  my  failure. 

"Traveling  for  pleasure,  perhaps  ?"  said  he. 

"Yes,"  I  answered,  eagerly.  "Certainly  for  pleas- 
ure; nothing  else." 

"Of  course  not,"  said  he,  with  a  shade  of  irony  in 
his  voice.  "Englishmen  always  travel  for  pleasure, 
don't  they?  Oh,  no;  nothing  else." 

His  conduct  was  mysterious,  to  say  the  least  of  it. 
It  was  only  explainable  upon  two  hypotheses — he  was 
either  a  madman,  or  he  was  the  agent  of  some  firm 
bound  upon  the  same  errand  as  myself,  and  deter- 
mined to  show  me  that  he  guessed  my  little  game. 
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They  were  about  equally  unpleasant,  and,  on  the 
whole,  I  was  relieved  when  the  train  pulled  up  in  the 
tumble-down  shed  which  does  duty  for  a  station  in 
the  rising  town  of  Solteff — Solteff,  whose  resources  I 
was  about  to  open  out,  and  whose  commerce  I  was  to 
direct  into  the  great  world's  channels.  I  almost  ex- 
pected to  see  a  triumphal  arch  as  I  stepped  on  to  the 
platform. 

I  was  to  be  expected  at  the  end  of  my  journey,  so 
Mr.  Dickson  had  informed  me.  I  looked  about  among 
the  motley  crowd,  but  saw  no  Mr.  Dimidoff.  Sud- 
denly a  slovenly,  unshaven  man  passed  me  rapidly, 
and  glanced  first  at  me  and  then  at  my  trunk — that 
wretched  trunk,  the  cause  of  all  my  woes.  He  disap- 
peared in  the  crowd,  but  in  a  little  time  came  stroll- 
ing past  me  again,  and  contrived  to  whisper  as  he  did 
so: 

"Follow  me,  but  at  some  distance,"  immediately 
setting  off  out  of  the  station  and  down  the  street  at 
a  rapid  pace.  Here  was  mystery  with  a  vengeance! 
I  trotted  along  in  his  rear  with  my  valise,  and  on 
turning  the  corner  found  a  rough  drosky  waiting  for 
me.  My  unshaven  friend  opened  the  door,  and  I 
stepped  in. 

"Is  Mr.  Dim — "  I  was  beginning. 

"Hush!"  he  cried.  "No  names,  no  names;  the 
very  walls  have  ears.  You  will  hear  all  to-night;" 
and  with  that  assurance  he  closed  the  door,  and,  seiz- 
ing the  reins,  we  drove  off  at  a  rapid  pace — so  rapid 
that  I  saw  my  black-eyed  acquaintance  of  the  rail- 
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way  carriage  gazing  after  us  in  surprise  until  we  were 
out  of  sight. 

I  thought  over  the  whole  matter  as  we  jogged  along 
in  that  abominable  springless  conveyance. 

"They  say  the  nobles  are  tyrants  in  Russia,"  I 
mused;  "but  it  seems  to  me  to  be  the  other  way 
about,  for  here's  this  poor  Mr.  Dimidoff,  who  evi- 
dently thinks  his  ex-serfs  will  rise  and  murder  him 
if  he  raises  the  price  of  grain  in  the  district  by 
exporting  some  out  of  it.  Fancy  being  obliged  to 
have  recourse  to  all  this  mystery  and  deception  in 
order  to  sell  one's  own  property!  Why,  it's  worse 
than  an  Irish  landlord.  It  is  monstrous!  Well,  he 
doesn't  seem  to  live  in  a  very  aristocratic  quarter 
either,"  I  soliloquized,  as  I  gazed  out  at  the  narrow, 
crooked  streets  and  the  unkempt,  dirty  Muscovites 
whom  we  passed.  "I  wish  Gregory  or  some  one  was 
with  me,  for  it's  a  cut-throat-looking  shop!  By 
Jove !  he's  pulling  up ;  we  must  be  there !" 

We  were  there,  to  all  appearance;  for  the  drosky 
stopped,  and  my  driver's  shaggy  head  appeared 
through  the  aperture. 

"It  is  here,  most  honored  master,"  he  said,  as  he 
helped  me  to  alight. 

"Is  Mr.  Dimi — "  I  commenced;  but  he  inter- 
rupted me  again. 

"Anything  but  names,"  he  whispered;  "anything 
but  that.  You  are  too  used  to  a  land  that  is  free. 
Caution,  oh,  sacred  one!"  and  he  ushered  me  down 
a  stone-flagged  passage,  and  up  a  stair  at  the  end  of 
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it.  "Sit  for  a  few  minutes  in  this  room,"  he  said, 
opening  a  door,  "and  a  repast  will  be  served  for 
you;"  and  with  that  he  left  me  to  my  own.  reflec- 
tions. 

"Well,"  thought  I,  "whatever  Mr.  Dimidoff's 
house  may  be  like,  his  servants  are  undoubtedly  well 
trained.  'Oh,  sacred  one!'  and  'revered  master!' 
I  wonder  what  he'd  call  old  Dickson  himself,  if  he 
is  so  polite  to  the  clerk!  I  suppose  it  wouldn't  be 
the  thing  to  smoke  in  this  little  crib ;  but  I  could  do 
a  pipe  nicely.  By  the  way,  how  confoundedly  like 
a  cell  it  looks!" 

It  certainly  did  look  like  a  cell.  The  door  was 
an  iron  one,  and  enormously  strong,  while  the  single 
window  was  closely  barred.  The  floor  was  of  wood, 
and  sounded  hollow  and  insecure  as  I  strolled  across 
it.  Both  floor  and  walls  were  thickly  splashed  with 
coffee  or  some  other  dark  liquid.  On  the  whole,  it 
was  far  from  being  a  place  where  one  would  be  likely 
to  become  unreasonably  festive. 

I  had  hardly  concluded  my  survey  when  I  heard 
steps  approaching  down  the  corridor,  and  the  door 
was  opened  by  my  old  friend  of  the  drosky.  He 
announced  that  my  dinner  was  ready,  and,  with 
many  bows  and  apologies  for  leaving  me  in  what  he 
called  the  "dismissal  room,"  he  led  me  down  the 
passage,  and  into  a  large  and  beautifully  furnished 
apartment.  A  table  was  spread  for  two  in  the  centre 
of  it,  and  by  the  fire  was  standing  a  man  very  little 
older  than  myself.  He  turned  as  I  came  in,  and 
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stepped  forward  to  meet  me  with  every  symptom  of 
profound  respect. 

"So  young  and  yet  so  honored!"  he  exclaimed; 
and  then  seeming  to  recollect  himself,  he  continued, 
"Pray  sit  at  the  head  of  the  table.  You  must  be 
fatigued  by  your  long  and  arduous  journey.  We 
dine  tete-a-tete,  but  the  others  assemble  after- 
ward." 

"Mr.  Dimidoff,  I  presume?"  said  I. 

"No,  sir,"  said  he,  turning  his  keen  gray  eyes  upon 
me.  "My  name  is  Petrokine;  you  mistake  me  per- 
haps for  one  of  the  others.  But  now,  not  a  word  of 
business  until  the  council  meets.  Try  our  chef's 
soup;  you  will  find  it  excellent,  I  think." 

Who  Mr.  Petrokine  or  the  others  might  be  I  could 
not  conceive.  Land  stewards  of  DimidofFs,  per- 
haps; though  the  name  did  not  seem  familiar  to 
my  companion.  However,  as  he  appeared  to  shun 
any  business  questions  at  present,  I  gave  in  to  his 
humor,  and  we  conversed  on  social  life  in  England — 
a  subject  in  which  he  displayed  considerable  knowl- 
edge and  acuteness.  His  remarks,  too,  on  Malthus 
and  the  laws  of  population  were  wonderfully  good, 
though  savoring  somewhat  of  Radicalism. 

"By  the  way,"  he  remarked,  as  we  smoked  a  cigar 
over  our  wine,  "we  should  never  have  known  you 
but  for  the  English  labels  on  your  luggage;  it  was 
the  luckiest  thing  in  the  world  that  Alexander  no- 
ticed them.  We  had  no  personal  description  of  you ; 
indeed,  we  were  prepared  to  expect  a  somewhat  older 
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man.  You  ai'e  young  indeed,  sir,  to  be  intrusted 
with  such  a  mission." 

"My  employer  trusts  me,"  I  replied;  "and  we 
have  learned  in  our  trade  that  youth  and  shrewdness 
are  not  incompatible." 

"Your  remark  is  true,  sir,"  returned  my  newly 
made  friend;  "but  I  am  surprised  to  hear  you  call 
our  glorious  association  a  trade.  Such  a  term  is 
gross  indeed  to  apply  to  a  body  of  men  banded  to- 
gether to  supply  the  world  with  that  which  it  is 
yearning  for,  but  which,  without  our  exertions,  it 
can  never  hope  to  attain.  A  spiritual  brotherhood 
would  be  a  more  fitting  term." 

"By  Jove !"  thought  I,  "how  pleased  the  boss  would 
be  to  hear  him !  He  must  have  been  in  the  business 
himself,  whoever  he  is." 

"Now,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Petrokine,  "the  clock  points 
to  eight,  and  the  council  must  be  already  sitting. 
Let  us  go  up  together,  and  I  will  introduce  you. 
I  need  hardly  say  that  the  greatest  secrecy  is  ob- 
served, and  that  your  appearance  is  anxiously 
awaited." 

I  turned  over  in  my  mind  as  I  followed  him  how 
I  might  best  fulfil  my  mission  and  secure  the  most 
advantageous  terms.  They  seemed  as  anxious  as  I 
was  in  the  matter,  and  there  appeared  to  be  no 
opposition,  so  perhaps  the  best  thing  would  be  to 
wait  and  see  what  they  would  propose. 

I  had  hardly  come  to  this  conclusion  when  my 
guide  swung  open  a  large  door  at  the  end  of  a 
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passage,  and  I  found  myself  in  a  room  larger  and 
even  more  gorgeously  fitted  up  than  the  one  in  which 
I  had  dined.  A  long  table,  covered  with  green  baize 
and  strewn  with  papers,  ran  down  the  middle,  and 
round  it  were  sitting  fourteen  or  fifteen  men  con- 
versing earnestly.  The  whole  scene  reminded  me 
forcibly  of  a  gambling  hell  I  had  visited  some  time 
before. 

Upon  our  entrance  the  company  rose  and  bowed. 
I  could  not  but  remark  that  my  companion  attracted 
no  attention,  while  every  eye  was  turned  upon  me 
with  a  strange  mixture  of  surprise  and  almost  ser- 
vile respect.  A  man  at  the  head  of  the  table,  who 
was  remarkable  for  the  extreme  pallor  of  his  face 
as  contrasted  with  his  blue-black  hair  and  moustache, 
waved  his  hand  to  a  seat  beside  him,  and  I  sat  down. 

"I  need  hardly  say,"  said  Mr.  Petrokine,  "that 
Gustave  Berger,  the  English  agent,  is  now  honoring 
us  with  his  presence.  He  is  young  indeed,  Alexis," 
he  continued  to  iny  pale-faced  neighbor,  "and  yet 
he  is  of  European  reputation." 

"Come,  draw  it  mild!"  thought  I,  adding  aloud: 
"If  you  refer  to  me,  sir,  though  I  am  indeed  acting 
as  English  agent,  my  name  is  not  Berger,  but  Rob- 
inson— Mr.  Tom  Robinson,  at  your  service." 

A  laugh  ran  round  the  table. 

"So  be  it,  so  be  it,"  said  the  man  they  called 
Alexis.  "I  commend  your  discretion,  most  honored 
sir.  One  can  not  be  too  careful.  Preserve  your 
English  sobriquet  by  all  means.  I  regret  that  any 
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painful  duty  should  be  performed  upon  this  auspi- 
cious evening;  but  the  rules  of  our  association  must 
be  preserved  at  any  cost  to  our  feelings,  and  a  dis- 
missal is  inevitable  to-night." 

"What  the  deuce  is  the  fellow  driving  at  ?"  thought 
I.  "What  is  it  to  me  if  he  does  give  his  servant 
the  sack?  This  Dimidoff,  wherever  he  is,  seems  to 
keep  a  private  lunatic  asylum." 

"Take  out  the  gag!"  The  words  fairly  shot 
through  me,  and  I  started  in  my  chair.  It  was 
Petrokine  who  spoke.  For  the  first  time  I  noticed 
that  a  burly,  stout  man,  sitting  at  the  other  end  of 
the  table,  had  his  arms  tied  behind  his  chair  and  a 
handkerchief  round  his  mouth.  A  horrible  suspi- 
cion began  to  creep  into  my  heart.  Where  was  It 
Was  I  in  Mr.  DimidofPs?  Who  were  these  men, 
with  their  strange  words  2" 

"Take  out  the  gagl"  repeated  Petrokine;  and  the 
handkerchief  was  removed. 

"Now,  Paul  Ivanovitch,"  said  he,  "what  have  you 
to  say  before  you  go  ?" 

"Not  a  dismissal,  sirs,"  he  pleaded;  "not  a  dis- 
missal ;  anything  but  that !  I  will  go  into  some  dis- 
tant land,  and  my  mouth  shall  be  closed  forever. 
I  will  do  anything  that  the  society  asks,  but  pray, 
pray  do  not  dismiss  me." 

"You  know  our  laws,  and  you  know  your  crime," 
said  Alexis,  in  a  cold,  harsh  voice.  "Who  drove  us 
from  Odessa  by  his  false  tongue  and  his  double  face  ? 
Who  wrote  the  anonymous  letter  to  the  governor? 
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Who  cut  the  wire  that  would  have  destroyed  the 
arch-tyrant?  You  did,  Paul  Ivanovitch,  and  you 
must  die !" 

I  leaned  back  in  my  chair  and  fairly  gasped. 

"Remove  him!"  said  Petrokine;  and  the  man  of 
the  drosky,  with  two  others,  forced  him  out. 

I  heard  the  footsteps  pass  down  the  passage  and 
then  a  door  open  and  shut.  Then  came  a  sound  as 
of  a  struggle,  ended  by  a  heavy,  crunching  blow  and 
a  dull  thud. 

"So  perish  all  who  are  false  to  their  oath,"  said 
Alexis,  solemnly;  and  a  hoarse  "Amen"  went  up 
from  his  companions. 

"Death  alone  can  dismiss  us  from  our  order,"  said 
another  man  further  down;  "but  Mr.  Berg — Mr. 
Kobinson  is  pale.  The  scene  has  been  too  much  for 
him  after  his  long  journey  from  England." 

"Oh,  Tom,  Tom,"  thought  I,  "if  ever  you  get  out 
of  this  scrape  you'll  turn  over  a  new  leaf.  You're 
not  fit  to  die,  and  that's  a  fact."  It  was  only  too 
evident  to  me  now  that  by  some  strange  misconcep- 
tion I  had  got  in  among  a  gang  of  cold-blooded 
Nihilists,  who  mistook  me  for  one  of  their  order. 
I  felt,  after  what  I  had  witnessed,  that  my  only 
chance  of  life  was  to  try  to  play  the  role  thus  forced 
upon  me  until  an  opportunity  for  escape  should 
present  itself;  so  I  tried  hard  to  regain  my  air  of 
self-possession,  which  had  been  so  rudely  shaken. 

"I  am  indeed  fatigued,"  I  replied;  "but  I  feel 
stronger  now.  Excuse  my  momentary  weakness." 
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"It  was  but  natural,"  said  a  man  with  a  thick 
beard  at  my  right  hand.  "And  now,  most  honored 
sir,  how  goes  the  cause  in  England  2" 

"Remarkably  well,"  I  answered. 

"Has  the  great  commissioner  condescended  to 
send  a  missive  to  the  Solteff  branch  ?"  asked  Petfo- 
kine. 

"Nothing  in  writing,"  I  replied. 

"But  he  has  spoken  of  it  ?" 

"Yes;  he  said  he  had  watched  it  with  feelings  of 
the  liveliest  satisfaction,"  I  returned. 

" 'Tis  well!  'tis  well!"  ran  round  the  table. 

I  felt  giddy  and  sick  from  the  critical  nature  of  my 
position.  Any  moment  a  question  might  be  asked 
which  would  show  me  in  my  true  colors.  I  rose  and 
helped  myself  from  a  decanter  of  brandy  which  stood 
on  a  side-table.  The  potent  liquor  flew  to  my  excited 
brain,  and  as  I  sat  down  I  felt  reckless  enough  to  be 
half  amused  at  my  position,  and  inclined  to  play  with 
my  tormentors.  I  still,  however,  had  all  my  wits 
about  me. 

"You  have  been  to  Birmingham  ?"  asked  the  man 
with  the  beard. 

"Many  times,"  said  I. 

"Then  you  have,  of  course,  seen  the  private  work- 
shop and  arsenal?" 

"I  have  been  over  them  both  more  than  once." 

"It  is  still,  I  suppose,  entirely  unsiispected  by  the 
police  ?"  continued  my  interrogator. 

"Entirely,"  I  replied. 


246  A  NIGHT  AMONG  THE  NIHILISTS. 

"Can  you  tell  us  how  it  is  that  so  large  a  concern  is 
kept  so  completely  secret  ?" 

Here  was  a  poser;  but  my  native  impudence  and 
the  brandy  seemed  to  come  to  my  aid. 

"That  is  information,"  I  replied,  "which  I  do  not 
feel  justified  in  divulging  even  here.  In  withholding 
it  I  am  acting  under  the  direction  of  the  chief  com- 
missioner." 

"You  are  right — perfectly  right,"  said  my  original 
friend  Petrokine.  "You  will  no  doubt  make  your  re- 
port to  the  central  office  at  Moscow  before  entering 
into  such  details." 

"Exactly  so,"  I  replied,  only  too  happy  to  get  a  lift 
out  of  my  difficulty. 

"We  have  heard,"  said  Alexis,  "that  you  were  sent 
to  inspect  the  Livadia.  Can  you  give  us  any  par- 
ticulars about  it?" 

"Anything  you  ask  I  will  endeavor  to  answer,"  I 
replied,  in  desperation. 

"Have  any  orders  been  made  in  Birmingham  con- 
cerning it?" 

"None  when  I  left  England." 

"Well,  well,  there's  plenty  of  time  yet,"  said  the 
man  with  the  beard — "many  months.  Will  the  bot- 
tom be  of  wood  or  iron  ?" 

"Of  wood,"  I  answered  at  random. 

"  'Tis  well !"  said  another  voice.  "And  what  is  the 
breadth  of  the  Clyde  below  Greenock  ?" 

"It  varies  much,"  I  replied ;  "on  an  average  about 
eighty  yards." 
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"How  many  men  does  she  carry?"  asked  an 
anemic-looking  youth  at  the  foot  of  the  table,  who 
seemed  more  fit  for  a  public  school  than  this  den  of 
murder. 

"About  three  hundred,"  said  I. 

"A  floating  coffin!"  said  the  young  Nihilist  in  a 
sepulchral  voice. 

"Are  the  store-rooms  on  a  level  with  or  underneath 
the  state-cabins?"  asked  Petrokine. 

"Underneath,"  said  I  decisively,  though  I  need 
hardly  say  I  had  not  the  smallest  conception." 

"And  now,  most  honored  sir,"  said  Alexis,  "tell  us 
what  was  the  reply  of  Bauer,  the  German  Socialist, 
to  Ravinsky's  proclamation  ?" 

Here  was  a  deadlock  with  a  vengeance.  Whether 
my  cunning  would  have  extricated  me  from  it  or  not 
was  never  decided,  for  Providence  hurried  me  from 
one  dilemma  into  another  and  a  worse  one. 

A  door  slammed  downstairs,  and  rapid  footsteps 
were  heard  approaching.  Then  came  a  loud  tap  out- 
side, followed  by  two  smaller  ones. 

"The  sign  of  the  society!"  said  Petrokine;  "and 
yet  we  are  all  present ;  who  can  it  be  ?" 

The  door  was  thrown  open,  and  a  man  entered, 
dusty  and  travel-stained,  but  with  an  air  of  authority 
and  power  stamped  on  every  feature  of  his  harsh  but 
expressive  face.  He  glanced  round  the  table,  scan- 
ning each  countenance  carefully.  There  was  a  start 
of  surprise  in  the  room.  He  was  evidently  a  stranger 
to  them  all. 
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"What  means  this  intrusion,  sir?"  said  my  friend 
with  the  beard. 

"Intrusion!"  said  the  stranger.  "I  was  given  to 
understand  that  I  was  expected,  and  had  looked  for- 
ward to  a  warmer  welcome  from  my  fellow-associates. 
I  am  personally  unknown  to  you,  gentlemen,  but  I 
am  proud  to  think  that  my  name  should  command 
some  respect  among  you.  I  am  Gustave  Berger, 
the  agent  from  England,  bearing  letters  from  the 
chief  commissioner  to  his  well-beloved  brothers  of 
Solteff." 

One  of  their  own  bombs  could  hardly  have  created 
greater  surprise  had  it  been  fired  in  the  midst  of 
them.  Every  eye  was  fixed  alternately  on  me  and 
upon  the  newly  arrived  agent. 

"If  you  are  indeed  Gustave  Berger,"  said  Petro- 
kine,  "who  is  this?" 

"That  I  am  Gustave  Berger  these  credentials  will 
show,"  said  the  stranger,  as  he  threw  a  packet  upon 
the  table.  "Who  that  man  may  be  I  know  not ;  but  if 
he  has  intruded  himself  upon  the  lodge  under  false 
pretences,  it  is  clear  that  he  must  never  carry  out  of 
the  room  what  he  has  learned.  Speak,  sir,"  he  added, 
addressing  me ;  "who  and  what  are  you  ?" 

I  felt  that  my  time  had  come.  My  revolver  was  in 
my  hip-pocket;  but  what  was  that  against  so  many 
desperate  men  ?  I  grasped  the  butt  of  it,  however,  as 
a  drowning  man  clings  to  a  straw,  and  I  tried  to  pre- 
serve my  coolness  as  I  glanced  round  at  the  cold,  vin- 
dictive faces  turned  toward  me. 
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"Gentlemen,"  I  said,  "the  role  I  have  played  to- 
night has  been  a  purely  involuntary  one  on  my  part. 
I  am  no  police  spy,  as  you  seem  to  suspect ;  nor,  on  the 
other  hand,  have  I  the  honor  to  be  a  member  of  your 
association.  I  am  an  inoffensive  corn-dealer,  who  by 
an  extraordinary  mistake  has  been  forced  into  this 
unpleasant  and  awkward  position." 

I  paused  for  a  moment.  Was  it  my  fancy  that 
there  was  a  peculiar  noise  in  the  street — a  noise  as  of 
many  feet  treading  softly  ?  No,  it  had  died  away ;  it 
was  but  the  throbbing  of  my  own  heart. 

"I  need  hardly  say,"  I  continued,  "that  anything 
I  may  have  heard  to-night  will  be  safe  in  my  keeping. 
I  pledge  my  solemn  honor  as  a  gentleman  that  not  one 
word  of  it  shall  transpire  through  me." 

The  senses  of  men  in  great  physical  danger  be- 
come strangely  acute,  or  their  imagination  plays  them 
curious  tricks.  My  back  was  toward  the  door  as  I 
sat,  but  I  could  have  sworn  that  I  heard  heavy  breath- 
ing behind  it.  Was  it  the  three  minions  whom  I  had 
seen  before  in  the  performance  of  their  hateful  func- 
tions, and  who,  like  vultures,  had  sniffed  another 
victim  ? 

I  looked  round  the  table.  Still  the  same  hard, 
cruel  faces.  Not  one  glance  of  sympathy.  I  cocked 
the  revolver  in  my  pocket. 

There  was  a  painful  silence,  which  was  broken  by 
the  harsh,  grating  voice  of  Petrokine. 

"Promises  are  easily  made  and  easily  broken,"  he 
said.  "There  is  but  one  way  of  securing  eternal  si- 
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lence.  It  is  our  lives  or  yours.  Let  the  highest  among 
us  speak." 

"You  are  right,  sir,"  said  the  English  agent ;  "there 
is  but  one  course  open.  He  must  be  dismissed." 

I  knew  what  that  meant  in  their  confounded  jar- 
gon, and  sprang  to  my  feet. 

"By  Heaven !"  I  shouted,  putting  my  back  against 
the  door,  "you  shan't  butcher  a  free  Englishman  like 
a  sheep !  The  first  among  you  who  stirs  drops !" 

A  man  sprang  at  me.  I  saw  along  the  sights  of  my 
derringer  the  gleam  of  a  knife  and  the  demoniacal 
face  of  Gusfave  Berger.  Then  I  pulled  the  trigger, 
and,  with  his  hoarse  scream  sounding  in  my  ears,  I 
was  felled  to  the  ground  by  a  crushing  blow  from  be- 
hind. Half-unconscious,  and  pressed  down  by  some 
heavy  weight,  I  heard  the  noise  of  shouts  and  blows 
above  me,  and  then  I  fainted. 

When  I  came  to  myself  I  was  lying  among  the 
debris  of  the  door,  which  had  been  beaten  in  on  the 
top  of  me.  Opposite  were  a  dozen  of  the  men  who 
had  lately  sat  in  judgment  upon  me,  tied  two  and  two, 
and  guarded  by  a  score  of  Russian  soldiers.  Beside 
me  was  the  corpse  of  the  ill-fated  English  agent,  his 
whole  face  blown  in  by  the  force  of  the  explosion. 
Alexis  and  Petrokine  were  both  lying  on  the  floor 
like  myself,  bleeding  profusely. 

"Well,  young  fellow,  youVe  had  a  narrow  escape," 
said  a  hearty  voice  in  my  ear. 

I  looked  up,  and  recognized  my  black-eyed  ac- 
quaintance of  the  railway  carriage. 
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"Stand  up,"  he  continued:  "you're  only  a  bit 
stunned;  no  bones  broken.  It's  no  wonder  I  mis- 
took you  for  the  Nihilist  agent,  when  the  very  lodge 
itself  was  taken  in.  Well,  you're  the  only  stranger 
who  ever  came  out  of  this  den  alive.  Come  down- 
stairs with  me.  I  know  who  you  are,  and  what  you 
are  after  now ;  I'll  take  you  to  Mr.  Dimidoff.  Nay, 
don't  go  in  there,"  he  cried,  as  I  walked  toward  the 
door  of  the  cell  into  which  I  had  been  originally 
ushered.  "Keep  out  of  that ;  you've  seen  evil  sights 
enough  for  one  day.  Come  down  and  have  a  glass  of 
liquor." 

He  explained  as  we  walked  back  to  the  hotel  that 
the  police  of  Solteff,  of  which  he  was  the  chief,  had 
had  warning  and  been  on  the  lookout  during  some 
time  for  this  Nihilist  emissary.  My  arrival  in  so  un- 
frequented a  place,  coupled  with  my  air  of  secrecy 
and  the  English  labels  on  that  confounded  portman- 
teau of  Gregory's,  had  completed  the  business. 

I  have  little  more  to  tell.  My  socialistic  ac- 
quaintances were  all  either  transported  to  Siberia  or 
executed.  My  mission  was  performed  to  the  satis- 
faction of  my  employers.  My  conduct  during  the 
whole  business  has  won  me  promotion,  and  my  pros- 
pects for  life  have  been  improved  since  that  horrible 
night,  the  remembrance  of  which  still  makes  me 
shiver. 


BONES, 

THE  APRIL,  FOOL  OF  HARVEY'S  SLUICE. 

ABE  DURTON'S  cabin  was  not  beautiful.  People 
have  been  heard  to  assert  that  it  was  ugly,  and,  even 
after  the  fashion  of  Harvey's  Sluice,  have  gone  the 
length  of  prefixing  their  adjective  with  a  forcible  ex- 
pletive which  emphasized  their  criticism.  Abe,  how- 
ever, was  a  stolid  and  easy-going  man,  on  whose  mind 
the  remarks  of  an  unappreciative  public  made  but  lit- 
tle impression.  He  had  built  the  house  himself,  and 
it  suited  his  partner  and  him,  and  what  more  did  they 
want?  Indeed,  he  was  rather  touchy  upon  the  sub- 
ject. "Though  I  says  it,  as  raised  it,"  he  remarked, 
"it'll  lay  over  any  shanty  in  the  valley.  Holes? 
Well,  of  course  there  are  holes.  You  wouldn't  get 
fresh  air  without  holes.  There's  nothing  stuffy  about 
my  house.  Rain  ?  Well,  if  it  does  let  the  rain  in, 
ain't  it  an  advantage  to  know  it's  rainin'  without  get- 
tin'  up  to  unbar  the  door.  I  wouldn't  own  a  house 
that  didn't  leak  some.  As  to  its  bein'  off  the  perpen- 
dic'lar,  I  like  a  house  with  a  bit  of  a  tilt.  Anyways, 
it  pleases  my  pard,  Boss  Morgan,  and  what's  good 
enough  for  him  is  good  enough  for  you,  I  suppose." 
At  which  approach  to  personalities  his  antagonist 
(252) 
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usually  sheered  off,  and  left  the  honors  of  the  field 
to  the  indignant  architect. 

But  whatever  difference  of  opinion  might  exist  as 
to  the  beauty  of  the  establishment,  there  could  be  no 
question  as  to  its  utility.  To  the  tired  wayfarer,  plod- 
ding along  the  Buckhurst  road  in  the  direction  of  the 
Sluice,  the  warm  glow  upon  the  summit  of  the  hill 
was  a  beacon  of  hope  and  of  comfort  Those  very 
holes  at  which  the  neighbors  sneered  helped  to  diffuse 
a  cheery  atmosphere  of  light  around,  which,  was 
doubly  acceptable  on  such  a  night  as  the  present 

There  was  only  one  man  inside  the  hut,  and  that 
was  the  proprietor,  Abe  Burton  himself,  or  "Bones," 
as  he  had  been  christened  with  the  rude  heraldry  of 
the  camp.  He  was  sitting  in  front  of  the  great  wood 
fire,  gazing  moodily  into  its  glowing  depths,  and  oc- 
casionally giving  a  fagot  a  kick  of  remonstrance  when 
it  showed  any  indication  of  dying  into  a  smoulder. 
His  fair  Saxon  face,  with  its  bold,  simple  eyes  and 
crisp  yellow  beard,  stood  out  sharp  and  clear  against 
the  darkness  as  the  flickering  light  played  over  it.  It 
was  a  manly,  resolute  countenance,  and  yet  the  physi- 
ognomist might  have  detected  something  in  the  lines 
of  the  mouth  which  showed  a  weakness  somewhere, 
an  indecision  which  contrasted  strangely  with  his 
herculean  shoulders  and  massive  limbs.  Abe's  was 
one  of  those  trusting,  simple  natures  which  are  as 
easy  to  lead  as  they  are  impossible  to  drive,  and  it  was 
this  happy  pliability  of  disposition  which  made  him 
at  once  the  butt  and  favorite  of  the  dwellers  in  the 
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Sluice.  Badinage  in  that  primitive  settlement  was 
of  a  somewhat  ponderous  character,  yet  no  amount  of 
chaff  had  ever  brought  a  dark  look  on  Bones's  face, 
or  an  unkind  thought  into  his  honest  heart.  It  was 
only  when  his  aristocratic  partner  was,  as  he  thought, 
being  put  upon,  that  an  ominous  tightness  about  his 
lower  lip  and  an  angry  light  in  his  blue  eyes  caused 
even  the  most  irrepressible  humorist  in  the  colony  to 
nip  his  favorite  joke  in  the  bud,  in  order  to  diverge 
into  an  earnest  and  all-absorbing  dissertation  upon 
the  state  of  the  weather. 

"The  Boss  is  late  to-night,"  he  muttered,  as  he  rose 
from  his  chair,  and  stretched  himself  in  a  colossal 
yawn.  "My  stars,  how  it  does  rain  and  blow !  Don't 
it,  Blinky?"  Blinky  was  a  demure  and  meditative 
owl,  whose  comfort  and  welfare  was  a  chronic  sub- 
ject of  solicitude  to  his  master,  and  who  at  present 
contemplated  him  gravely  from  one  of  the  rafters. 
"Pity  you  can't  speak,  Blinky,"  continued  Abe,  glanc- 
ing up  at  his  feathered  companion.  "There's  a  power- 
ful deal  of  sense  in  your  face.  Kinder  melancholy 
too.  Crossed  in  love,  maybe,  when  you  was  young. 
Talkin'  of  love,"  he  added,  "I've  not  seen  Susan  to- 
day ;"  and  lighting  the  candle  which  stood  in  a  black 
bottle  upon  the  table,  he  walked  across  the  room  and 
peered  earnestly  at  one  of  the  many  pictures  from 
stray  illustrated  papers  which  had  been  cut  out  by 
the  occupants  and  posted  up  upon  the  walls. 

The  particular  picture  which  attracted  him  was  one 
which  represented  a  very  tawdrily  dressed  actress 
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simpering  over  a  bouquet  at  an  imaginary  audience. 
This  sketch  had,  for  some  inscrutable  reason,  made  a 
deep  impression  upon  the  susceptible  heart  of  the 
miner.  He  had  invested  the  young  lady  with  a  hu- 
man interest  by  solemnly,  and  without  the  slightest 
warrant,  christening  her  as  Susan  Banks,  and  had 
then  installed  her  as  his  standard  of  female  beauty. 

"You  see  my  Susan,"  he  would  say,  when  some 
wanderer  from  Buckhurst,  or  even  from  Melbourne, 
would  describe  some  fair  Circe  whom  he  had  left  be- 
hind him.  "There  ain't  a  girl  like  my  Sue.  If  ever 
you  go  to  the  old  country  again,  just  you  ask  to  see 
her.  Susan  Banks  is  her  name,  and  I've  got  her  pic- 
ture up  at  the  shanty." 

Abe  was  still  gazing  at  his  charmer,  when  the 
rough  door  was  flung  open,  and  a  blinding  cloud  of 
sleet  and  rain  came  driving  into  the  cabin,  almost  ob- 
scuring for  the  moment  a  young  man  who  sprang  in 
and  proceeded  to  bar  the  entrance  behind  him,  an 
operation  which  the  force  of  the  wind  rendered  no 
easy  matter.  He  might  have  passed  for  the  genius 
of  the  storm,  with  the  water  dripping  from  his  long 
hair  and  running  down  his  pale,  refined  face. 

"Well,"  he  said,  in  a  slightly  peevish  voice, 
"haven't  you  got  any  supper?" 

"Waiting  and  ready,"  said  his  companion,  cheerily, 
pointing  to  a  large  pot  which  bubbled  by  the  side  of 
the  fire.  "You  seem  sort  of  damp." 

"Damp  be  hanged !  I'm  soaked,  man,  thoroughly 
saturated.  It's  a  night  that  I  wouldn't  have  a  dog 
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out,  at  least  not  a  dog  that  I  had  any  respect  for. 
Hand  over  that  dry  coat  from  the  peg." 

Jack  Morgan,  or  Boss,  as  he  was  usually  called, 
belonged  to  a  type  which  was  commoner  in  the  mines 
during  the  flush  times  of  the  first  great  rush  than 
would  be  supposed.  He  was  a  man  of  good  blood, 
liberally  educated,  and  a  graduate  of  an  English 
university.  Boss  should,  in  the  natural  course  of 
things,  have  been  an  energetic  curate,  or  struggling 
professional  man,  had  not  some  latent  traits  cropped 
out  in  his  character,  inherited  possibly  from  old 
Sir  Henry  Morgan,  who  had  founded  the  family 
with  Spanish  pieces  of  eight  gallantly  won  upon  the 
high  seas.  It  was  this  wild  strain  of  blood  no  doubt 
which  had  caused  him  to  drop  from  the  bedroom 
window  of  the  ivy-clad  English  parsonage,  and  leave 
home  and  friends  behind  him  to  try  his  luck  with 
pick  and  shovel  in  the  Australian  fields.  In  spite 
of  his  effeminate  face  and  dainty  manners,  the  rough 
dwellers  in  Harvey's  Sluice  had  gradually  learned 
that  the  little  man  was  possessed  of  a  cool  courage 
and  unflinching  resolution,  which  won  respect  in  a 
community  where  pluck  was  looked  upon  as  the 
highest  of  human  attributes.  No  one  ever  knew  how 
it  was  that  Bones  and  he  had  become  partners;  yet 
partners  they  were,  and  the  large,  simple  nature  of 
the  stronger  man  looked  with  an  almost  superstitious 
reverence  upon  the  clear,  decisive  mind  of  his  com- 
panion. 

"That's  better,"  said  the  Boss,  as  he  dropped  into 
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the  vacant  chair  before  the  fire  and  watched  Abe 
laying  out  the  two  metal  plates,  with  the  horn- 
handled  knives  and  abnormally  pronged  forks. 
"Take  your  mining  boots  off,  Boss;  there's  no 
use  filling  the  cabin  with  red  clay.  Come  here 
and  sit  down." 

His  gigantic  partner  came  meekly  over  and  perched 
himself  upon  the  top  of  a  barrel. 

"What's  up?"  he  asked. 

"Shares  are  up,"  said  his  companion.  "That's 
what's  up.  Look  here,"  and  he  extracted  a  crumpled 
paper  from  the  pocket  of  the  steaming  coat.  "Here's 
the  'Buckhurst  Sentinel.'  Read  this  article — this 
one  here  about  a  paying  lead  in  the  Connemara  mine. 
We  hold  pretty  heavily  in  that  concern,  my  boy. 
We  might  sell  out  to-day  and  clear  something — but 
I  think  we'll  hold  on." 

Abe  Durton  in  the  meantime  was  laboriously  spell- 
ing out  the  article  in  question,  following  the  lines 
with  his  great  forefinger,  and  muttering  under  his 
tawny  mustache. 

"Two  hundred  dollars  a  foot,"  he  said,  looking 
up.  "Why,  pard,  we  hold  a  hundred  feet  each.  It 
would  give  us  twenty  thousand  dollars!  We  might 
go  home  on  that." 

"Nonsense !"  said  his  companion ;  "we've  come  out 
here  for  something  better  than  a  beggarly  couple  of 
thousand  pounds.  The  thing  is  bound  to  pay.  Sin- 
clair, the  assayer,  has  been  over  there,  and  says  there's 
a  ledge  of  the  richest  quartz  he  ever  set  eyes  on.  It 
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is  just  a  case  of  getting  the  machinery  to  crush  it. 
By  the  way,  what  was  to-day's  take  like?" 

Abe  extracted  a  small  wooden  box  from  his  pocket 
and  handed  it  to  his  comrade.  It  contained  what  ap- 
peared to  be  about  a  teaspoonful  of  sand  and  one 
or  two  little  metallic  granules  not  larger  than  a 
pea.  Boss  Morgan  laughed,  and  returned  it  to  his 
companion. 

"We  sha'n't  make  our  fortune  at  that  rate,  Bones," 
he  remarked;  and  there  was  a  pause  in  the  conver- 
sation as  the  two  men  listened  to  the  wind  as  it 
screamed  and  whistled  past  the  little  cabin. 

"Any  news  from  Buckhurst?"  asked  Abe,  rising 
and  proceeding  to  extract  their  supper  from  the  pot. 

"Nothing  much,"  said  his  companion.  "Cock-eyed 
Joe  has  been  shot  by  Billy  Reid  in  McFarlane's 
store." 

"Ah !"  said  Abe,  with  listless  interest. 

"Bushrangers  have  been  around  and  stuck  up  the 
Rochdale  station.  They  say  they  are  coming  over 
here." 

The  miner  whistled  as  he  poured  some  whiskey 
into  a  mug. 

"Anything  more  ?"  he  asked. 

"Nothing  of  importance,  except  that  the  blacks 
have  been  showing  a  bit  down  New  Sterling  way, 
and  that  the  assayer  has  bought  a  piano  and  is  going 
to  have  his  daughter  out  from  Melbourne  to  live  in 
ttte  new  house  opposite  on  the  other  side  of  the  road. 
So  you  see  we  are  going  to  have  something  to  look 
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at,  my  boy,"  he  added  as  he  sat  down  and  began  at- 
tacking the  food  set  before  him.  "They  say  she  is 
a  beauty,  Bones." 

"She  won't  be  a  patch  on  my  Sue,"  returned  the 
other,  decisively. 

His  partner  smiled  as  he  glanced  round  at  the 
flaring  print  upon  the  wall.  Suddenly  he  dropped 
his  knife  and  seemed  to  listen.  Amid  the  wild  up- 
roar of  the  wind  and  the  rain  there  was  a  low,  rum- 
bling sound  which  was  evidently  not  dependent  upon 
the  elements. 

"What's  that?" 

"Darned  if  I  know." 

The  two  men  made  for  the  door  and  peered  out 
earnestly  into  the  darkness.  Far  away  along  the 
Buckhurst  road  they  could  see  a  moving  light,  and  the 
dull  sound  was  louder  than  before. 

"It's  a  buggy  coming  down,"  said  Abe. 

"Where  is  it  going  to  ?" 

"Don't  know.    Across  the  ford,  I  s'pose." 

"Why,  man,  the  ford  will  be  six  feet  deep  to-night, 
and  running  like  a  mill-stream." 

The  light  was  nearer  now,  coming  rapidly  round 
the  curve  of  the  road.  There  was  a  wild  sound  of 
galloping  with  the  rattle  of  the  wheels. 

"Horses  have  bolted,  by  thunder!" 

"Bad  job  for  the  man  inside." 

There  was  a  rough  individuality  about  the  inhab- 
itants of  Harvey's  Sluice,  in  virtue  of  which  every 
man  bore  his  misfortunes  upon  his  own  shoulders, 
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and  had  very  little  sympathy  for  those  of  his  neigh- 
bors. The  predominant  feeling  of  the  two  men  was 
one  of  pure  curiosity  as  they  watched  the  swinging, 
swaying  lanterns  coming  down  the  winding  road. 

"If  he  don't  pull  'em  up  before  they  reach  the 
ford  he's  a  goner/'  remarked  Abe  Durton,  resignedly. 

Suddenly  there  came  a  lull  in  the  sullen  splash  of 
the  rain.  It  was  but  for  a  moment,  but  in  that  mo- 
ment there  came  down  on  the  breeze  a  long  cry  which 
caused  the  two  men  to  start  and  stare  at  each  other, 
and  then  to  rush  frantically  down  the  Bteep  incline 
toward  the  road  below. 

"A  woman,  by  Heaven !"  gasped  Abe,  as  he  sprang 
across  the  gaping  shaft  of  a  mine  in  the  recklessness 
of  his  haste. 

Morgan  was  the  lighter  and  more  active  man.  He 
drew  away  rapidly  from  his  stalwart  companion. 
Within  a  minute  he  was  standing  panting  and  bare- 
headed in  the  middle  of  the  soft,  muddy  road,  while 
his  partner  was  still  toiling  down  the  side  of  the 
declivity. 

The  carriage  was  close  on  him  now.  He  could  see 
in  the  light  of  the  lamps  the  rawboned  Australian 
horse  as,  terrified  by  the  storm  and  by  its  own  clat- 
ter, it  came  tearing  down  the  declivity  which  led  to 
the  ford.  The  man  who  was  driving  seemed  to  see 
the  pale,  set  face  in  the  pathway  in  front  of  him,  for 
he  yelled  out  some  incoherent  words  of  warning,  and 
made  a  last  desperate  attempt  to  pull  up.  There 
was  a  shout,  an  oath,  and  a  jarring  crash,  and  Abe, 


BONES.  261 

hurrying  down,  saw  a  wild,  infuriated  horse  rearing 
madly  in  the  air  with  a  slim  dark  figure  hanging  on 
to  its  bridle.  Boss,  with  the  keen  power  of  calcula- 
tion which  had  made  him  the  finest  cricketer  at  Rugby 
in  his  day,  had  caught  the  rein  immediately  below 
the  bit,  and  clung  to  it  with  silent  concentration. 
Once  he  was  down  with  a  heavy  thud  in  the  road- 
way as  the  horse  jerked  its  head  violently  forward, 
but  when,  with  a  snort  of  exultation,  the  animal 
pressed  on,  it  was  only  to  find  that  the  prostrate 
man  beneath  its  forehoofs  still  maintained  his  un- 
yielding grasp. 

"Hold  it,  Bones,"  he  said,  as  a  tall  figure  hurled 
itself  into  the  road  and  seized  the  other  rein. 

"All  right,  old  man,  I've  got  him ;"  and  the  horse, 
cowed  by  the  sight  of  a  fresh  assailant,  quieted  down 
and  stood  shivering  with  terror.  "Get  up,  Boss ;  it's 
safe  now." 

But  poor  Boss  lay  groaning  in  the  mud. 

"I  can't  do  it,  Bones."  There  was  a  catch  in  the 
voice  as  of  pain.  "There's  something  wrong,  old 
chap;  but  don't  make  a  fuss.  It's  only  a  shake; 
give  me  a  lift  up." 

Abe  bent  tenderly  over  his  prostrate  companion. 
He  could  see  that  he  was  very  white,  and  breathing 
with  difficulty. 

"Cheer  up,  old  Boss!"  he  murmured.  "Halloo! 
my  stars !" 

The  last  two  exclamations  were  shot  out  of  the 
honest  miner's  bosom  as  if  they* were  impelled  by 
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some  irresistible  force,  and  he  took  a  couple  of  steps 
backward  in  sheer  amazement.  There  at  the  other 
side  of  the  fallen  man,  and  half  shrouded  in  the 
darkness,  stood  what  appeared  to  Abe's  simple  soul 
to  be  the  most  beautiful  vision  that  ever  had  ap- 
peared upon  earth.  To  eyes  accustomed  to  rest  upon 
nothing  more  captivating  than  the  ruddy  faces  and 
rough  beards  of  the  miners  in  the  Sluice,  it  seemed 
that  that  fair,  delicate  countenance  must  belong  to 
a  wanderer  from  some  better  world.  Abe  gazed 
at  it  with  a  wondering  reverence,  oblivious  for 
the  moment  even  of  his  injured  friend  upon  the 
ground. 

"Oh,  papa,"  said  the  apparition,  in  great  distress, 
"he  is  hurt — the  gentleman  is  hurt!"  and  with  a 
quick  feminine  gesture  of  sympathy,  she  bent  her 
lithe  figure  over  Boss  Morgan's  prostrate  form. 

"Why,  it's  Abe  Durton  and  his  partner,"  said  the 
driver  of  the  buggy,  coming  forward  and  disclosing 
the  grizzly  features  of  Mr.  Joshua  Sinclair,  the  as- 
sayer  to  the  mines.  "I  don't  know  how  to  thank 
you,  boys.  The  infernal  brute  got  the  bit  between 
his  teeth,  and  I  should  have  had  to  have  thrown 
Carrie  out  and  chanced  it  in  another  minute.  That's 
right,"  he  continued,  as  Morgan  staggered  to  his  feet. 
"Not  much  hurt,  I  hope  ?" 

"I  can  get  up  to  the  hut  now,"  said  the  young  man, 
steadying  himself  upon  his  partner's  shoulder.  "How 
are  you  going  to  get  Miss  Sinclair  home  ?" 

"Oh,  we  can  walk !"  said  that  young  lady,  shaking 


BONES.  268 

off  the  effects  of  her  fright  with  all  the  elasticity  of 
youth. 

"We  can  drive  and  take  the  road  round  the  bank  so 
as  to  avoid  the  ford,"  said  her  father.  "The  horse 
seems  cowed  enough  now;  you  need  not  be  afraid  of 
it,  Carrie.  I  hope  we  shall  see  you  at  the  house,  both 
of  you.  Neither  of  us  can  easily  forget  this  night's 
work." 

Miss  Carrie  said  nothing,  but  she  managed  to  shoot 
a  little  demure  glance  of  gratitude  from  under  her 
long  lashes,  to  have  won  which  honest  Abe  felt  that 
he  would  have  cheerfully  undertaken  to  stop  a  run- 
away locomotive. 

There  was  a  cheery  shout  of  "Good-night,"  a  crack 
of  the  whip,  and  the  buggy  rattled  away  in  the  dark- 
ness. 

"You  told  me  the  men  were  rough  and  nasty,  pa," 
said  Miss  Carrie  Sinclair,  after  a  long  silence,  when 
the  two  dark  shadows  had  died  away  in  the  distance, 
and  the  carriage  was  speeding  along  by  the  turbulent 
stream.  "I  don't  think  so.  I  think  they  are  very 
nice."  And  Carrie  was  unusually  quiet  for  the  re- 
mainder of  her  journey,  and  seemed  more  reconciled 
to  the  hardship  of  leaving  her  dear  friend  Amelia 
in  the  far-off  boarding-school  at  Melbourne. 

That  did  not  prevent  her  from  writing  a  full,  true, 
and  particular  account  of  their  little  adventure  to  the 
same  young  lady  upon  that  very  night. 

"They  stopped  the  horse,  darling,  and  one  poor 
fellow  was  hurt.  And  oh,  Amy,  if  you  had  seen  the 
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other  one  in  a  red  shirt,  with  a  pistol  at  his  waist! 
I  wouldn't  help  thinking  of  you,  dear.  He  was  just 
your  idea.  You  remember,  a  yellow  mustache  and 
great  blue  eyes.  And  how  he  did  stare  at  poor  me! 
You  never  see  such  men  in  Burke  Street,  Amy ;"  and 
so  on,  for  four  pages  of  pretty  feminine  gossip. 

In  the  meantime  poor  Boss,  badly  shaken,  had  been 
helped  up  the  hill  by  his  partner,  and  regained  the 
shelter  of  the  shanty.  Abe  doctored  him  out  of  the 
rude  pharmacopeia  of  the  camp,  and  bandaged  up  his 
strained  arm.  Both  were  men  of  few  words,  and 
neither  made  any  allusion  to  what  had  taken  place. 
It  was  noticed,  however,  by  Blinky,  that  his  master 
failed  to  pay  his  usual  nightly  orisons  before  the 
shrine  of  Susan  Banks.  Whether  this  sagacious  fowl 
drew  any  deductions  from  this,  and  from  the  fact 
that  Bones  sat  long  and  earnestly  smoking  by  the 
smouldering  fire,  I  know  not.  Suffice  it  that  as  the 
candle  died  away  and  the  miner  rose  from  his  chair, 
his  feathered  friend  flew  down  upon  his  shoulder, 
and  was  only  prevented  from  giving  vent  to  a  sympa- 
thetic hoot  by  Abe's  warning  finger  and  its  own  strong 
inherent  sense  of  propriety. 

A  casual  visitor  dropping  into  the  straggling  town- 
ship of  Harvey's  Sluice  shortly  after  Miss  Carrie 
Sinclair's  arrival  would  have  noticed  a  considerable 
alteration  in  the  manners  and  customs  of  its  inhabi- 
tants. Whether  it  was  the  refining  influence  of  a 
woman's  presence,  or  whether  it  sprung  from  an 
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emulation  excited  by  the  brilliant  appearance  of  Abe 
Durton,  it  is  hard  to  say — probably  from  a  blending 
of  the  two.  Certain  it  is  that  that  young  man  had 
suddenly  developed  an  affection  for  cleanliness  and 
a  regard  for  the  conventionalities  of  civilization  which 
aroused  the  astonishment  and  ridicule  of  his  com- 
panions. That  Boss  Morgan  should  pay  attention 
to  his  personal  appearance  had  long  been  set  down 
as  a  curious  and  inexplicable  phenomenon,  depend- 
ing upon  early  education ;  but  that  loose-limbed,  easy- 
going Bones  should  flaunt  about  in  a  clean  shirt  was 
regarded  by  every  grimy  denizen  of  the  Sluice  as  a 
direct  and  premeditated  insult  In  self-defence, 
therefore,  there  was  a  general  cleaning  up  after 
working  hours,  and  such  a  run  upon  the  grocery 
establishment,  that  soap  went  up  to  an  unprecedented 
figure,  and  a  fresh  consignment  had  to  be  ordered 
from  McFarlane's  store  in  Buckhurst. 

"Is  this  here  a  free  minin'  camp,  or  is  it  a  darned 
Sunday-school  ?"  had  been  the  indignant  query  of 
Long  McCoy,  a  prominent  member  of  the  reactionary 
party,  who  had  failed  to  advance  with  the  times,  hav- 
ing been  absent  during  the  period  of  regeneration. 
But  his  remonstrance  met  with  but  little  sympathy; 
and  at  the  end  of  a  couple  of  days  a  general  turbidity 
of  the  creek  announced  his  surrender,  which  was  con- 
firmed by  his  appearance  in  the  Colonial  Bar  with  a 
shining  and  bashful  face,  and  hair  which  was  redo- 
lent of  bear's  grease. 

"I  felt  kinder  lonesome,"  he  remarked,  apologeti- 

12    VOL  2 


266  BONES 

cally,  "so  I  thought  as  I'd  have  a  look  what  was  under 
the  clay ;"  and  he  viewed  himself  approvingly  in  the 
cracked  mirror  which  graced  the  select  room  of  the 
establishment. 

Our  casual  visitor  would  have  noticed  a  remark- 
able change  also  in  the  conversation  of  the  commu- 
nity. Somehow,  when  a  certain  dainty  little  bonnet 
with  a  sweet,  girlish  figure  beneath  it  was  seen  in  the 
distance  among  the  disused  shafts  and  mounds  of  red 
earth  which  disfigured  the  sides  of  the  valley,  there 
was  a  warning  murmur,  and  a  general  clearing  off  of 
the  cloud  of  blasphemy,  which  was,  I  regret  to  state, 
an  habitual  characteristic  of  the  working  population 
of  Harvey's  Sluice.  Such  things  only  need  a  begin- 
ning, and  it  was  noticeable  that  long  after  Miss  Sin- 
clair had  vanished  from  sight  there  was  a  decided  rise 
in  the  moral  barometer  of  the  gulches.  Men  found 
by  experience  that  their  stock  of  adjectives  was  less 
limited  than  they  had  been  accustomed  to  suppose, 
and  that  the  less  forcible  were  sometimes  even  more 
adapted  for  conveying  their  meaning. 

Abe  had  formerly  been  considered  one  of  the  most 
experienced  valuators  of  an  ore  in  the  settlement.  It 
had  been  commonly  supposed  that  he  was  able  to 
estimate  the  amount  of  gold  in  a  fragment  of  quartz 
with  remarkable  exactness.  This,  however,  was  evi- 
dently a  mistake,  otherwise  he  would  never  have  in- 
curred the  useless  expense  of  having  so  many  worth- 
less specimens  assayed  as  he  now  did.  Mr.  Joshua 
Sinclair  found  himself  inundated  with  such  a  flood 


BONES.  267 

of  fragments  of  mica,  and  lumps  of  lock  containing 
decimal  percentages  of  the  precious  metals,  that  he 
began  to  form  a  very  low  opinion  of  the  young  man's 
mining  capabilities.  It  is  even  asserted  that  Abe 
shuffled  up  to  the  house  one  morning  with  a  hopeful 
smile,  and,  after  some  fumbling,  produced  half  a 
brick  from  the  bosom  of  his  jersey,  with  the  stereo- 
typed remark,  "that  he  thought  he'd  struck  it  at  last, 
and  so  had  dropped  in  to  ask  him  to  cipher  out  an 
estimate."  As  this  anecdote  rests,  however,  upon  the 
unsupported  evidence  of  Jim  Struggles,  the  humorist 
of  the  camp,  there  may  be  some  slight  inaccuracy  of 
detail. 

It  is  certain  that  what  with  professional  business  in 
the  morning  and  social  visits  at  night,  the  tall  figure 
of  the  miner  was  a  familiar  object  in  the  little  draw- 
ing-room of  Azalea  Villa,  as  the  new  house  of  the 
assayer  had  been  magniloquently  named.  He  seldom 
ventured  upon  a  remark  in  the  presence  of  its  fe- 
male occupant,  but  would  sit  on  the  extreme  edge  of 
his  chair,  in  a  state  of  speechless  admiration  while 
she  rattled  off  some  lively  air  upon  the  newly  im- 
ported piano.  Many  were  the  strange  and  unexpected 
places  in  which  his  feet  turned  up.  Miss  Carrie  had 
gradually  come  to  the  conclusion  that  they  were  en- 
tirely independent  of  his  body,  and  had  ceased  to 
speculate  upon  the  manner  in  which  she  would  trip 
over  them  on  one  side  of  the  table  while  the  blushing 
owner  was  apologizing  from  the  other.  There  was 
only  one  cloud  on  honest  Bones's  mental  horizon,  and 
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that  was  the  periodical  appearance  of  Black  Tom  Fer- 
guson, of  Rochdale  Ferry.  This  clever  young  scamp 
had  managed  to  ingratiate  himself  with  old  Joshua, 
and  was  a  constant  visitor  at  the  villa.  There  were 
evil  rumors  abroad  about  Black  Tom.  He  was  known 
to  be  a  gambler,  and  shrewdly  suspected  to  be  worse. 
Harvey's  Sluice  was  not  censorious,  and  yet  there 
was  a  general  feeling  that  Ferguson  was  a  man  to  be 
avoided.  There  was  a  reckless  elan  about  his  bear- 
ing, however,  and  a  sparkle  in  his  conversation,  which 
had  an  indescribable  charm,  and  even  induced  the 
Boss,  who  was  particular  in  such  matters,  to  cultivate 
his  acquaintance  while  forming  a  correct  estimate  of 
his  character.  Miss  Carrie  seemed  to  hail  his  appear- 
ance as  a  relief,  and  chattered  away  for  hours  about 
books  and  music  and  the  gayeties  of  Melbourne.  It 
was  on  these  occasions  that  poor  simple  Bones  would 
sink  into  the  very  lowest  depths  of  despondency,  and 
either  slink  away,  or  sit  glaring  at  his  rival  with  an 
earnest  malignancy  which  seemed  to  cause  that  gen- 
tleman no  small  amusement. 

The  miner  made  no  secret  to  his  partner  of  the 
admiration  which  he  entertained  for  Miss  Sinclair. 
If  he  was  silent  in  her  company,  he  was  voluble 
enough  when  she  was  the  subject  of  discourse.  Loi- 
terers upon  the  Buckhurst  road  might  have  heard  a 
stentorian  voice  upon  the  hillside  bellowing  forth 
a  vocabulary  of  female  charms.  He  submitted  his 
difficulties  to  the  superior  intelligence  of  the 
Boss. 
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"That  loafer  from  Rochdale,"  he  said,  "he  seems 
to  reel  it  off  kinder  nat'ral,  while  for  the  life  of  me 
I  can't  say  a  word.  Tell  me,  Boss,  what  would  you 
say  to  a  girl  like  that?" 

"Why,  talk  about  what  would  interest  her,"  said 
his  companion. 

"Ah,  that's  where  it  lies !" 

"Talk  about  the  customs  of  the  place  and  the  coun- 
try," said  the  Boss,  pulling  meditatively  at  his  pipe. 
"Tell  her  stories  of  what  you  have  seen  in  the  mines, 
and  that  sort  of  thing." 

"Eh  ?  You'd  do  that,  would  you  ?"  responded  his 
comrade  more  hopefully.  "If  that's  the  hang  of  it, 
I  am  right.  I'll  go  up  now  and  tell  her  about  Chi- 
cago Bill,  an'  how  he  put  them  two  bullets  in  the  man 
from  the  bend  the  night  of  the  dance." 

Boss  Morgan  laughed. 

"That's  hardly  the  thing,"  he  said.  "You'd 
frighten  her  if  you  told  her  that.  Tell  her  something 
lighter,  you  know;  something  to  amuse  her,  some- 
thing funny." 

"Funny?"  said  the  anxious  lover,  with  less  confi- 
dence in  his  voice.  "How  you  and  me  made  Mat 
Houlahan  drunk  and  put  him  in  the  pulpit  of  the 
Baptist  church,  and  he  wouldn't  let  the  preacher  in 
in  the  morning.  How  would  that  do,  eh  ?" 

"For  Heaven's  sake,  don't  say  anything  of  the 
sort,"  said  his  mentor,  in  great  consternation.  "She'd 
never  speak  to  either  of  us  again.  No ;  what  I  mean 
is  that  you  should  tell  about  the  habits  of  the  miners. 
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how  men  live  and  work  and  die  there.     If  she  is  a 
sensible  girl  that  ought  to  interest  her." 

"How  they  live  at  the  mines  ?  Pard,  you  are  good 
to  me.  How  they  live  ?  There's  the  thing  I  can  talk 
of  as  glib  as  Black  Tom  or  any  man.  I'll  try  it  on 
her  when  I  see  her." 

"By  the  way,"  said  his  partner,  listlessly,  "just 
keep  an  eye  on  that  man  Ferguson.  His  hands  arn't 
very  clean,  you  know,  and  he's  not  scrupulous  when 
he  is  aiming  for  anything.  You  remember  how  Dick 
Williams,  of  English  Town,  was  found  dead  in  the 
bush.  Of  course  it  was  rangers  that  did  it.  They 
do  say,  however,  that  Black  Tom  owed  him  a 
deal  more  money  than  he  could  ever  have  paid. 
There's  been  one  or  two  queer  things  about  him. 
Keep  your  eye  on  him,  Abe.  Watch  what  he 
does." 

"I  will,"  said  his  companion. 

And  he  did.  He  watched  him  that  very  night 
Watched  him  stride  out  of  the  house  of  the  assayer 
with  anger  and  baffled  pride  on  every  feature  of  his 
handsome,  swarthy  face.  Watched  him  clear  the 
garden  paling  at  a  bound,  pass  in  long,  rapid  strides 
down  the  side  of  the  valley,  gesticulating  wildly  with 
his  hand,  and  vanish  into  the  bushland  beyond.  All 
this  Abe  Durton  watched,  and  with  a  thoughtful  look 
upon  his  face  he  relighted  his  pipe  and  strolled  slowly 
backward  to  the  hut  upon  the  hill. 

March  was  drawing  to  a  close  in  Harvey's  Sluice, 
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and  the  glare  and  heat  of  the  antipodean  summer  had 
toned  down  into  the  rich,  mellow  hues  of  autumn.  It 
was  never  a  lovely  place  to  look  upon.  There  was 
something  hopelessly  prosaic  in  the  two  bare,  rugged 
ridges,  seamed  and  scarred  by  the  hand  of  man,  with 
iron  arms  of  windlasses,  and  broken  buckets  project- 
ing everywhere  through  the  endless  little  hillocks  of 
red  earth.  Down  the  middle  ran  the  deeply  rutted 
road  from  Buckhurst,  winding  along  and  crossing  the 
sluggish  tide  of  Harper's  Creek  by  a  crumbling 
wooden  bridge.  Beyond  the  bridge  lay  the  cluster  of 
little  huts,  with  the  Colonial  Bar  and  the  grocery 
towering  in  all  the  dignity  of  whitewash  among  the 
humble  dwellings  around.  The  assayer's  veranda- 
lined  house  lay  above  the  gulches  on  the  side  of 
the  slope  nearly  opposite  the  dilapidated  specimen 
of  architecture  of  which  our  friend  Abe  was  so  un- 
reasonably proud. 

There  was  one  other  building  which  might  have 
come  under  the  category  of  what  an  inhabitant  of  the 
Sluice  would  have  described  as  a  "public  edifice," 
with  a  comprehensive  wave  of  his  pipe  which  con- 
jured up  images  of  an  endless  vista  of  colonnades  and 
minarets.  This  was  the  Baptist  chapel,  a  modest 
little  shingle-roofed  erection  on  the  bend  of  the  river 
about  a  mile  above  the  settlement.  It  was  from  this 
that  the  town  looked  at  its  best,  when  the  harsh  out- 
lines and  crude  colors  were  somewhat  softened  by  dis- 
tance. On  that  particular  morning  the  stream  looked 
pretty  as  it  meandered  down  the  valley;  pretty,  too, 
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was  the  long,  rising  upland  behind,  with  its  luxuriant 
green  covering,  and  prettiest  of  all  was  Miss  Carrie 
Sinclair,  as  she  laid  down  the  basket  of  ferns  which 
she  was  carrying,  and  stopped  upon  the  summit  of 
the  rising  ground. 

Something  seemed  to  be  amiss  with  that  young 
lady.  There  was  a  look  of  anxiety  upon  her  face 
which  contrasted  strangely  with  her  usual  appear- 
ance of  piquant  insouciance.  Some  recent  trouble 
had  left  its  traces  upon  her.  Perhaps  it  was  to  walk 
it  off  that  she  had  rambled  down  the  valley ;  certain 
it  is  that  she  inhaled  the  fresh  breezes  of  the  wood- 
lands as  if  their  resinous  fragrance  bore  with  them 
some  antidote  for  human  sorrow. 

She  stood  for  some  time  gazing  at  the  view  before 
her.  She  could  see  her  father's  house,  like  a  white 
dot  upon  the  hill-side,  though  strangely  enough  it 
was  a  blue  reek  of  smoke  upon  the  opposite  slope 
which  seemed  to  attract  the  greater  part  of  her  at- 
tention. She  lingered  there,  watching  it  with  a  wist- 
ful look  in  her  hazel  eyes.  Then  the  loneliness  of 
her  situation  seemed  to  strike  her,  and  she  felt  one 
of  those  spasmodic  fits  of  unreasoning  terror  to  which 
the  bravest  women  are  subject.  Tales  of  natives  and 
of  bushrangers,  their  daring  and  their  cruelty,  flashed 
across  her.  She  glanced  at  the  great,  mysterious 
stretch  of  silent  bushland  beside  her,  and  stooped  to 
pick  up  her  basket  with  the  intention  of  hurrying 
along  the  road  in  the  direction  of  the  gulches.  She 
started  round,  and  hardly  suppressed  a  scream  as  a 
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long,  red-flanneled  arm  shot  out  from  behind  her  and 
withdrew  the  basket  from  her  very  grasp. 

The  figure  which  met  her  eyes  would  to  some  have 
seemed  little  calculated  to  allay  her  fears.  The  high 
boots,  the  rough  shirt,  and  the  broad  girdle  with  its 
weapons  of  death  were,  however,  too  familiar  to 
Miss  Carrie  to  be  objects  of  terror ;  and  when  above 
them  all  she  saw  a  pair  of  tender  blue  eyes  looking 
down  upon  her,  and  a  half -abashed  smile  lurking 
under  a  thick  yellow  mustache,  she  knew  that  for 
the  remainder  of  that  walk  ranger  and  black  would 
be  equally  powerless  to  harm  her. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Durton,"  she  said,  "how  you  did  startle 
me!" 

"I'm  sorry,  miss,"  said  Abe,  in  great  trepidation 
at  having  caused  his  idol  one  moment's  uneasiness. 
"You  see,"  he  continued,  with  simple  cunning,  "the 
weather  bein'  fine  and  my  partner  gone  prospectin', 
I  thought  I'd  walk  up  to  Hagley's  Hill  and  round 
back  by  the  bend,  and  there  I  sees  you  accidental- 
like  and  promiscuous  a-standin'  on  a  hillock."  This 
astounding  falsehood  was  reeled  off  by  the  miner 
with  great  fluency  and  an  artificial  sincerity  which 
at  once  stamped  it  as  a  fabrication.  Bones  had  con- 
cocted and  rehearsed  it  while  tracking  the  little  foot- 
steps in  the  clay,  and  looked  upon  it  as  the  very 
depth  of  human  guile.  Miss  Carrie  did  not  venture 
upon  a  remark,  but  there  was  a  gleam  of  amusement 
in  her  eyes  which  puzzled  her  lover. 

Abe  was  in  good  spirits  this  morning.     It  may 
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have  been  the  sunshine,  or  it  may  have  been  the  rapid 
rise  of  shares  in  the  Connemara,  which  lightened  his 
heart.  I  am  inclined  to  think,  however,  that  it  was 
referable  to  neither  of  these  causes.  Simple  as  he 
was,  the  scene  which  he  had  witnessed  the  night  before 
could  only  lead  to  one  conclusion.  He  pictured  him- 
self walking  as  wildly  down  the  valley  under  similar 
circumstances,  and  his  heart  was  touched  with  pity 
for  his  rival.  He  felt  very  certain  that  the  ill-omened 
face  of  Mr.  Thomas  Ferguson  of  Rochdale  Ferry 
would  never  more  be  seen  within  the  walls  of  Azalea 
Villa.  Then  why  did  she  refuse  him  ?  He  was  hand- 
some, he  was  fairly  rich.  Could  it —  ?  no,  it  couldn't ; 
of  course  it  couldn't;  how  could  it!  The  idea  was 
ridiculous — so  very  ridiculous  that  it  had  fermented 
in  the  young  man's  brain  all  night,  and  that  he  could 
do  nothing  but  ponder  over  it  in  the  morning,  and 
cherish  it  in  his  perturbed  bosom. 

They  passed  down  the  red  pathway  together,  and 
along  by  the  river's  bank.  Abe  had  relapsed  into  his 
normal  condition  of  taciturnity.  He  had  made  one 
gallant  effort  to  hold  forth  upon  the  subject  of  ferns, 
stimulated  by  the  basket  which  he  held  in  his  hand, 
but  the  theme  was  not  a  thrilling  one,  and  after  a 
spasmodic  flicker  he  had  abandoned  the  attempt. 
While  coming  along  he  had  been  full  of  racy  anec- 
dotes and  humorous  observations.  He  had  rehearsed 
innumerable  remarks  which  were  to  be  poured  into 
Miss  Sinclair's  appreciative  ear.  But  now  his  brain 
seemed  of  a  sudden  to  have  become  a  vacuum,  and 
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utterly  devoid  of  any  idea  save  an  insane  and  over- 
powering impulse  to  comment  upon  the  heat  of  the 
sun.  No  astronomer  who  ever  reckoned  a  parallax 
was  so  entirely  absorbed  in  the  condition  of  the 
celestial  bodies  as  honest  Bones  while  he  trudged 
along  by  the  slow-flowing  Australian  river. 

Suddenly  his  conversation  with  his  partner  came 
back  into  his  mind.  What  was  it  Boss  had  said 
upon  the  subject?  "Tell  her  how  they  live  at  the 
mines."  He  revolved  it  in  his  brain.  It  seemed  a 
curious  thing  to  talk  about;  but  Boss  had  said  it, 
and  Boss  was  always  right.  He  would  take  the 
plunge;  so,  with  a  premonitory  hem,  he  blurted 
out: 

"They  live  mostly  on  bacon  and  beans  in  the 
valley." 

He  could  not  see  what  effect  this  communication 
had  upon  his  companion.  He  was  too  tall  to  be  able 
to  peer  under  the  little  straw  bonnet.  She  did  not 
answer.  He  would  try  again. 

"Mutton  on  Sundays,"  he  said. 

Even  this  failed  to  arouse  any  enthusiasm.  In 
fact,  she  seemed  to  be  laughing.  Boss  was  evidently 
wrong.  The  young  man  was  in  despair.  The  sight 
of  a  ruined  hut  beside  the  pathway  conjured  up  a 
fresh  idea.  He  grasped  at  it  as  a  drowning  man  at 
a  straw. 

"Cockney  Jack  built  that,"  he  remarked.  "Lived 
there  till  he  died." 

"What  did  he  die  of  ?"  asked  his  companion. 
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"Three  star  brandy,"  said  Abe,  decisively.  "I  used 
to  come  over  of  a  night  when  he  was  bad  and  sit  by 
him.  Poor  chap !  he  had  a  wife  and  two  children  in 
Putney.  He'd  rave,  and  call  me  Polly,  by  the  hour. 
He  was  cleaned  out,  hadn't  a  red  cent;  but  the  boys 
collected  rough  gold  enough  to  see  him  through.  He's 
buried  there  in  that  shaft ;  that  was  his  claim,  so  we 
just  dropped  him  down  it  an'  filled  it  up.  Put  down 
his  pick  too,  an'  a  spade  an'  a  bucket,  so's  he'd  feel 
kinder  perky  and  at  home." 

Miss  Carrie  seemed  more  interested  now. 

"Do  they  often  die  like  that  ?"  she  asked. 

"Well,  brandy  kills  many;  but  there's  more  gets 
dropped — shot,  you  know." 

"I  don't  mean  that.  Do  many  men  die  alone 
and  miserable  down  there,  with  no  one  to  care  for 
them  ?"  and  she  pointed  to  the  cluster  of  houses  be- 
neath them.  "Is  there  any  one  dying  now?  It  is 
awful  to  think  of." 

"There's  none  as  I  knows  on  likely  to  throw  up 
their  hands." 

"I  wish  you  wouldn't  use  so  much  slang,  Mr. 
Durton,"  said  Carrie,  looking  up  at  him  reprovingly 
out  of  her  violet  eyes.  It  was  strange  what  an  air 
of  proprietorship  this  young  lady  was  gradually  as- 
suming toward  her  gigantic  companion.  "You  know 
it  isn't  polite.  You  should  get  a  dictionary  and  learn 
the  proper  woi'ds." 

"Ah,  that's  it!"  said  Bones,  apologetically.  "It's 
gettin'  your  hand  on  the  proper  one.  When  you've 
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not  got  a  steam  drill,  you've  got  to  put  up  with  a 
pick." 

"Yes ;  but  it's  easy  if  you  really  try.  You  could 
say  that  a  man  was  'dying,'  or  'moribund,'  if  you 
like." 

"That's  it,"  said  the  miner,  enthusiastically. 
"  'Moribund !'  That's  a  word.  Why,  you  could 
lay  over  Boss  Morgan  in  the  matter  of  words. 
'Moribund!'  There's  some  sound  about  that." 

Carrie  laughed. 

"It's  not  the  sound  you  must  think  of,  but  whether 
it  will  express  your  meaning.  Seriously,  Mr.  Dur- 
ton,  if  any  one  should  be  ill  in  the  camp  you  must 
let  me  know.  I  can  nurse,  and  I  might  be  of  use. 
You  will,  won't  you  ?" 

Abe  readily  acquiesced,  and  relapsed  into  silence 
as  he  pondered  over  the  possibility  of  inoculating 
himself  with  some  long  and  tedious  disease.  There 
was  a  mad  dog  reported  from  Buckhurst.  Perhaps 
something  might  be  done  with  that 

"And  now  I  must  say  good-morning,"  said  Carrie, 
as  they  came  to  the  spot  where  a  crooked  pathway 
branched  off  from  the  track  and  wound  up  to  Azalea 
Villa.  "Thank  you  ever  so  much  for  escorting  me." 

In  vain  Abe  pleaded  for  the  additional  hundred 
yards,  and  adduced  the  overflowing  weight  of  the 
diminutive  basket  as  a  cogent  reason.  The  young  lady 
was  inexorable.  She  had  taken  him  too  far  out  of 
his  way  already.  She  was  ashamed  of  herself;  she 
wouldn't  hear  of  it 
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So  poor  Bones  departed  in  a  mixture  of  many  op- 
posite feelings.  He  had  interested  her.  She  had 
spoken  kindly  to  him.  But  then  she  had  sent  him 
away  before  there  was  any  necessity;  she  couldn't 
care  much  about  him  if  she  would  do  that.  I  think 
he  might  have  felt  a  little  more  cheerful,  however, 
had  he  seen  Miss  Carrie  Sinclair  as  she  watched  his 
retiring  figure  from  the  garden-gate  with  a  loving 
look  upon  her  saucy  face,  and  a  mischievous  smile 
at  his  bent  head  and  desponding  appearance. 

The  Colonial  Bar  was  the  favorite  haunt  of  the 
inhabitants  of  Harvey's  Sluice  in  their  hours  of 
relaxation.  There  had  been  a  fierce  competition  be- 
tween it  and  the  rival  establishment  termed  the 
Grocery,  which,  in  spite  of  its  innocent  appellation, 
aspired  also  to  dispense  spirituous  refreshments.  The 
importation  of  chairs  into  the  latter  had  led  to  the 
appearance  of  a  settee  in  the  former.  Spittoons  ap- 
peared in  the  Grocery  against  a  picture  in  the  Bar, 
and,  as  the  frequenters  expressed  it,  the  honors  were 
even.  When,  however,  the  Grocery  led  a  window- 
curtain,  and  its  opponent  returned  a  snuggery  and 
a  mirror,  the  game  was  declared  to  be  in  favor  of 
the  latter,  and  Harvey's  Sluice  showed  its  sense  of 
the  spirit  of  the  proprietor  by  withdrawing  their 
custom  from  his  opponent. 

Though  every  man  was  at  liberty  to  swagger  into 
the  Bar  itself,  and  bask  in  the  shimmer  of  its  many- 
colored  bottles,  there  was  a  general  feeling  that  the 
snuggery,  or  special  apartment,  should  be  reserved 
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for  the  use  of  the  more  prominent  citizens.  It  was 
in  this  room  that  committees  met,  that  opulent  com- 
panies were  conceived  and  born,  and  that  inquests 
were  generally  held.  The  latter,  I  regret  to  state, 
was,  in  1861,  a  pretty  frequent  ceremony  at  the 
Sluice,  and  the  findings  of  the  coroner  were  some- 
times characterized  by  a  fine,  breezy  originality. 
Witness  when  Bully  Burke,  a  notorious  desperado, 
was  shot  down  by  a  quiet  young  medical  man,  and 
a  sympathetic  jury  brought  in  that  "the  deceased  had 
met  his  death  in  an  ill-advised  attempt  to  stop  a 
pistol-ball  while  in  motion,"  a  verdict  which  was 
looked  upon  as  a  triumph  of  jurisprudence  in  the 
camp,  as  simultaneously  exonerating  the  culprit  and 
adhering  to  the  rigid  and  undeniable  truth. 

On  this  particular  evening  there  was  an  assem- 
blage of  notabilities  in  the  snuggery,  though  no  such 
pathological  ceremony  had  called  them  together. 
Many  changes  had  occurred  of  late  which  merited 
discussion,  and  it  was  in  this  chamber,  gorgeous  in 
all  the  effete  luxury  of  the  mirror  and  settee,  that 
Harvey's  Sluice  was  wont  to  exchange  ideas.  The 
recent  cleansing  of  the  population  was  still  causing 
some  ferment  in  men's  minds.  Then  there  was  Miss 
Sinclair  and  her  movements  to  be  commented  on, 
and  the  paying  lead  in  the  Connemara,  and  the  re- 
cent rumors  of  bushrangers.  It  was  no  wonder  that 
the  leading  men  in  the  township  had  come  together 
in  the  Colonial  Bar. 

The  rangers  were  the  present  subject  of  discussion. 
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For  some  few  days  rumors  of  their  presence  had  been 
flying  about,  and  an  uneasy  feeling  had  pervaded  the 
colony.  Physical  fear  was  a  thing  little  known  in 
Harvey's  Sluice.  The  miners  would  have  turned  out 
to  hunt  down  the  desperadoes  with  as  much  zest  as  if 
they  had  been  so  many  kangaroos.  It  was  the  pres- 
ence of  a  large  quantity  of  gold  in  the  town  which 
caused  anxiety.  It  was  felt  that  the  fruits  of  their 
labor  must  be  secured  at  any  cost.  Messages  had 
been  sent  over  to  Buckhurst  for  as  many  troopers 
as  could  be  spared,  and  in  the  meantime  the  main 
street  of  the  Sluice  was  paraded  at  night  by  volunteer 
sentinels. 

A  fresh  impetus  had  been  given  to  the  panic  by 
the  report  brought  in  to-day  by  Jim  Struggles.  Jim 
was  of  an  ambitious  and  aspiring  turn  of  mind,  and 
after  gazing  in  silent  disgust  at  his  last  week's  clean- 
up, he  had  metaphorically  shaken  the  clay  of  Har- 
vey's Sluice  from  his  feet  and  had  started  off  into 
the  woods  with  the  intention  of  prospecting  round 
until  he  could  hit  upon  some  likely  piece  of  ground 
for  himself.  Jim's  story  was  that  he  was  sitting 
upon  a  fallen  trunk  eating  his  midday  damper  and 
rusty  bacon,  when  his  trained  ear  had  caught  the 
clink  of  horses'  hoofs.  He  had  hardly  time  to  take 
the  precaution  of  rolling  off  the  tree  and  crouching 
down  behind  it,  before  a  troop  of  men  came  riding 
down  through  the  bush,  and  passed  within  a  stone's- 
throw  of  him. 

"There  was  Bill  Smeaton  and  Murphy  Duff,"  said 
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Struggles,  naming  two  notorious  ruffians ;  "and  there 
was  three  more  that  I  couldn't  rightly  see.  And  they 
took  the  trail  to  the  right,  and  looked  like  business 
all  over,  with  their  guns  in  their  hands." 

Jim  was  submitted  to  a  searching  cross-examina- 
tion that  evening;  but  nothing  could  shake  his  tes- 
timony or  throw  a  further  light  upon  what  he  had 
seen.  He  told  the  story  several  times  and  at  long 
intervals;  and  though  there  might  be  a  pleasing  va- 
riety in  the  minor  incidents,  the  main  facts  were 
always  identically  the  same.  The  matter  began  to 
look  serious. 

There  were  a  few,  however,  who  were  loudly  scep- 
tical as  to  the  existence  of  the  rangers,  and  the  most 
prominent  of  these  was  a  young  man  who  was  perched 
on  a  barrel  in  the  centre  of  the  room,  and  was  evi- 
dently one  of  the  leading  spirits  in  the  community. 
We  have  already  seen  that  dark,  curling  hair,  lack- 
lustre eye,  and  thin,  cruel  lips  in  the  person  of  Black 
Tom  Ferguson,  the  rejected  suitor  of  Miss  Sinclair. 
He  was  easily  distinguishable  from  the  rest  of  the 
party  by  a  tweed  coat,  and  other  symptoms  of  effem- 
inacy in  his  dress,  which  might  have  brought  him 
into  disrepute  had  he  not,  like  Abe  Burton's  partner, 
early  established  the  reputation  of  being  a  quietly 
desperate  man.  On  the  present  occasion  he  seemed 
somewhat  under  the  influence  of  liquor,  a  rare  occur- 
rence with  him,  and  probably  to  be  ascribed  to  his 
recent  disappointment.  He  was  almost  fierce  in  his 
denunciation  of  Jim  Struggles  and  his  story. 
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"It's  always  the  same,"  he  said;  "if  a  man  meets 
a  few  travelers  in  the  bush,  he's  bound  to  come  back 
raving  about  rangers.  If  they'd  seen  Struggles  there, 
they  would  have  gone  off  with  a  long  yarn  about  a 
ranger  crouching  behind  a  tree.  As  to  recognizing 
people  riding  fast  among  tree-trunks,  it  is  an  im- 
possibility." 

Struggles,  however,  stoutly  maintained  his  original 
assertion,  and  all  the  sarcasms  and  arguments  of  his 
opponent  were  thrown  away  upon  his  stolid  com- 
placency. It  was  noticed  that  Ferguson  seemed  un- 
accountably put  out  about  the  whole  matter.  Some- 
thing seemed  to  be  on  his  mind,  too ;  for  occasionally 
he  would  spring  off  his  perch  and  pace  up  and  down 
the  room  with  an  abstracted  and  very  forbidding  look 
upon  his  swarthy  face.  It  was  a  relief  to  every  one 
when,  suddenly  catching  up  his  hat  and  wishing  the 
company  a  curt  "Good-night,"  he  walked  off  through 
the  bar,  and  into  the  street  beyond. 

"Seem  kinder  put  out,"  remarked  Long  McCoy. 

"He  can't  be  afeared  of  the  rangers,  surely,"  said 
Joe  Shamus,  another  man  of  consequence,  and  prin- 
cipal shareholder  of  the  El  Dorado. 

"No,  he's  not  the  man  to  be  afraid,"  answered  an- 
other. "There's  something  queer  about  him  the  last 
day  or  two.  He's  been  long  trips  in  the  woods  with- 
out any  tools.  They  do  say  that  the  assayer's  daugh- 
ter has  chucked  him  over." 

"Quite  right,  too.  A  darned  sight  too  good  for 
him,"  remarked  several  voices. 
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"It's  odds  but  he  has  another  try,"  said  Shamus. 
"He's  a  hard  man  to  beat  when  he's  set  his  mind 
on  a  thing." 

"Abe  Durton's  the  horse  to  win,"  remarked  Houla- 
han,  a  little  bearded  Irishman.  "It's  sivin  to  four 
I'd  be  willin'  to  lay  on  him." 

"And  you'd  be  afther  losing  your  money,  avick," 
said  a  young  man,  with  a  laugh.  "She'll  want  more 
brains  than  ever  Bones  had  in  his  skull,  you  bet." 

"Who's  seen  Bones  to-day?"  asked  McCoy. 

"I've  seen  him,"  said  the  young  miner.  "He  came 
round  all  through  the  camp  asking  for  a  dictionary 
— wanted  to  write  a  letter  likely." 

"I  saw  him  readin'  it,"  said  Shamus.  "He  came 
over  to  me  and  told  me  he'd  struck  something  good 
at  the  first  show.  Showed  me  a  word  about  as  long 
as  your  arm — 'abdicate,'  or  something." 

"It's  a  rich  man  he  is  now,  I  suppose,"  said  the 
Irishman. 

"Well,  he's  about  made  his  pile.  He  holds  a  hun- 
dred feet  of  the  Connemara,  and  the  shares  go  up 
every  hour.  If  he'd  sell  out  he'd  be  about  fit  to  go 
home." 

"Guess  he  wants  to  take  somebody  home  with 
him,"  said  another.  "Old  Joshua  wouldn't  object, 
seein'  that  the  money  is  there." 

I  think  it  has  been  already  recorded  in  this  nar- 
rative that  Jim  Struggles,  the  wandering  prospector, 
had  gained  the  reputation  of  being  the  wit  of  the 
camp.  It  was  not  only  in  airy  badinage,  but  in  the 
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conception  and  execution  of  more  pretentious  prac- 
tical pleasantries  that  Jim  had  earned  his  reputation. 
His*  adventure  in  the  morning  had  caused  a  certain 
stagnation  in  his  usual  flow  of  humor;  but  the  com- 
pany and  his  potations  were  gradually  restoring  him 
to  a  more  cheerful  state  of  mind.  He  had  been 
brooding  in  silence  over  some  idea  since  the  departure 
of  Ferguson,  and  he  now  proceeded  to  evolve  it  to 
his  expectant  companions. 

"Say,  boys,"  he  began,  "what  day  is  this  ?" 

"Friday,  ain't  it?" 

"No,  not  that.     What  day  of  the  month  ?" 

"Darned  if  I  know!" 

"Well,  I'll  tell  you  now.  It's  the  first  o'  April. 
I've  got  a  calendar  in  the  hut  as  says  so." 

"What  if  it  is  ?"  said  several  voices. 

"Well,  don't  you  see,  it's  All  Fools'  Day.  Couldn't 
we  fix  up  some  little  joke  on  some  one,  eh  ?  Couldn't 
we  get  a  laugh  out  of  it?  Now,  there's  old  Bones, 
for  instance;  he'll  never  smell  a  rat.  Couldn't  we 
send  him  off  somewhere  and  watch  him  go,  maybe? 
We'd  have  something  to  chaff  him  on  for  a  month 
to  come,  eh  ?" 

There  was  a  general  murmur  of  assent.  A  joke, 
however  poor,  was  always  welcome  to  the  Sluicers. 
The  broader  the  point,  the  more  thoroughly  was  it 
appreciated.  There  was  no  morbid  delicacy  of  feel- 
ing in  the  gulches. 

"Where  shall  we  send  him  ?"  was  the  query. 

Jim  Struggles  was  buried  in  thought  for  a  moment. 
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Then  an  unhallowed  inspiration  seemed  to  come  over 
him,  and  he  laughed  uproariously,  rubbing  his  hands 
between  his  knees  in  the  excess  of  his  delight. 

"Well,  what  is  it  ?"  asked  the  eager  audience. 

"See  here,  boys.  There's  Miss  Sinclair.  You  was 
saying  as  Abe's  gone  on  her.  She  don't  fancy  him 
much,  you  think.  Suppose  we  write  him  a  note — 
send  it  him  to-night,  you  know." 

"Well,  what  then  ?"  said  McCoy. 

"Well,  pretend  the  note  is  from  her,  d'ye  see  ?  Put 
her  name  at  the  bottom.  Let  on  as  she  wants  him  to 
come  up  an'  meet  her  in  the  garden  at  twelve.  He's 
bound  to  go.  He'll  think  she  wants  to  go  off  with 
him.  It'll  be  the  biggest  thing  played  this  year." 

There  was  a  roar  of  laughter.  The  idea  conjured 
up  of  honest  Bones  mooning  about  in  the  garden,  and 
of  old  Joshua  coming  out  to  remonstrate  with  a 
double-barreled  shotgun,  was  irresistibly  comic.  The 
plan  was  approved  of  unanimously. 

"Here's  pencil  and  here's  paper,"  said  the  hu- 
morist. "Who's  goin'  to  write  the  letter?" 

"Write  it  yourself,  Jim,"  said  Shamus. 

"Well,  what  shall  I  say?" 

"Say  what  you  think  right." 

"I  don't  know  how  she'd  put  it,"  said  Jim,  scratch- 
ing his  head  in  great  perplexity.  "However,  Bones 
will  never  know  the  differ.  How  will  this  do  ?  'Dear 
old  man.  Come  to  the  garden  at  twelve  to-night,  else 
I'll  never  speak  to  you  again,'  eh  ?" 

"No,  that's  not  the  style,"  said  the  young  miner. 
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"Mind,  she's  a  lass  of  eddication.  She'd  put  it 
kinder  flowery  and  soft." 

"Well,  write  it  yourself,"  said  Jim,  sulkily,  hand- 
ing him  over  the  pencil. 

"This  is  the  sort  of  thing,"  said  the  miner,  moisten- 
ing the  point  of  it  in  his  mouth.  "  'When  the  moon 
is  in  the  sky — '  " 

"There  it  is.     That's  bully,"  from  the  company. 

"  'And  the  stars  a-shinin'  bright,  meet,  oh,  meet 
me,  Adolphus,  by  the  garden-gate  at  twelve.' ' 

"His  name  ain't  Adolphus,"  objected  a  critic. 

"That's  how  the  poetry  comes  in,"  said  the  miner. 
"It's  kinder  fanciful,  d'ye  see?  Sounds  a  darned 
sight  better  than  Abe.  Trust  him  for  guessing  who 
she  means.  I'll  sign  it  'Carrie.'  There!" 

This  epistle  was  gravely  passed  round  the  room 
from  hand  to  hand,  and  reverentially  gazed  upon  as 
being  a  remarkable  production  of  the  human  brain. 
It  was  then  folded  up  and  committed  to  the  care  of 
a  small  boy,  who  was  solemnly  charged  under  dire 
threats  to  deliver  it  at  the  shanty,  and  to  make  off 
before  any  awkward  questions  were  asked  him.  It 
was  only  after  he  had  disappeared  in  the  darkness 
that  some  slight  compunction  visited  one  or  two  of 
the  company. 

"Ain't  it  playing  it  rather  low  on  the  girl  ?"  said 
Shamus. 

"And  rough  on  old  Bones  ?"  suggested  another. 

However,  these  objections  were  overruled  by  the 
majority  and  disappeared  entirely  upon  the  appear- 
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ance  of  a  second  jorum  of  whiskey.  The  matter  had 
almost  been  forgotten  by  the  time  that  Abe  had  re- 
ceived his  note,  and  was  spelling  it  out  with  a  pal- 
pitating heart  under  the  light  of  his  solitary  candle. 

That  night  has  long  been  remembered  in  Harvey's 
Sluice.  A  fitful  breeze  was  sweeping  down  from  the 
distant  mountains,  moaning  and  sighing  among  the 
deserted  claims.  Dark  clouds  were  hurrying  across 
the  moon,  one  moment  throwing  a  shadow  over  the 
landscape,  and  the  next  allowing  the  silvery  radiance 
to  shine  down,  cold  and  clear,  upon  the  little  valley, 
and  bathe  in  a  weird,  mysterious  light  the  great 
stretch  of  bushland  on  either  side  of  it.  A  great 
loneliness  seemed  to  rest  on  the  face  of  Nature.  Men 
remarked  afterward  on  the  strange,  eerie  atmosphere 
which  hung  over  the  little  town. 

It  was  in  the  darkness  that  Abe  Durton  sallied  out 
from  his  little  shanty.  His  partner,  Boss  Morgan, 
was  still  absent  in  the  bush,  so  that  beyond  the  ever- 
watchful  Blinky  there  was  no  living  being  to  observe 
his  movements.  A  feeling  of  mild  surprise  filled  his 
simple  soul  that  his  angel's  delicate  fingers  could  have 
formed  those  great,  straggling  hieroglyphics;  how- 
ever, there  was  the  name  at  the  foot,  and  that  was 
enough  for  him.  She  wanted  him,  no  matter  for 
what,  and  with  a  heart  as  pure  and  as  heroic  as  any 
knight-errant,  this  rough  miner  went  forth  at  the 
summons  of  his  love. 

He  groped  his  way  up  the  steep  winding  track 
wfyich  led  to  Azalea  Villa.  There  was  a  little  clump 


288      .  BONES. 

of  small  trees  and  shrubs  about  fifty  yards  from  the 
entrance  of  the  garden.  Abe  stopped  for  a  moment 
when  he  had  reached  them,  in  order  to  collect  him- 
self. It  was  hardly  twelve  yet,  so  that  he  had  a  few 
minutes  to  spare.  He  stood  under  their  dark  canopy, 
peering  at  the  white  house  vaguely  outlined  in  front 
of  him.  A  plain  enough  little  dwelling-place  to  any 
prosaic  mortal,  but  girt  with  reverence  and  awe  in 
the  eyes  of  the  lover. 

The  miner  paused  under  the  shade  of  the  trees,  and 
then  moved  on  to  the  garden-gate.  There  was  no  one 
there.  He  was  evidently  rather  early.  The  moon 
was  shining  brightly  now,  and  the  country  round  was 
as  clear  as  day.  Abe  looked  past  the  little  villa  at  the 
road  which  ran  like  a  white  winding  streak  over  the 
brow  of  the  hill.  A  watcher  behind  could  have  seen 
his  square,  athletic  figure  standing  out  sharp  and 
clear.  Then  he  gave  a  start  as  if  he  had  been  shot, 
and  staggered  up  against  the  little  gate  beside  him. 

He  had  seen  something  which  caused  even  his  sun- 
burned face  to  become  a  shade  paler  as  he  thought  of 
the  girl  so  near  him.  Just  at  the  bend  of  the  road, 
not  two  hundred  yards  away,  he  saw  a  dark,  moving 
mass  coming  round  the  curve  and  lost  in  the  shadow 
of  the  hill.  It  was  but  for  a  moment;  yet  in  that 
moment  the  quick  perception  of  the  practiced  wood- 
man had  realized  the  whole  situation.  It  was  a  band 
of  horsemen  bound  for  the  villa,  and  what  horsemen 
would  ride  so  by  night  save  the  terror  of  the  wood- 
lands— the  dreaded  rangers  of  the  bush  ? 
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It  is  true  that  on  ordinary  occasions  Abe  was  as 
sluggish  in  his  intellect  as  he  was  heavy  in  his  move- 
ments. In  the  hour  of  danger,  however,  he  was  as 
remarkable  for  cool  deliberation  as  for  prompt  and 
decisive  action.  As  he  advanced  up  the  garden  he 
rapidly  reckoned  up  the  chances  against  him.  There 
were  half  a  dozen  of  the  assailants  at  the  most  mod- 
erate computation,  all  desperate  and  fearless  men. 
The  question  was  whether  he  could  keep  them  at  bay 
for  a  short  time  and  prevent  their  forcing  a  passage 
into  the  house.  We  have  already  mentioned  that  sen- 
tinels had  been  placed  in  the  main  street  of  the  town. 
Abe  reckoned  that  help  would  be  at  hand  within  ten 
minutes  of  the  firing  of  the  first  shot. 

Were  he  inside  the  house  he  could  confidently 
reckon  on  holding  his  own  for  a  longer  period  than 
that.  Before  he  could  rouse  the  sleepers  and  gain 
admission,  however,  the  rangers  would  be  upon  him. 
He  must  content  himself  with  doing  his  utmost.  At 
any  rate,  he  would  show  Carrie  that  if  he  could  not 
talk  to  her  he  could  at  least  die  for  her.  The  thought 
gave  him  quite  a  glow  of  pleasure,  as  he  crept  under 
the  shadow  of  the  house.  He  cocked  his  revolver. 
Experience  had  taught  him  the  advantage  of  the  first 
shot 

The  road  along  which  the  rangers  were  coming 
ended  at  a  wooden  gate  opening  into  the  upper  part 
of  the  assayer's  little  garden.  This  gate  had  a  high 
acacia  hedge  on  either  side  of  it,  and  opened  into  a 
short  walk  also  lined  by  impassable  thorny  walls. 
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Abe  knew  the  place  well.  One  resolute  man  might, 
he  thought,  hold  the  passage  for  a  few  minutes  until 
the  assailants  broke  through  elsewhere  and  took  him 
in  the  rear.  At  any  rate,  it  was  his  best  chance.  He 
passed  the  front  door,  but  forbore  to  give  any  alarm. 
Sinclair  was  an  elderly  man,  and  would  be  of  little 
assistance  in  such  a  desperate  struggle  as  was  before 
him,  and  the  appearance  of  lights  in  the  house  would 
warn  the  rangers  of  the  resistance  awaiting  them. 
Oh,  for  his  partner,  the  Boss,  for  Chicago  Bill,  for 
any  one  of  twenty  gallant  men  who  would  have  come 
at  his  call  and  stood  by  him  in  such  a  quarrel !  He 
turned  into  the  narrow  pathway.  There  was  the  well- 
remembered  wooden  gate,  and  there,  perched  upon  the 
gate,  languidly  swinging  his  legs  backward  and  for- 
ward, and  peering  down  the  road  in  front  of  him,  was 
Mr.  John  Morgan,  the  very  man  for  whom  Abe  had 
been  longing  from  the  bottom  of  his  heart. 

There  was  short  time  for  explanations.  A  few  hur- 
ried words  announced  that  the  Boss,  returning  from 
his  little  tour,  had  come  across  the  rangers  riding  on 
their  mission  of  darkness,  and  overhearing  their  des- 
tination, had  managed,  by  hard  running  and  knowl- 
edge of  the  country,  to  arrive  before  them.  "No  time 
to  alarm  any  one,"  he  explained,  still  panting  from 
his  exertions;  "must  stop  them  ourselves — not  come 
for  swag — come  for  your  girl.  Only  over  our  bodies, 
Bones;"  and  with  these  few  broken  words  the 
strangely  assorted  friends  shook  hands  and  looked 
lovingly  into  each  other's  eyes,  while  the  tramp  of 
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the  horses  came  down  to  them  on  the  fragrant  breeze 
of  the  woods. 

There  were  six  rangers  in  alL  One  who  appeared 
to  be  leader  rode  in  front,  while  the  -others  followed  in 
a  body.  They  flung  themselves  off  their  Lorses  wten 
they  were  opposite  the  house,  and  after  a  few  mut- 
tered words  from  their  captain,  tethered  the  animals 
to  a  small  tree,  and  walked  confidently  to  the  gate. 

Boss  Morgan  and  Abe  were  crouching  down  under 
the  shadow  of  the  hedge,  at  the  extreme  end  of  the 
narrow  passage.  They  were  invisible  to  the  rangers, 
who  evidently  reckoned  on  meeting  little  resistance  in 
this  isolated  house.  A&  the  first  man  came  forward 
and  half  turned  to  give  some  order  to  his  comrades, 
both  the  friends  recognized  the  stern  profile  and  heavy 
mustache  of  Black  Ferguson,  the  rejected  suitor  of 
Miss  Carrie  Sinclair.  Honest  Abe  made  a  mental 
vow  that  he  at  least  should  never  reach  the  door  alive. 

The  ruffian  stepped  up  to  the  gate  and  put  his  hand 
upon  the  latch.  He  started  as  a  stentorian  "Stand 
back !"  came  thundering  out  from  among  the  bushes. 
In  war,  as  in  love,  the  miner  was  a  man  of  few  words. 

"There's  no  road  this  way,"  explained  another 
voice,  with  an  infinite  sadness  and  gentleness  about 
it  which  was  characteristic  of  its  owner  when  the 
devil  was  rampant  in  his  souL  The  ranger  recog- 
nised it.  He  remembered  the  soft,  languid  address 
which  he  had  listened  to  in  the  billiard-room  of  the 
Buckhurst  Arms,  and  which  had  wound  up  by  the 
mild  orator  putting  his  back  against  the  door,  draw- 
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ing  a  derringer,  and  asking  to  see  the  sharper  who 
would  dare  to  force  a  passage.  "It's  that  infernal 
fool  Durton,"  he  said,  "and  his  white-faced  friend." 

Both  were  well-known  names  in  the  country  round. 
But  the  rangers  were  reckless  and  desperate  men. 
They  drew  up  to  the  gate  in  a  body. 

"Clear  out  of  that!"  said  their  leader,  in  a  grim 
whisper ;  "you  can't  save  the  girl.  Go  off  with  whole 
skins  while  you  have  the  chance." 

The  partners  laughed. 

"Then,  curse  you,  come  on !" 

The  gate  was  flung  open  and  the  party  fired  a  strag- 
gling volley,  and  made  a  fierce  rush  toward  the  grav- 
eled walk. 

The  revolvers  cracked  merrily  in  the  silence  of  the 
night  from  the  bushes  at  the  other  end.  It  was  hard 
to  aim  with  precision  in  the  darkness.  The  second 
man  sprung  convulsively  into  the  air,  and  fell  upon 
his  face  with  his  arms  extended,  writhing  horribly  in 
the  moonlight.  The  third  was  grazed  in  the  leg  and 
stopped.  The  others  stopped  out  of  sympathy.  After 
all,  the  girl  was  not  for  them,  and  their  heart  was 
hardly  in  the  work.  Their  captain  rushed  madly  on, 
like  a  valiant  blackguard  as  he  was,  but  was  met  by  a 
crashing  blow  from  the  butt  of  Abe  Burton's  pistol, 
delivered  with  a  fierce  energy  which  sent  him  reeling 
back  among  his  comrades  with  the  blood  streaming 
from  his  shattered  jaw,  and  his  capacity  for  cursing 
cut  short  at  the  very  moment  when  he  needed  to  draw 
upon  it  most. 
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"Don't  go  yet/'  said  the  voice  in  the  darkness. 

However,  they  had  no  intention  of  going  yet  A 
few  minutes  must  elapse,  they  knew,  before  Harvey's 
Sluice  could  be  upon  them.  There  was  still  time  to 
force  the  door  if  they  could  succeed  in  mastering  the 
defenders.  What  Abe  had  feared  came  to  pass.  Black 
Ferguson  knew  the  ground  as  well  as  he  did.  He  ran 
rapidly  along  the  hedge,  and  the  five  crashed  through 
it  where  there  was  some  appearance  of  a  gap.  The 
two  friends  glanced  at  each  other.  Their  flank  was 
turned.  They  stood  up  like  men  who  knew  their  fate 
and  did  not  fear  to  meet  it. 

There  was  a  wild  medley  of  dark  figures  in  the 
moonlight,  and  a  ringing  cheer  from  well-known 
voices.  The  humorists  of  Harvey's  Sluice  had  found 
something  even  more  practical  than  the  joke  which 
they  had  come  to  witness.  The  partners  saw  the  faces 
of  friends  beside  them — Shamus,  Struggles,  McCoy. 
There  was  a  desperate  rally,  a  sweeping,  fiery  rush, 
a  cloud  of  smoke,  with  pistol-shots  and  fierce  oaths 
ringing  out  of  it,  and  when  it  lifted,  a  single  dark 
shadow,  flying  for  dear  life  to  the  shelter  of  the  broken 
hedge,  was  the  only  ranger  upon  his  feet  within  the 
little  garden.  But  there  was  no  sound  of  triumph 
among  the  victors;  a  strange  hush  had  come  over 
them,  and  a  murmur  ts  of  grief — for  there,  lying 
across  the  threshold  which  he  had  fought  so  gallantly 
to  defend,  lay  poor  Abe,  the  loyal  and  simple-hearted, 
breathing  heavily,  with  a  bullet  through  his  lungs. 

He  was  carried  inside  with  all  the  rough  tenderness 
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of  the  mines.  There  were  men  there,  I  think,  who 
would  have  borne  his  hurt  to  have  had  the  love  of  that 
white,  girlish  figure  which  bent  over  the  blood-stained 
bed  and  whispered  so  softly  and  so  tenderly  in  his 
ear.  Her  voice  seemed  to  rouse  him.  He  opened  his 
dreamy  blue  eyes  and  looked  about  him.  They  rested 
on  her  face. 

"Played  out,"  he  murmured;  "pardon,  Carrie, 
morib — "  and  with  a  faint  smile  he  sunk  back  upon 
the  pillow. 

However,  Abe  failed  for  once  to  be  as  good  as  his 
word.  His  hardy  constitution  asserted  itself,  and  he 
shook  off  what  might  in  a  weaker  man  have  proved  a 
deadly  wound.  Whether  it  was  the  balmy  air  of  the 
woodlands  which  came  sweeping  over  a  thousand 
miles  of  forest  into  the  sick  man's  room,  or  whether 
it  was  the  little  nurse  who  tended  him  so  gently, 
certain  it  is  that  within  two  months  we  heard  that 
he  had  realized  his  shares  in  the  Connemara,  and  gone 
from  Harvey's  Sluice  and  the  little  shanty  upon  the 
hill  forever. 

I  had  the  advantage,  a  short  time  afterward,  of 
seeing  an  extract  from  the  letter  of  a  young  lady 
named  Amelia,  to  whom  we  have  made  a  casual  allu- 
sion in  the  course  of  our  narrative.  We  have  already 
broken  the  privacy  of  one  feminine  epistle,  so  we 
shall  have  fewer  scruples  in  glancing  at  another.  <el 
was  bridemaid,"  she  remarks,  "and  Carrie  looked 
charming"  (underlined)  "in  the  veil  and  orange- 
blossoms.  Such  a  man  he  is!  twice  as  big  as  your 
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Jack,  and  he  was  so  funny,  and  blushed,  and  dropped 
the  prayer-book.  And  when  they  asked  the  question 
you  could  have  heard  him  roar  *I  do!'  at  the  other 
end  of  George  Street.  His  best  man  was  a  darling" 
(twice  underlined).  "So  quiet,  and  handsome,  and 
nice.  Too  gentle  to  take  care  of  himself  among  those 
rough  men,  I  am  sure."  I  think  it  quite  possible  that 
in  the  fulness  of  time  Miss  Amelia  managed  to  take 
upon  herself  the  care  of  our  old  friend,  Mr.  Jack  Mor- 
gan, commonly  known  as  the  Boss. 

A  tree  is  still  pointed  out  at  the  bend  as  Fergu- 
son's gum-tree.  There  is  no  need  to  enter  into  un- 
savory details.  Justice  is  short  and  sharp  in  primi- 
tive colonies,  and  the  dwellers  in  Harvey's  Sluice 
were  a  serious  and  practical  race. 

It  is  still  the  custom  for  a  select  party  to  meet  on 
a  Saturday  evening  in  the  snuggery  of  the  Colonial 
Bar.  On  such  occasions,  if  there  be  a  stranger  or 
guest  to  be  entertained,  the  same  solemn  ceremony  is 
always  observed.  Glasses  are  charged  in  silence, 
there  is  a  tapping  of  the  same  upon  the  table,  and 
then,  with  a  deprecating  cough,  Jim  Struggles  comes 
forward  and  tells  the  tale  of  the  April  joke,  and  of 
what  came  of  it.  There  is  generally  conceded  to  be 
something  very  artistic  in  the  way  in  which  he  breaks 
off  suddenly  at  the  close  of  his  narrative,  by  waving 
his  bumper  in  the  air  with  "An'  here's  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Bones.  God  bless  'em!"  a  sentiment  in  which 
the  stranger,  if  he  be  a  prudent  man,  will  most  cor- 
dially acquiesce. 


ELIAS   R   HOPKINS, 

THE  PARSON  OF  JACKMAN'S  GULCH. 

HE  was  known  in  the  Gulch  as  the  Reverend  Elias 
B.  Hopkins,  but  it  was  generally  understood  that  the 
title  was  an  honorary  one,  extorted  by  his  many  emi- 
nent qualities,  and  not  borne  out  by  any  legal  claim 
which  he  could  adduce.  "The  Parson"  was  another  of 
his  sobriquets,  which  was  sufficiently  distinctive  in  a 
land  where  the  flock  was  scattered  and  the  shepherds 
few.  To  do  him  justice,  he  never  pretended  to  have 
received  any  preliminary  training  for  the  ministry, 
or  any  orthodox  qualification  to  practice  it.  "We're 
all  working  in  the  claim  of  the  Lord/'  he  remarked 
one  day,  "and  it  doesn't  matter  a  cent  whether  we're 
hired  for  the  job  or  whether  we  waltzes  in  on  our 
own  account,"  a  piece  of  rough  imagery  which  ap- 
pealed directly  to  the  instinct  of  Jackman's  Gulch. 
It  is  quite  certain  that  during  the  first  few  months 
his  presence  had  a  marked  effect  in  diminishing  the 
excessive  use  both  of  strong  drinks  and  of  stronger 
adjectives  which  had  been  characteristic  of  the  little 
mining  settlement.  Under  his  tuition,  men  began  to 
understand  that  the  resources  of  their  native  language 
were  less  limited  than  they  had  supposed,  and  that  it 
(296) 
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was  possible  to  convey  their  impressions  with  ac- 
curacy without  the  aid  of  a  gaudy  halo  of  profanity. 

We  were  certainly  in  need  of  a  regenerator  at 
Jackman's  Gulch  about  the  beginning  of  '53.  Times 
were  flush  then  over  the  whole  colony,  but  nowhere 
flusher  than  there.  Our  material  prosperity  had  had 
a  bad  effect  upon  our  morals.  The  camp  was  a  small 
one,  lying  rather  better  than  a  hundred  and  twenty 
miles  to  the  north  of  Ballarat,  at  a  spot  where  a 
mountain  torrent  finds  its  way  down  a  rugged  ravine 
on  its  way  to  join  the  Arrowsmith  River.  History 
does  not  relate  who  the  original  Jackman  may  have 
been,  but  at  the  time  I  speak  of  the  camp  con- 
tained a  hundred  or  so  adults,  many  of  whom  were 
men  who  had  sought  an  asylum  there  after  making 
more  civilized  mining  centres  too  hot  to  hold  them. 
They  were  a  rough,  murderous  crew,  hardly  leavened 
by  the  few  respectable  members  of  society  who  were 
scattered  among  them. 

Communication  between  Jackman's  Gulch  and  the 
outside  world  was  difficult  and  uncertain.  A  portion 
of  the  bush  between  it  and  Ballarat  was  infested  by 
a  redoubtable  outlaw  named  Conky  Jim,  who,  with 
a  small  band  as  desperate  as  himself,  made  traveling 
a  dangerous  matter.  It  was  customary,  therefore, 
at  the  Gulch  to  store  up  the  dust  and  nuggets  ob- 
tained from  the  mines  in  a  special  store,  each  man's 
share  being  placed  in  a  separate  bag,  on  which  his 
name  was  marked.  A  trusty  man,  named  Woburn, 
was  deputed  to  watch  over  this  primitive  bank.  When 
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the  amount  deposited  became  considerable,  a  wagon 
was  hired,  and  the  whole  treasure  was  conveyed  to 
Ballarat,  guarded  by  the  police  and  by  a  certain 
number  of  miners,  who  took  it  in  turn  to  perform  the 
office.  Once  in  Ballarat,  it  was  forwarded  cm  to 
Melbourne  by  the  regular  gold  wagona.  By  this 
plan  the  gold  was  often  kept  for  months  in  the  Gulch 
before  being  despatched,  but  Conky  Jim  was  effectu- 
ally checkmated,  as  the  escort  party  were  far  too 
strong  for  him  and  his  gang.  He  appeared,  at  the 
time  of  which  I  write,  to  have  forsaken  his  haunts 
in  disgust,  and  the  road  could  be  traversed  by  small 
parties  with  impunity. 

Comparative  order  used  to  reign  during  the  day- 
time at  Jackman's  Gulch,  for  the  majority  of  the 
inhabitants  were  out  with  crowbar  and  pick  among 
the  quartz  ledges,  or  washing  clay  and  sand  in  their 
cradles  by  the  banks  of  the  little  stream.  As  the  sun 
sank  down,  however,  the  claims  were  gradually  de- 
serted, and  their  unkempt  owners,  clay-bespattered  and 
shaggy,  came  lounging  into  camp,  ripe  for  any  form 
of  mischief.  Their  first  visit  was  to  Woburn's  gold 
store,  where  their  clean-up  of  the  day  was  duly  de- 
posited, the  amount  being  entered  in  the  storekeeper's 
book,  and  each  miner  retaining  enough  to  cover  his 
evening's  expenses.  After  that,  all  restraint  was  at 
an  end,  and  each  set  to  work  to  get  rid  of  his  surplus 
dust  with  the  greatest  rapidity  possible.  The  focus 
of  dissipation  was  the  rough  bar,  formed  by  a  couple 
of  hogsheads  spanned  by  planks,  which  was  dignified 
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by  the  name  of  the  "Britannia  Drinking  Saloon." 
Here  Nat  Adams,  the  burly  bar-keeper,  dispensed 
bad  whiskey  at  the  rate  of  two  shillings  a  noggin, 
or  a  guinea  a  bottle,  while  his  brother  Ben  acted 
as  croupier  in  a  rude  wooden  shanty  behind,  which 
had  been  converted  into  a  gambling  hell,  and  was 
crowded  every  night.  There  had  been  a  third  brother, 
but  an  unfortunate  misunderstanding  with  a  customer 
had  shortened  his  existence.  "He  was  too  soft  to 
live  long,"  his  brother  Nathaniel  feelingly  observed, 
on  the  occasion  of  his  funeral.  "Many's  the  time 
I've  said  to  him,  'If  you're  arguin'  a  p'int  with  a 
stranger,  you  should  always  draw  first,  then  argue, 
and  then  shoot,  if  you  judge  that  he's  on  the  shoot.' 
Bill  was  too  perlite.  He  must  needs  argue  first  and 
draw  after,  when  he  might  just  as  well  have  kivered 
his  man  before  talkin'  it  over  with  him."  This  ami- 
able weakness  of  the  deceased  Bill  was  a  blow  to 
the  firm  of  Adams,  which  became  so  short-handed 
that  the  concern  could  hardly  be  worked  without  the 
admission  of  a  partner,  which  would  mean  a  con- 
siderable decrease  in  the  profits. 

Nat  Adams  had  had  a  roadside  shanty  in  the  Gulch 
before  the  discovery  of  gold,  and  might,  therefore, 
claim  to  be  the  oldest  inhabitant.  These  keepers  of 
shanties  were  a  peculiar  race,  and  at  the  cost  of  a 
digression  it  may  be  interesting  to  explain  how  they 
managed  to  amass  considerable  sums  of  money  in  a 
land  where  travelers  were  few  and  far  between.  It 
was  the  custom  of  the  "bushmen,"  i.e.,  bullock- 
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drivers,  sheep  tenders,  and  other  white  hands  who 
worked  on  the  sheep-runs  up  country,  to  sign  articles 
by  which  they  agreed  to  serve  their  master  for  one, 
two,  or  three  years  at  so  much  per  year  and  certain 
daily  rations.  Liquor  was  never  included  in  this 
agreement,  and  the  men  remained,  perforce,  total  ab- 
stainers during  the  whole  time.  The  money  was  paid 
in  a  lump  sum  at  the  end  of  the  engagement.  When 
that  day  came  round,  Jimmy,  the  stockman,  would 
come  slouching  into  his  master's  office,  cabbage-tree 
hat  in  hand. 

"Morning,  master!"  Jimmy  would  say.  "My 
time's  up.  I  guess  I'll  draw  my  check  .and  ride 
down  to  town." 

"You'll  come  back,  Jimmy?" 

"Yes,  I'll  come  back.  Maybe  I'll  be  away  three 
weeks,  maybe  a  month.  I  want  some  clothes,  mas- 
ter, and  my  bloomin'  boots  are  wellnigh  off  my 
feet." 

"How  much,  Jimmy  ?"  asks  his  master,  taking  up 
his  pen. 

"There's  sixty  pound  screw,"  Jimmy  answers, 
thoughtfully;  "and  you  mind,  master,  last  March, 
when  the  brindle  bull  broke  out  o'  the  paddock. 
Two  pound  you  promised  me  then.  And  a  pound 
at  the  dipping.  And  a  pound  when  Millar's  sheep 
got  mixed  with  ourn;"  and  so  he  goes  on,  for  bush- 
men  can  seldom  write,  but  they  have  memories  which 
nothing  escapes. 

His  master  writes  the  check  and  hands  it  across 
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the  table.     "Don't  get  on  the  drink,  Jimmy,"  he 


"No  fear  of  that,  master ;"  and  the  stockman  slips 
the  check  into  his  leather  pouch,  and  within  an  hour 
he  is  ambling  off  upon  his  long-limbed  horse  on  his 
hundred-mile  journey  to  town. 

Now,  Jimmy  has  to  pass  some  six  or  eight  of  the 
above-mentioned  roadside  shanties  in  his  day's  ride, 
and  experience  has  taught  him  that  if  he  once  breaks 
his  accustomed  total  abstinence,  the  unwonted  stimu- 
lant has  an  overpowering  effect  upon  his  brain. 
Jimmy  shakes  his  head  warily  as  he  determines  that 
no  earthly  consideration  will  induce  him  to  partake 
of  any  liquor  until  his  business  is  over.  Hig  only 
chance  is  to  avoid  temptation ;  so,  knowing  that  there 
is  the  first  of  these  houses  some  half  mile  ahead,  he 
plunges  into  a  by-path  through  the  bush  which  will 
lead  him  out  at  the  other  side. 

Jimmy  is  riding  resolutely  along  this  narrow  path, 
congratulating  himself  upon  a  danger  escaped,  when 
he  becomes  aware  of  a  sunburned,  black-bearded  man 
who  is  leaning  unconcernedly  against  a  tree  beside 
the  track.  This  is  none  other  than  the  shanty 
keeper,  who,  having  observed  Jimmy's  manoauvre  io 
the  distance,  has  taken  a  short  cut  through  the  bush 
in  order  to  intercept  him. 

"Morning,  Jimmy!"  he  cries,  as  the  horseman 
comes  up  to  him. 

"Morning,  mate;  morning!" 

"Where  are  you  off  to  to-day,  then  2" 
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"Off  to  town/'  says  Jimmy,  sturdily. 

"No,  now — are  you,  though?     You'll  have  bully 
times  down  there  for  a  bit.     Come  round  and 
a  drink  at  my  place.    Just  by  way  of  luck." 

"No,"  says  Jimmy;  "I  don't  want  a  drink." 

"Just  a  little  damp." 

"I  tell  ye  I  don't  want  one,"  says  the  stockman, 
angrily. 

"Well,  ye  needn't  be  so  darned  short  about  it. 
It's  nothin'  to  me  whether  you  drinks  or  not.  Good- 
mornin'." 

"Good-mornin',"  says  Jimmy;  and  has  ridden  on 
about  twenty  yards  when  he  hears  the  other  calling 
on  him  to  stop. 

"See  here,  Jimmy !"  he  says,  overtaking  him  again. 
"If  you'll  do  me  a  kindness  when  you're  up  in  town 
I'd  be  obliged." 

"What  is  it?" 

"It's  a  letter,  Jim,  as  I  wants  posted.  It's  an  im- 
portant one,  too,  an'  I  wouldn't  trust  it  with  every 
one;  but  I  knows  you,  and  if  you'll  take  charge  on 
it  it'll  be  a  powerful  weight  off  my  mind." 

"Give  it  here,"  Jimmy  says,  laconically. 

"I  hain't  got  it  here.  It's  round  in  my  caboose. 
Come  round  for  it  with  me.  It  ain't  more'n  quarter 
of  a  mile." 

Jimmy  consents  reluctantly.  When  they  reach 
the  tumble-down  hut,  the  keeper  asks  him  cheerily 
to  dismount  and  to  come  in. 

"Give  me  the  letter,"  says  Jimmy. 
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"It  ain't  altogether  wrote  yet,  but  you  sit  down 
here  for  a  minute  and  it'll  be  right,"  and  so  the 
stockman  is  beguiled  into  the  shanty. 

At  last  the  letter  is  ready  and  handed  over.  "Now, 
Jimmy,"  says  the  keeper,  "one  drink  at  my  expense 
before  you  go." 

"Not  a  taste,"  says  Jimmy. 

"Oh,  that's  it,  is  it?"  the  other  says  in  an  ag- 
grieved tone.  "You're  too  damned  proud  to  drink 
with  a  poor  cove  like  me.  Here — give  us  back  that 
letter.  I'm  cursed  if  I'll  accept  a  favor  from  a  man 
whose  too  almighty  big  to  have  a  drink  with  me." 

"Well,  well,  mate,  don't  turn  rusty,"  says  Jim. 
"Give  us  one  drink  an*  I'm  off." 

The  keeper  pours  out  about  half  a  pannikin  of  raw 
rum  and  hands  it  to  the  bushman.  The  moment  he 
smells  the  old  familiar  smell  his  longing  for  it  re- 
turns, and  he  swigs  it  off  at  a  gulp.  His  eyes  shine 
more  brightly  and  his  face  becomes  flushed.  The 
keeper  watches  him  narrowly.  "You  can  go  now, 
Jim,"  he  says. 

"Steady,  mate,  steady,"  says  the  bushman.  "I'm 
as  good  a  man  as  you.  If  you  stand  a  drink  I  can 
stand  one,  too,  I  suppose."  So  the  pannikin  is  re- 
plenished, and  Jimmy's  eyes  shine  brighter  still. 

"Now,  Jimmy,  one  last  drink  for  the  good  of  the 
house,"  says  the  keeper,  "and  then  it's  time  you  were 
off."  The  stockman  has  a  third  gulp  from  the  pan- 
nikin, and  with  it  all  his  scruples  and  good  resolutions 
vanish  forever. 
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"Look  here,"  he  says,  somewhat  huskily,  taking 
his  check  out  of  his  pouch.  "You  take  this,  mate. 
Whoever  comes  along  this  road,  ask  'em  what  they'll 
have,  and  tell  them  it's  my  shout.  Let  me  know  when 
the  money's  done." 

So  Jimmy  abandons  the  idea  of  ever  getting  to 
town,  and  for  three  weeks  or  a  month  he  lies  about 
the  shanty  in  a  state  of  extreme  drunkenness,  and  re- 
duces every  wayfarer  upon  the  road  to  the  same  con- 
dition. At  last  one  fine  morning  the  keeper  comes  to 
him.  "The  coin's  done,  Jimmy,"  he  says ;  "it's  about 
time  you  made  some  more."  So  Jimmy  has  a  good 
wash  to  sober  him,  straps  his  blanket  and  his  billy 
to  his  back,  and  rides  off  through  the  bush  to  the 
sheep-run,  where  he  has  another  year  of  sobriety, 
terminating  in  another  month  of  intoxication. 

All  this,  though  typical  of  the  happy-go-lucky  man- 
ners of  the  inhabitants,  has  no  direct  bearing  upon 
Jackman's  Gulch,  so  we  must  return  to  that  Arcadian 
settlement.  Additions  to  the  population  there  were 
not  numerous,  and  such  as  came  about  the  time  of 
which  I  speak  were  even  rougher  and  fiercer  than  the 
original  inhabitants.  In  particular,  there  came  a 
brace  of  ruffians  named  Phillips  and  Maule,  who  rode 
into  camp  one  day,  and  started  a  claim  upon  the  other 
side  of  the  stream.  They  outgulched  the  Gulch  in 
the  virulence  and  fluency  of  their  blasphemy,  in  the 
truculence  of  their  speech  and  manner,  and  in  their 
reckless  disregard  of  all  social  laws.  They  claimed 
to  have  come  from  Bendigo,  and  there  were  some 
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among  us  who  wished  that  the  redoubted  Conky  Jim 
was  on  the  track  once  more,  as  long  as  he  would  close 
it  to  such  visitors  as  these.  After  their  arrival  the 
nightly  proceedings  at  the  Britannia  bar  and  at  the 
gambling  hell  behind  it  became  more  riotous  than 
ever.  Violent  quarrels,  frequently  ending  in  blood- 
shed, were  of  constant  occurrence.  The  more  peace- 
able frequenters  of  the  bar  began  to  talk  seriously  of 
lynching  the  two  strangers  who  were  the  principal 
promoters  of  disorder.  Things  were  in  this  unsatis- 
factory condition  when  our  evangelist,  Elias  B.  Hop- 
kins, came  limping  into  the  camp,  travel-stained  and 
footsore,  with  his  spade  strapped  across  his  back,  and 
his  Bible  in  the  pocket  of  his  moleskin  jacket. 

His  presence  was  hardly  noticed  at  first,  so  insig^ 
nificant  was  the  man.  His  manner  was  quiet  and  un- 
obtrusive, his  face  pale,  and  his  figure  fragile.  On 
better  acquaintance,  however,  there  was  a  squareness 
and  firmness  about  his  clean-shaven  lower  jaw,  and 
an  intelligence  in  his  widely  opened  blue  eyes,  which 
marked  him  as  a  man  of  character.  He  erected  a 
small  hut  for  himself,  and  started  a  claim  close  to 
that  occupied  by  the  two  strangers  who  had  preceded 
him.  This  claim  was  chosen  with  a  ludicrous  disre- 
gard for  all  practical  laws  of  mining,  and  at  once 
stamped  the  new-comer  as  being  a  green  hand  at  his 
work.  It  was  piteous  to  observe  him  every  morning 
as  we  passed  to  our  work,  digging  and  delving  with 
the  greatest  industry,  but,  as  we  knew  well,  without 
the  smallest  possibility  of  any  result.  He  would 
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pause  for  a  moment  as  we  went  by,  wiping  his  pale 
face  with  his  bandana  handkerchief,  and  shout  out 
to  us  a  cordial  morning  greeting,  and  then  fall  to 
again  with  redoubled  energy.  By  degrees  we  got 
into  the  way  of  making  a  half-pitying,  half -contemp- 
tuous inquiry  as  to  how  he  got  on.  "I  hain't  struck 
it  yet,  boys,"  he  would  answer,  cheerily,  leaning  on 
his  spade,  "but  the  bedrock  lies  deep  just  hereabouts, 
and  I  reckon  I'll  get  among  the  pay  gravel  to-day." 
Day  after  day  he  returned  the  same  reply  with  un- 
varying confidence  and  cheerfulness. 

It  was  not  long  before  he  began  to  show  us  the  stuff 
that  was  in  him.  One  night  the  proceedings  were  un- 
usually violent  at  the  drinking  saloon.  A  rich  pocket 
had  been  struck  during  the  day,  and  the  striker  was 
standing  treat  in  a  lavish  and  promiscuous  fashion 
which  had  reduced  three  parts  of  the  settlement  to 
a  state  of  wild  intoxication.  A  crowd  of  drunken 
idlers  stood  or  lay  about  the  bar,  cursing,  swearing, 
shouting,  dancing,  and  here  and  there  firing  their  pis- 
tols into  the  air  out  of  pure  wantonness.  .  From  the 
interior  of  the  shanty  behind  there  came  a  similar 
chorus.  Maule,  Phillips,  and  the  roughs  who  fol- 
lowed them  were  in  the  ascendant,  and  all  order  and 
decency  were  swept  away. 

Suddenly,  amid  this  tumult  of  oaths  and  drunken 
cries,  men  became  conscious  of  a  quiet  monotone 
which  underlay  all  other  sounds  and  obtruded  itself 
at  every  pause  in  the  uproar.  Gradually  first  one 
man  and  then  another  paused  to  listen,  until  there  was 
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a  general  cessation  of  the  hubbub,  and  every  eye  was 
turned  in  the  direction  whence  this  quiet  stream  of 
words  flowed.  There,  mounted  upon  a  barrel,  was 
Elias  B.  Hopkins,  the  newest  of  the  inhabitants  of 
Jackman's  Gulch,  with  a  good-humored  smile  upon 
his  resolute  face.  He  held  an  open  Bible  in  his  hand, 
and  was  reading  aloud  a  passage  taken  at  random — 
an  extract  from  the  Apocalypse,  if  I  remember  right. 
The  words  were  entirely  irrelevant  and  without  the 
smallest  bearing  upon  the  scene  before  him,  but  he 
plodded  on  with  great  unction,  waving  his  left  hand 
slowly  to  the  cadence  of  his  words. 

There  was  a  general  shout  of  laughter  and  applause 
at  this  apparition,  and  Jackman's  Gulch  gathered 
round  the  barrel  approvingly,  under  the  impression 
that  this  was  some  ornate  joke,  and  that  they  were 
about  to  be  treated  to  some  mock  sermon  or  parody 
of  the  chapter  read.  When,  however,  the  reader,  hav- 
ing finished  the  chapter,  placidly  commenced  another, 
and  having  finished  that  rippled  on  into  another  one, 
the  revelers  came  to  the  conclusion  that  the  joke  was 
somewhat  too  long-winded.  The  commencement  of  yet 
another  chapter  confirmed  this  opinion,  and  an  angry 
chorus  of  shouts  and  cries,  with  suggestions  as  to 
gagging  the  reader  or  knocking  him  off  the  barrel, 
rose  from  every  side.  In  spite  of  roars  and  hoots, 
however,  Elias  B.  Hopkins  plodded  away  at  the 
Apocalypse  with  the  same  serene  countenance,  look- 
ing as  ineffably  contented  as  though  the  babel  around 
him  were  the  most  gratifying  applause.  Before  long 
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an  occasional  boot  pattered  against  the  barrel  or 
whistled  past  our  parson's  head ;  but  here  some  of  the 
more  orderly  of  the  inhabitants  interfered  in  favor 
of  peace  and  order,  aided  curiously  enough  by  the 
aforementioned  Maule  and  Phillips,  who  warmly 
espoused  the  cause  of  the  little  Scripture  reader. 
"The  little  cuss  has  got  grit  in  him,"  the  latter  ex- 
plained, rearing  his  bulky,  red-shirted  form  between 
tie  crowd  and  the  object  of  its  anger.  "His  ways 
ain't  our  ways,  and  we're  all  welcome  to  our  opinions, 
and  to  sling  them  round  from  barrels  or  otherwise  if 
so  minded.  What  I  says  and  Bill  says  is,  that  when 
it  comes  to  slingin'  boots  instead  o'  words  it's  too 
steep  by  half,  an'  if  this  man's  wronged  we'll  chip  in 
an'  see  him  righted."  This  oratorical  effort  had  the 
effect  of  checking  the  more  active  signs  of  disap- 
proval, and  the  party  of  disorder  attempted  to  settle 
down  once  more  to  their  carouse,  and  to  ignore  the 
shower  of  Scripture  which  was  poured  upon  them. 
The  attempt  was  hopeless.  The  drunken  portion  fell 
asleep  under  the  drowsy  refrain,  and  the  others,  with 
many  a  sullen  glance  at  the  imperturbable  reader, 
slouched  off  to  their  huts,  leaving  him  still  perched 
upon  the  barrel.  Finding  himself  alone  with  the 
more  orderly  of  the  spectators,  the  little  man  rose, 
closed  his  book,  after  methodically  marking  with  a 
lead  pencil  the  exact  spot  at  which  he  stopped,  and 
descended  from  his  perch.  "To-morrow  night,  boys," 
he  remarked  in  his  quiet  voice,  "the  reading  will  com- 
mence at  the  9th  verse  of  the  15th  chapter  of  the 
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Apocalypse,"  with  which  piece  of  information,  dis- 
regarding our  congratulations,  he  walked  away  with 
the  air  of  a  man  who  has  performed  an  obvious 
duty. 

We  found  that  his  parting  words  were  no  empty 
threat  Hardly  had  the  crowd  begun  to  assemble  next 
night  before  he  appeared  once  more  upon  the  barrel 
and  began  to  read  with  the 'same  monotonous  vigor, 
tripping  over  words,  muddling  up  sentences,  but  still 
boring  along  through  chapter  after  chapter.  Laugh- 
ter, threats,  chaff — every  weapon  short  of  actual  vio- 
lence— was  used  to  deter  him,  but  all  with  the  same 
want  of  success.  Soon  it  was  found  that  there  was  a 
method  in  his  proceedings.  When  silence  reigned,  or 
when  the  conversation  was  of  an  innocent  nature,  the 
reading  ceased.  A  single  word  of  blasphemy,  how- 
ever, set  it  going  again,  and  it  would  ramble  on  for 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  or  so,  when  it  stopped,  only  to 
be  renewed  upon  similar  provocation.  The  reading 
was  pretty  continuous  during  that  second  night,  for 
the  language  of  the  opposition  was  still  considerably 
free.  At  least  it  was  an  improvement  upon  the  night 
before. 

For  more  than  a  month  Elias  B.  Hopkins  carried 
on  this  campaign.  There  he  would  sit,  night  after 
night,  with  the  open  book  upon  his  knee,  and  at  the 
slightest  provocation  off  he  would  go,  like  a  musical 
box  when  the  spring  is  touched.  The  monotonous 
drawl  became  unendurable,  but  it  could  only  be 
avoided  by  conforming  to  the  parson's  code.  A 
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chronic  swearer  came  to  be  looked  upon  with  disfavor 
by  the  community,  since  the  punishment  of  his  trans- 
gression fell  upon  all.  At  the  end  of  a  fortnight  the 
reader  was  silent  more  than  half  the  time,  and  at  the 
end  of  the  month  his  position  was  a  sinecure. 

Never  was  a  moral  revolution  brought  about  more 
rapidly  and  more  completely.  Our  parson  carried  his 
principle  into  private  life.  I  have  seen  him,  on  hear- 
ing an  unguarded  word  from  some  worker  in  the 
gulches,  rush  across,  Bible  in  hand,  and  perching  him- 
self upon  the  heap  of  red  clay  which  surmounted  the 
offender's  claim,  drawl  through  the  genealogical  tree 
at  the  commencement  of  the  New  Testament  in  a  most 
earnest  and  impressive  manner,  as  though  it  were  es- 
pecially appropriate  to  the  occasion.  In  time,  an  oath 
became  a  rare  thing  among  us.  Drunkenness  was  on 
the  wane,  too.  Casual  travelers  passing  through  the 
Gulch  used  to  marvel  at  our  state  of  grace,  and  ru- 
mors of  it  went  as  far  as  Ballarat,  and  excited  much 
comment  therein. 

There  were  points  about  our  evangelist  which  made 
him  especially  fitted  for  the  work  which  he  had  un- 
dertaken. A  man  entirely  without  redeeming  vices 
would  have  had  no  common  basis  on  which  to  work, 
and  no  means  of  gaining  the  sympathy  of  his  flock. 
As  we  came  to  know  Elias  B.  Hopkins  better,  we  dis- 
covered that  in  spite  of  his  piety  there  was  a  leaven  of 
old  Adam  in  him,  and  that  he  had  certainly  known  un- 
regenerate  days.  He  was  no  teetotaler.  On  the  con- 
trary, he  would  choose  his  liquor  with  discrimination, 
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and  lower  it  in  an  able  manner.  He  played  a  masterly 
hand  at  poker,  and  there  were  few  who  could  touch 
him  at  "cut-throat  euchre."  He  and  the  two  ex-ruf- 
fians, Phillips  and  Maule,  used  to  play  for  hours  in 
perfect  harmony,  except  when  the  fall  of  the  cards 
elicited  an  oath  from  one  of  his  companions.  At  the 
first  of  these  offences  the  parson  would  put  on  a 
pained  smile,  and  gaze  reproachfully  at  the  culprit. 
At  the  second  he  would  reach  for  his  Bible,  and  the 
game  was  over  for  the  evening.  He  showed  us  he  was 
a  good  revolver  shot,  too,  for  when  we  were  practicing 
at  an  empty  brandy  bottle  outside  Adams'  bar,  he  took 
up  a  friend's  pistol  and  hit  it  plumb  in  the  centre 
at  twenty-four  paces.  There  were  few  things  he  took 
up  that  he  could  not  make  a  show  at  apparently,  ex- 
cept gold-digging,  and  at  that  he  was  the  veriest  duffer 
alive.  It  was  pitiful  to  see  the  little  canvas  bag,  with 
his  name  printed  across  it,  lying  placid  and  empty 
upon  the  shelf  at  Woburn's  store,  while  all  the  other 
bags  were  increasing  daily,  and  some  had  assumed 
quite  a  portly  rotundity  of  form,  for  the  weeks  were 
slipping  by,  and  it  was  almost  time  for  the  gold-train 
to  start  off  for  Ballarat.  We  reckoned  that  the  amount 
which  we  had  stored  at  the  time  represented  the  great- 
est sum  which  had  ever  been  taken  by  a  single  convoy 
out  of  Jackman's  Gulch. 

Although  Elias  B.  Hopkins  appeared  to  derive  a 
certain  quiet  satisfaction  from  the  wonderful  change 
which  he  had  effected  in  the  camp,  his  joy  was  not 
yet  rounded  and  complete.  There  was  one  thing  for 
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which  he  still  yearned.     He  opened  his  heart  to  us 
about  it  one  evening. 

"We'd  have  a  blessing  on  the  camp,  boys,"  he  said, 
"if  we  only  had  a  service  o'  some  sort  on  the  Lord's 
Day.  It's  a-temptin'  o'  Providence  to  go  on  in  this 
way  without  takin'  any  notice  of  it,  except  that  maybe 
there's  more  whiskey  drank  and  more  card-playin' 
than  on  any  other  day." 

"We  hain't  got  no  parson/'  objected  one  of  the 
crowd. 

"Ye  fool !"  growled  another,  "hain't  we  got  a  man 
as  is  worth  any  three  parsons,  and  can  splash  texts 
around  like  clay  out  o'  a  cradle.  What  more  d'ye 
want?" 

"We  hain't  got  no  church !"  urged  the  same  dissen- 
tient. 

"Have  it  in  the  open  air,"  one  suggested 
•  "Or  in  Woburn's  store,"  said  another. 

"Or  in  Adams'  saloon." 

The  last  proposal  was  received  with  a  buzz  of  ap- 
proval, which  showed  that  it  was  considered  the  most 
appropriate  locality. 

Adams'  saloon  was  a  substantial  wooden  building 
in  the  rear  of  the  bar,  which  was  used  partly  for  stor- 
ing liquor  and  partly  for  a  gambling  saloon.  It  was 
strongly  built  of  rough-hewn  logs,  the  proprietor 
rightly  judging,  in  the  unregenerate  days  of  Jack- 
man's  Gulch,  that  hogsheads  of  brandy  and  rum  were 
commodities  which  had  best  be  secured  under  lock 
and  key.  A  strong  door  opened  into  each  end  of  the 
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saloon,  and  the  interior  was  spacious  enough,  when 
the  table  and  lumber'  were  cleared  away,  to  accommo- 
date the  whole  population.  The  spirit  barrels  were 
heaped  together  at  one  end  by  their  owner,  so  as  to 
make  a  very  fair  imitation  of  a  pulpit. 

At  first  the  Gulch  took  but  a  mild  interest  in  the 
proceedings,  but  when  it  became  known  that  Elias  B. 
Hopkins  intended,  after  the  reading  of  the  service,  to 
address  the  audience,  the  settlement  began  to  warm 
up  to  the  occasion.  A  real  sermon  was  a  novelty  to 
all  of  them,  and  one  coming  from  their  own  parson 
was  additionally  so.  Rumor  announced  that  it  would 
be  interspersed  with  local  hits,  and  that  the  moral 
would  be  pointed  by  pungent  personalities.  Men 
began  to  fear  that  they  would  be  unable  to  gain  seats, 
and  many  applications  were  made  to  the  brothers 
Adams.  It  was  only  when  conclusively  shown  that 
the  saloon  could  hold  them  all  with  a  margin  that  the 
camp  settled  down  into  calm  expectancy. 

It  was  as  well  that  the  building  was  of  such  a  size, 
for  the  assembly  upon  the  Sunday  morning  was  the 
largest  which  had  ever  occurred  in  the  annals  of 
Jaekman's  Gulch.  At  first  it  was  thought  that  the 
whole  population  was  present,  but  a  little  reflection 
showed  that  this  was  not  so.  Maule  and  Phillips  had 
gone  on  a  prospecting  journey  among  the  hills,  and 
had  not  returned  as  yet,  and  Woburn,  the  gold- 
keeper,  was  unable  to  leave  his  store.  Having  a  very 
large  quantity  of  the  precious  metal  under  his  charge, 
he  stuck  to  his  post,  feeling  that  the  responsibility  was 
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too  great  to  trifle  with.  With  these  three  exceptions 
the  whole  of  the  Gulch,  with  clean  red  shirts,  and 
such  other  additions  to  their  toilets  as  the  occasion 
demanded,  sauntered  in  a  straggling  line  along  the 
clayey  pathway  which  led  up  to  the  saloon. 

The  interior  of  the  building  had  been  provided 
with  rough  benches,  and  the  parson,  with  his  quiet, 
good-humored  smile,  was  standing  at  the  door  to  wel- 
come them.  "Good-morning,  boys,"  he  cried,  cheerily, 
as  each  group  came  lounging  up.  "Pass  in ;  pass  in. 
You'll  find  this  is  as  good  a  morning's  work  as  any 
you've  done.  Leave  your  pistols  in  this  barrel  out- 
side the  door  as  you  pass ;  you  can  pick  them  out  as 
you  come  out  again,  but  it  isn't  the  thing  to  carry 
weapons  into  the  house  of  peace."  His  request  was 
good-humoredly  complied  with,  and  before  the  last 
of  the  congregation  filed  in  there  was  a  strange  as- 
sortment of  knives  and  firearms  in  this  depository. 
When  all  had  assembled,  the  doors  were  shut  and  the 
service  began — the  first  and  the  last  which  was  ever 
performed  at  Jackman's  Gulch. 

The  weather  was  sultry  and  the  room  close,  yet 
the  miners  listened  with  exemplary  patience.  There 
was  a  sense  of  novelty  in  the  situation  which  had  its 
attractions.  To  some  it  was  entirely  new,  others  were 
wafted  back  by  it  to  another  land  and  other  days. 
Beyond  a  disposition  which  was  exhibited  by  the 
uninitiated  to  applaud  at  the  end  of  certain  prayers, 
by  way  of  showing  that  they  sympathized  with  the 
sentiments  expressed,  no  audience  could  have  be- 
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haved  better.  There  was  a  murmur  of  interest,  how- 
ever, when  Elias  JB.  Hopkins,  looking  down  on  the 
congregation  from  his  rostrum  of  casks,  began  his 
address.  He  had  attired  himself  with  care  in  honor 
of  the  occasion.  He  wore  a  velveteen  tunic,  girt 
round  his  waist  with  a  sash  of  china  silk,  a  pair  of 
moleskin  trousers,  and  held  his  cabbage-tree  hat  in 
his  left  hand.  He  began  speaking  in  a  low  tone,  and 
it  was  noticed  at  the  time  that  he  frequently  glanced 
through  the  small  aperture  which  served  for  a  win- 
dow which  was  placed  above  the  heads  of  those  who 
sat  beneath  him. 

"I've  put  you  straight  now,"  he  said,  in  the  course 
of  his  address ;  "I've  got  you  in  the  right  rut  if  you 
will  but  stick  in  it."  Here  he  looked  very  hard  out 
of  the  window  for  some  seconds.  "You've  learned 
soberness  and  industry,  and  with  those  things  you 
can  always  make  up  any  loss  you  may  sustain.  I 
guess  there  isn't  one  of  ye  that  won't  remember  my 
visit  to  this  camp."  He  paused  for  a  moment,  and 
three  revolver  shots  rang  out  upon  the  quiet  summer 
air.  "Keep  your  seats,  damn  ye  I"  roared  our 
preacher,  as  his  audience  rose  in  excitement.  "If 
a  man  of  ye  moves,  down  he  goes  I  The  door's  locked 
on  the  outside,  so  ye  can't  get  out  anyhow.  Your 
seats,  ye  canting,  chuckle-headed  fools!  Down  with 
ye,  ye  dogs,  or  I'll  fire  among  ye !" 

Astonishment  and  fear  brought  us  back  into  our 
seats,  and  we  sat  staring  blankly  at  our  pastor  and 
each  other.  Elias  B.  Hopkins,  whose  whole  face  and 


816  ELIAS  B.  HOPKINS. 

even  figure  appeared  to  have  undergone  an  extraor- 
dinary alteration,  looked  fiercely  down  on  us  from 
his  commanding  position,  with  a  contemptuous  smile 
on  his  stern  face. 

"I  have  your  lives  in  my  hands,"  he  remarked; 
and  we  noticed  as  he  spoke  that  he  held  a  heavy 
revolver  in  his  hand,  and  that  the  butt  of  another 
one  protruded  from  his  sash.  "I  am  armed  and  you 
are  not.  If  one  of  you  moves  or  speaks,  he  is  a 
dead  man.  If  not,  I  shall  not  harm  you.  You  must 
wait  here  for  an  hour.  Why,  you  fools"  (this  with 
a  hiss  of  contempt  which  rang  in  our  ears  for  many 
a  long  day),  "do  you  know  who  it  is  that  has  stuck 
you  up?  Do  you  know  who  it  is  that  has  been 
playing  it  upon  you  for  months  as  a  parson  and  a 
saint?  Conky  Jim,  the  bushranger,  ye  apes.  And 
Phillips  and  Maule  were  my  two  right-hand  men. 
They're  off  into  the  hills  with  your  gold —  Ha! 
would  ye?"  This  to  some  restive  member  of  the 
audience,  who  quieted  down  instantly  before  the 
fierce  eye  and  the  ready  weapon  of  the  bushranger. 
"In  an  hour  they  will  be  clear  of  any  pursuit,  and 
I  advise  you  to  make  the  best  of  it,  and  not  to  fol- 
low, or  you  may  lose  more  than  your  money.  My 
horse  is  tethered  outside  this  door  behind  me.  When 
the  time  is  up  I  shall  pass  through  it,  lock  it  on  the 
outside,  and  be  off.  Then  you  may  break  your  way 
out  as  best  you  can.  I  have  no  more  to  say  to  you, 
except  that  ye  are  the  most  cursed  set  of  asses  that 
ever  trod  in  boot-leather." 
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We  had  time  to  indorse  mentally  this  outspoken 
opinion  during  the  long  sixty  minutes  which  fol- 
lowed; we  were  powerless  before  the  resolute  des- 
perado. It  is  true  that  if  we  made  a  simultaneous 
rush  we  might  bear  him  down  at  the  cost  of  eight 
or  ten  of  our  number.  But  how  could  such  a  rush 
be  organized  without  speaking,  and  who  would  at- 
tempt it  without  a  previous  agreement  that  he  would 
be  supported?  There  was  nothing  for  it  but  sub- 
mission. It  seemed  three  hours  at  the  least  before 
the  ranger  snapped  up  his  watch,  stepped  down  from 
the  barrel,  walked  backward,  still  covering  us  with 
his  weapon,  to  the  door  behind  him,  and  then  passed 
rapidly  through  it.  We  heard  the  creaking  of  the 
rusty  lock  and  the  clatter  of  his  horse's  hoofs  as  he 
galloped  away. 

It  has  been  remarked  that  an  oath  had,  for  the  last 
few  weeks,  been  a  rare  thing  in  the  camp.  We  made 
up  for  our  temporary  abstention  during  the  next  half 
hour.  Never  was  heard  such  symmetrical  and  heart- 
felt blasphemy.  When  at  last  we  succeeded  in  get- 
ting the  door  off  its  hinges,  all  sight  of  both  rangers 
and  treasure  had  disappeared,  nor  have  we  ever  caught 
sight  of  either  the  one  or  the  other  since.  Poor 
Woburn,  true  to  his  trust,  lay  shot  through  the 
head  across  the  threshold  of  his  empty  store.  The 
villains,  Maule  and  Phillips,  had  descended  upon 
the  camp  the  instant  that  we  had  been  enticed  into 
the  trap,  murdered  the  keeper,  loaded  up  a  small  cart 
with  the  booty,  and  got  safe  away  to  some  wild  fast- 
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ness  among  the  mountains,  where  they  were  joined 
by  their  wily  leader. 

Jackman's  Gulch  recovered  from  this  blow,  and  is 
now  a  flourishing  township.  Social  reformers  are 
not  in  request  there,  however,  and  morality  is  at  a 
discount  It  is  said  that  an  inquest  has  been  held 
lately  upon  an  unoffending  stranger  who  chanced  to 
remark  that  in  so  large  a  place  it  would  be  advisable 
to  have  some  form  of  Sunday  service.  The  memory 
of  their  one  and  only  pastor  is  still  green  among  the 
inhabitants,  and  will  be  for  many  a  long  year  to 
come. 


JOHN    BARRINGTON   COWLES. 

PAKT   I. 

IT  might  seem  rash  of  me  to  say  that  I  ascribe 
the  death  of  my  poor  friend,  John  Barrington  Cowles, 
to  any  preternatural  agency.  I  am  aware  that  in  the 
present  state  of  public  feeling  a  chain  of  evidence 
would  require  to  be  strong  indeed  before  the  possi- 
bility of  such  a  conclusion  could  be  admitted. 

I  shall  therefore  merely  state  the  circumstances 
which  led  up  to  this  sad  event  as  concisely  and  as 
plainly  as  I  can,  and  leave  every  reader  to  draw  his 
own  deductions.  Perhaps  there  may  be  some  one  who 
can  throw  light  upon  what  is  dark  to  me. 

I  first  met  Barrington  Cowles  when  I  went  up  to 
Edinburgh  University  to  take  out  medical  classes 
there.  My  landlady  in  Northumberland  Street  had 
a  large  house,  and  being  a  widow  without  children, 
she  gained  a  livelihood  by  providing  accommodations 
for  several  students. 

Barrington  Cowles  happened  to  have  taken  a  bed- 
room upon  the  same  floor  as  mine,  and  when  we  came 
to  know  each  other  better  we  shared  a  small  sitting- 
room,  in  which  we  took  our  meals.  In  this  manner 
we  originated  a  friendship  which  was  unmarred  by 
the  slightest  disagreement  up  to  the  day  of  his  death. 

(319) 
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Cowles'  father  was  the  colonel  of  a  Sikh  regiment 
and  had  remained  in  India  for  many  years.  He  al- 
lowed his  son  a  handsome  income,  but  seldom  gave 
any  other  sign  of  parental  affection — writing  irregu- 
larly and  briefly. 

My  friend,  who  had  himself  been  born  in  India, 
and  whose  whole  disposition  was  an  ardent,  tropical 
one,  was  much  hurt  by  this  neglect.  His  mother  was 
dead,  and  he  had  no  other  relation  in  the  world  to 
supply  the  blank 

Thus  he  came  in  time  to  concentrate  all  his  affec- 
tion upon  me,  and  to  confide  in  me  in  a  manner  which 
is  rare  among  men.  Even  when  a  stronger  and  deeper 
passion  came  upon  him,  it  never  infringed  upon  the 
old  tenderness  between  us. 

Cowles  was  a  tall,  slim  young  fellow,  with  an  olive, 
Velasquez-like  face,  and  dark,  tender  eyes.  I  have 
seldom  seen  a  man  who  was  more  likely  to  excite  a 
woman's  interest  or  to  captivate  her  imagination. 
His  expression  was,  as  a  rule,  dreamy,  and  even  lan- 
guid; but  if  in  conversation  a  subject  arose  which 
interested  him,  he  would  be  all  animation  in  a  mo- 
ment. On  such  occasions  his  color  would  heighten, 
his  eyes  gleam,  and  he  could  speak  with  an  eloquence 
which  would  carry  his  audience  with  him. 

In  spite  of  these  natural  advantages  he  led  a  soli- 
tary life,  avoiding  female  society,  and  reading  with 
great  diligence.  He  was  one  of  the  foremost  men  of 
his  year,  taking  the  senior  medal  for  anatomy,  and  the 
Neil  Arnott  prize  for  physics. 
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How  well  I  can  recollect  the  first  time  we  met  her  I 
Often  and  often  I  have  recalled  the  circumstances, 
and  tried  to  remember  what  the  exact  impression  was 
which  she  produced  on  my  mind  at  the  time.  After 
we  came  to  know  her,  my  judgment  was  warped,  so 
that  I  am  curious  to  recollect  what  my  unbiased  in- 
stincts were.  It  is  hard,  however,  to  eliminate  the 
feelings  which  reason  or  prejudice  afterward  raised 
in  me. 

It  was  at  the  opening  of  the  Koyal  Scottish  Acad- 
emy in  the  spring  of  1879.  My  poor  friend  was  pas- 
sionately attached  to  art  in  every  form,  and  a  pleasing 
chord  in  music  or  a  delicate  effect  upon  canvas  would 
give  exquisite  pleasure  to  his  highly  strung  nature. 
We  had  gone  together  to  see  the  pictures,  and  were 
standing  in  the  grand  central  salon  when  I  noticed  an 
extremely  beautiful  woman  standing  at  the  other  side 
of  the  room.  In  my  whole  life  I  have  never  seen 
such  a  classically  perfect  countenance.  It  was  the 
real  Greek  type — the  forehead  broad,  very  low,  and 
as  white  as  marble,  with  a  cloudlet  of  delicate  locks 
wreathing  round  it,  the  nose  straight  and  clean-cut, 
the  lips  inclined  to  thinness,  the  chin  and  lower  jaw 
beautifully  rounded  off,  and  yet  sufficiently  devel- 
oped to  promise  unusual  strength  of  character. 

But  those  eyes — those  wonderful  eyes !  If  I  could 
but  give  some  faint  idea  of  their  varying  moods,  their 
steely  hardness,  their  feminine  softness,  their  power 
of  command,  their  penetrating  intensity  suddenly 
melting  away  into  an  expression  of  womanly  weak- 
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ness — but  I  am  speaking  now  of  future  impres- 
sions ! 

There  was  a  tall,  yellow-haired  young  man  with 
this  lady,  whom  I  at  once  recognized  as  a  law  student 
with  whom  I  had  a  slight  acquaintance. 

Archibald  Reeves — for  that  was  his  name — was  a 
dashing,  handsome  young  fellow,  and  had  at  one  time 
been  a  ringleader  in  every  university  escapade;  but 
of  late  I  had  seen  little  of  him,  and  the  report  was 
that  he  was  engaged  to  be  married.  His  companion 
was,  then,  I  presumed,  his  fiancee.  I  seated  myself 
upon  the  velvet  settee  in  the  centre  of  the  room  and 
furtively  watched  the  couple  from  behind  my  cata- 
logue. 

The  more  I  looked  at  her  the  more  her  beauty  grew 
upon  me.  She  was  somewhat  short  in  stature,  it  is 
true ;  but  her  figure  was  perfection,  and  she  bore  her- 
self in  such  a  fashion  that  it  was  only  by  actual  com- 
parison that  one  would  have  known  her  to  be  under 
the  medium  height 

As  I  kept  my  eyes  upon  them,  Reeves  was  called 
away  for  some  reason,  and  the  young  lady  was  left 
alone.  Turning  her  back  to  the  picture,  she  passed 
the  time  until  the  return  of  her  escort  in  taking  a 
deliberate  survey  of  the  company,  without  paying  the 
least  heed  to  the  fact  that  a  dozen  pairs  of  eyes, 
attracted  by  her  elegance  and  beauty,  were  bent  curi- 
ously upon  her.  With  one  of  her  hands  holding  the 
red  silk  cord  which  railed  off  the  pictures,  she  stood 
languidly  moving  her  eyes  from  face  to  face  with  as 
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little  self-consciousness  as  if  she  were  looking  at  the 
canvas  creatures  behind  her.  Suddenly,  as  I  watched 
her,  I  saw  her  gaze  become  fixed,  and,  as  it  were,  in- 
tense. I  followed  the  direction  of  her  looks,  wondering 
what  could  have  attracted  her  so  strongly. 

John  Barrington  Cowles  was  standing  before  a  pic- 
ture— one,  I  think,  by  Noel  Paton — I  know  that  the 
subject  was  a  noble  and  ethereal  one.  His  profile  was 
turned  toward  us,  and  never  have  I  seen  him  to  such 
advantage.  I  have  said  that  he  was  a  strikingly  hand- 
some man,  but  at  that  moment  he  looked  absolutely 
magnificent.  It  was  evident  that  he  had  momentarily 
forgotten  his  surroundings,  and  that  his  whole  soul 
was  in  sympathy  with  the  picture  before  him.  His 
eyes  sparkled,  and  a  dusky  pink  shone  through  his 
clear,  olive  cheeks.  She  continued  to  watch  him  fix- 
edly, with  a  look  of  interest  upon  her  face,  until  he 
came  out  of  his  reverie  with  a  start,  and  turned 
abruptly  round,  so  that  his  gaze  met  hers.  She  glanced 
away  at  once,  but  his  eyes  remained  fixed  upon  her 
for  some  moments.  The  picture  was  forgotten  al- 
ready, and  his  soul  had  come  down  to  earth  once 
more. 

We  caught  sight  of  her  once  or  twice  before  we  left, 
and  each  time  I  noticed  my  friend  look  after  her.  He 
made  no  remark,  however,  until  we  got  out  into  the 
open  air,  and  were  walking  arm  in  arm  along  Princes 
Street 

"Did  you  notice  that  beautiful  woman,  in  the  dark 
dress,  with  the  white  fur?"  he  asked. 
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"Yes,  I  saw  her,"  I  answered. 

"Do  you  know  her?"  he  asked,  eagerly.  "Have 
you  any  idea  who  she  is  ?" 

"I  don't  know  her  personally,"  I  replied.  "But  I 
have  no  doubt  I  could  find  out  all  about  her,  for  I 
believe  she  is  engaged  to  young  Archie  Reeves,  and 
he  and  I  have  a  lot  of  mutual  friends." 

"Engaged!"  ejaculated  Cowles. 

"Why,  my  dear  boy,"  I  said,  laughing,  "you  don't 
mean  to  say  you  are  so  susceptible  that  the  fact  that 
a  girl  to  whom  you  never  spoke  in  your  life  is  en- 
gaged is  enough  to  upset  you  ?" 

"Well,  not  exactly  to  upset  me,"  he  answered,  forc- 
ing a  laugh.  "But  I  don't  mind  telling  you,  Armi- 
tage,  that  I  never  was  so  taken  by  any  one  in  my  life. 
It  wasn't  the  mere  beauty  of  the  face — though  that 
was  perfect  enough — but  it  was  the  character  and  the 
intellect  upon  it  I  hope,  if  she  is  engaged,  that  it  is 
to  some  man  who  will  be  worthy  of  her." 

"Why,"  I  remarked,  "you  speak  quite  feelingly. 
It  is  a  clear  case  of  love  at  first  sight,  Jack.  How- 
ever, to  put  your  perturbed  spirit  at  rest,  I'll  make 
a  point  of  finding  out  all  about  her  whenever  I  meet 
any  fellow  who  is  likely  to  know." 

Barrington  Cowles  thanked  me,  and  the  conversa- 
tion drifted  off  into  other  channels.  For  several  days 
neither  of  us  made  any  allusion  to  the  subject,  though 
my  companion  was  perhaps  a  little  more  dreamy  and 
distraught  than  usual.  The  incident  had  almost  van- 
ished from  my  remembrance,  when  one  day  young 
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Brodie,  who  is  a  second  cousin  of  mine,  came  up  to 
me  on  the  university  steps  with  the  face  of  a  bearer  of 
tidings. 

"I  say,"  he  began,  "you  know  Reeves,  don't  you  ?" 

"Yes.     What  of  him?" 

"His  engagement  is  off." 

"Off!"  I  cried.  "Why,  I  only  learned  the  other 
day  that  it  was  on." 

"Oh,  yea — it's  all  off.  Hia  brother  told  me  so. 
Deucedly  mean  of  Reeves,  you  know,  if  he  has  backed 
out  of  it,  for  she  was  an  uncommonly  nice  girl." 

"I've  seen  her,"  I  said;  <fbut  I  don't  know  her 
name." 

"She  is  a  Miss  Northcott,  and  lives  with  an  old 
aunt  of  hers  in  Aberciombie  Place.  Nobody  knows 
anything  about  her  people,  or  where  she  comes  from. 
Anyhow,  she  is  about  the  most  unlucky  girl  in  the 
world,  poor  Boul!" 

"Why  unlucky  F 

"Well,  you  know,  this  was  her  second  engagement*" 
said  young  Brodie,  who  had  a  marvelous  knack  of 
knowing  everything  about  everybody.  "She  was  en- 
gaged to  Preacott — William  Prescott,  who  died.  That 
was  a  very  sad  affair.  The  wedding-day  was  fixed, 
and  the  whole  thing  looked  as  straight  as  a  die  when 
the  smash  came." 

"What  smash?"  I  asked,  with  some  dim  recollec- 
tion of  the  circumstances. 

"Why,  Prescott's  death.  He  came  to  Abercrombie 
Place  one  night,  and  stayed  very  late.  No  one  knows 
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exactly  when  he  left,  but  about  one  in  the  morning 
a  fellow  who  knew  him  met  him  walking  rapidly  in 
the  direction  of  the  Queen's  Park.  He  bid  him  good- 
night, but  Prescott  hurried  on  without  heeding  him, 
and  that  was  the  last  time  he  was  ever  seen  alive. 
Three  days  afterward  his  body  was  found  floating  in 
St.  Margaret's  Loch,  under  St.  Anthony's  Chapel. 
No  one  could  ever  understand  it,  but  of  course  the 
verdict  brought  it  in  as  temporary  insanity." 

"It  was  very  strange,"  I  remarked. 

"Yes,  and  deucedly  rough  on  the  poor  girl,"  said 
Brodie.  "Now  that  this  other  blow  has  come  it  will 
quite  crush  her.  So  gentle  and  ladylike  she  is,  too !" 

"You  know  her  personally,  then?"  I  asked. 

"Oh,  yes,  I  know  her.  I  have  met  her  several 
times.  I  could  easily  manage  that  you  should  be  in- 
troduced to  her." 

"Well,"  I  answered,  "it's  not  so  much  for  my  own 
sake  as  for  a  friend  of  mine.  However,  I  don't  sup- 
pose she  will  go  out  much  for  some  little  time  after 
this.  When  she  does,  I  will  take  advantage  of  your 
offer." 

We  shook  hands  on  this,  and  I  thought  no  more  of 
the  matter  for  some  time. 

The  next  incident  which  I  have  to  relate  as  bearing 
at  all  upon  the  question  of  Miss  Northcott  is  an  un- 
pleasant one.  Yet  I  must  detail  it  as  accurately  as 
possible,  since  it  may  throw  some  light  upon  the 
sequel.  One  cold  night,  several  months  after  the 
conversation  with  my  second  cousin  which  I  have 
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quoted  above,  I  was  walking  down  one  of  the  lowest 
streets  in  the  city  on  my  way  back  from  a  case  which 
I  had  been  attending.  It  was  very  late,  and  I  was 
picking  my  way  among  the  dirty  loungers  who  were 
clustering  round  the  doors  of  a  great  gin-palace,  when 
a  man  staggered  out  from  among  them,  and  held  out 
his  hand  to  me  with  a  drunken  leer.  The  gaslight 
fell  full  upon  his  face,  and,  to  my  intense  astonish- 
ment, I  recognized  in  the  degraded  creature  before 
me  my  former  acquaintance,  young  Archibald  Reeves, 
who  had  once  been  famous  as  one  of  the  most  dressy 
and  particular  men  in  the  whole  college.  I  was  so 
utterly  surprised  that  for  a  moment  I  almost  doubted 
the  evidence  of  my  own  senses ;  but  there  was  no  mis- 
taking those  features,  which,  though  bloated  with 
drink,  still  retained  something  of  their  former  come- 
liness. I  was  determined  to  rescue  him,  for  one  night 
at  least,  from  the  company  into  which  he  had  fallen. 

"Halloo,  Reeves !"  I  said.  "Come  along  with  me. 
I'm  going  in  your  direction." 

He  muttered  some  incoherent  apology  for  his  con- 
dition, and  took  my  arm.  As  I  supported  him  to- 
ward his  lodgings,  I  could  see  that  he  was  not  only 
suffering  from  the  effects  of  a  recent  debauch,  but 
that  a  long  course  of  intemperance  had  affected  his 
nerves  and  his  brain.  His  hand  when  I  touched  it 
was  dry  and  feverish,  -  and  he  started  from  every 
shadow  which  fell  upon  the  pavement  He  rambled 
in  his  speech,  too,  in  a  manner  which  suggested  the 
delirium  of  disease  rather  than  tlie  talk  of  a  drunkard. 
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When  I  got  him  to  his  lodgings,  I  partially  un- 
dressed him  and  laid  him  upon  his  bed.  His  pulse 
at  this  time  was  very  high,  and  he  was  evidently 
extremely  feverish.  He  seemed  to  have  sunk  into  a 
doze;  and  I  was  about  to  steal  out  of  the  room  to 
warn  his  landlady  of  his  condition,  when  he  started 
up  and  caught  me  by  the  sleeve  of  my  coat. 

"Don't  go!"  he  cried.  "I  feel  better  when  you 
are  here.  I  am  safe  from  her  then." 

"From  her  I"  I  said.     "From  whom  ?" 

"Her!  her!"  he  answered,  peevishly.  "Ah!  you 
don't  know  her.  She  is  the  devil !  Beautiful — beau- 
tiful; but  the  devil!" 

"You  are  feverish  and  excited,"  I  said.  "Try  and 
get  a  little  sleep.  You  will  wake  better" 

"Sleep!"  he  groaned.  "How  am  I  to  sleep  when 
I  see  her  sitting  down  yonder  at  the  foot  of  the  bed 
with  her  great  eyes  watching  and  watching  hour 
after  hour?  I  tell  you  it  saps  all  the  strength  and 
manhood  out  of  me.  That's  what  makes  me  drink. 
God  help  me — I'm  half  drunk  now !" 

"You  are  very  ill,"  I  said,  putting  some  vinegar 
to  his  temples;  "and  you  are  delirious.  You  don't 
know  what  you  say." 

»/  t/ 

<rYes,  I  do,"  he  interrupted,  sharply,  looking  up 
at  me.  "I  know  very  well  what  I  say.  I  brought  it 
upon  myself.  It  is  my  own  choice.  But  I  couldn't 
— no,  by  Heaven !  I  couldn't — accept  the  alternative. 
I  couldn't  keep  my  faith  with  her.  It  was  more 
than  man  could  do." 
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I  sat  by  the  side  of  the  bed,  holding  one  of  his 
burning  hands  in  mine,  and  wondering  over  his 
strange  words.  He  lay  still  for  some  time,  and 
then,  raising  his  eyes  to  me,  said  in  a  most  plaintive 
voice : 

"Why  did  she  not  give  me  warning  sooner  ?  Why 
did  she  wait  until  I  had  learned  to  love  her  so  ?" 

He  repeated  this  question  several  times,  rolling  his 
feverish  head  from  side  to  side,  and  then  he  dropped 
into  a  troubled  sleep.  I  crept  out  of  the  room,  and, 
having  seen  that  he  would  be  properly  cared  for, 
left  the  house.  His  words,  however,  rang  in  my  ears 
for  days  afterward,  and  assumed  a  deeper  signifi- 
cance when  taken  with  what  was  to  come. 

My  friend,  Barrington  Cowles,  had  been  away  for 
his  summer  holidays,  and  I  had  heard  nothing  of 
him  for  several  months.  When  the  winter  session 
came  on,  however,  I  received  a  telegram  from  him, 
asking  me  to  secure  the  old  rooms  in  Northumber- 
land Street  for  him,  and  telling  me  the  train  by  which 
he  would  arrive.  I  went  down  to  meet  him,  and  was 
delighted  to  find  him  looking  wonderfully  hearty 
and  well. 

"By  the  way,"  he  said,  suddenly,  that  night,  as 
we  sat  in  our  chairs  by  the  fire,  talking  over  the 
events  of  the  holidays,  "you  have  never  congratulated 
me  yet !" 

"On  what,  my  boy  ?"  I  asked. 

"What !  Do  you  mean  to  say  you  have  not  heard 
of  my  engagement?" 
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"Engagement!  No!"  I  answered.  "However,  I 
am  delighted  to  hear  it,  and  congratulate  you  with 
all  my  heart." 

"I  wonder  it  didn't  come  to  your  ears,"  he  said. 
"It  was  the  queerest  thing.  You  remember  that 
girl  whom  we  both  admired  so  much  at  the  Acad- 
emy?" 

"What!"  I  cried,  with  a  vague  feeling  of  appre- 
hension at  my  heart.  "You  don't  mean  to  say  that 
you  are  engaged  to  her?" 

"I  thought  you  would  be  surprised,"  he  answered. 
"When  I  was  staying  with  an  old  aunt  of  mine  in 
Peterhead,  in  Aberdeenshire,  the  Northcotts  hap- 
pened to  come  there  on  a  visit,  and  as  we  had  mu- 
tual friends  we  soon  met.  I  found  out  that  it  was  a 
false  alarm  about  her  being  engaged,  and  then — 
well,  you  know  what  it  is  when  you  are  thrown  into 
the  society  of  such  a  girl  in  a  place  like  Peterhead. 
Not,  mind  you,"  he  added,  "that  I  consider  I  did 
a  foolish  or  hasty  thing.  I  have  never  regretted  it 
for  a  moment.  The  more  I  know  Kate  the  more 
I  admire  her  and  love  her.  However,  you  must  be 
introduced  to  her,  and  then  you  will  form  your  own 
opinion." 

I  expressed  my  pleasure  at  the  prospect,  and  en- 
deavored to  speak  as  lightly  as  I  could  to  Cowles 
upon  the  subject,  but  I  felt  depressed  and  anxious 
at  heart.  The  words  of  Reeves  and  the  unhappy 
fate  of  young  Prescott  recurred  to  my  recollection, 
and  though  I  could  assign  no  tangible  reason  for  it, 
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a  vague,  dim  fear  and  distrust  of  the  woman  took 
possession  of  me.  It  may  be  that  this  was  a  foolish 
prejudice  and  superstition  upon  my  part,  and  that 
I  involuntarily  contorted  her  future  doings  and  say- 
ings to  fit  into  some  half-formed  wild  theory  of  my 
own.  This  has  been  suggested  to  me  by  others  as 
an  explanation  of  my  narrative.  They  are  welcome 
to  their  opinion  if  they  can  reconcile  it  with  the 
facts  which  I  have  to  tell. 

I  went  round  with  my  friend  a  few  days  afterward 
to  call  upon  Miss  Northcott.  I  remember  that,  as 
we  went  down  Abercrombie  Place,  our  attention  was 
attracted  by  the  shrill  yelping  of  a  dog,  which  noise 
proved  eventually  to  come  from  the  house  to  which 
we  were  bound.  We  were  shown  upstairs,  where  I 
was  introduced  to  old  Mrs.  Merton,  Miss  Northcott's 
aunt,  and  to  the  young  lady  herself.  She  looked 
as  beautiful  as  ever,  and  I  could  not  wonder  at  my 
friend's  infatuation.  Her  face  was  a  little  more 
flushed  than  usual,  and  she  held  in  her  hand  a  heavy 
dog-whip,  with  which  she  had  been  chastising  a  small 
Scotch  terrier,  whose  cries  we  had  heard  in  the  street. 
The  poor  brute  was  cringing  up  against  the  wall, 
whining  piteously,  and  evidently  completely  cowed. 

"So,  Kate,"  said  my  friend,  after  we  had  taken 
our  seats,  "you  have  been  falling  out  with  Carlo 
again." 

"Only  a  very  little  quarrel  this  time,"  she  said, 
smiling  charmingly.  "He  is  a  dear,  good  old  fellow, 
but  he  needs  correction  now  and  then."  Then,  turn- 
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ing  to  me,  "We  all  do  that,  Mr.  Armitage,  don't 
we  2  What  a  capital  thing  if,  instead  of  receiving 
a  collective  punishment  at  the  end  of  our  lives,  we 
were  to  have  one  at  once,  as  the  dogs  do,  when  we 
did  anything  wicked.  It  would  make  us  more  care- 
ful, wouldn't  it?" 

I  acknowledged  that  it  would. 

"Supposing  that  every  time  a  man  misbehaved  him- 
self a  gigantic  hand  were  to  seize  him,  and  he  were 
lashed  with  a  whip  until  he  fainted" — she  clinched 
her  white  fingers  as  she  spoke,  and  cut  out  viciously 
with  the  dog-whip — "it  would  do  more  to  keep  him 
good  than  any  number  of  high-minded  theories  of 
morality." 

"Why,  Kate,"  said  my  friend,  "yon  are  quite  sav- 
age to-day." 

"No,  Jack,"  she  laughed.  "I'm  only  propounding 
a  theory  for  Mr.  Armitage's  consideration." 

The  two  began  to  chat  together  about  some  Aber- 
deenshire  reminiscence,  and  I  had  time  to  observe 
Mrs.  Merton,  who  had  remained  silent  during  our 
short  conversation.  She  was  a  very  strange-looking 
old  lady.  What  attracted  attention  most  in  her  ap- 
pearance was  the  utter  want  of  color  which  she  ex- 
hibited. Her  hair  was  snow-white,  and  her  face  ex- 
tremely pale.  Her  lips  were  bloodless,  and  even  her 
eyes  were  such  a  light  tinge  of  blue  that  they  hardly 
relieved  the  general  pallor.  Her  dress  was  a  gray  silk, 
which  harmonized  with  her  general  appearance.  She 
had  a  peculiar  expression  of  countenance,  which  I 
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was  unable  at  the  moment  to  refer  to  its  proper  cause. 
She  was  working  at  some  old-fashioned  piece  of 
ornamental  needlework,  and  as  she  moved  her  arms 
her  dress  gave  forth  a  dry,  melancholy  rustling,  like 
the  sound  of  leaves  in  the  autumn.  There  was  some- 
thing mournful  and  depressing  in  the  sight  of  her. 
I  moved  my  chair  a  little  nearer,  and  asked  her  how 
she  liked  Edinburgh,  and  whether  she  had  been  there 
long. 

When  I  spoke  to  her  she  started  and  looked  up  at 
me  with  a  scared  look  on  her  face.  Then  I  saw  in  a 
moment  what  the  expression  was  which  I  had  ob- 
served there.  It  was  one  of  fear — intense  and  over- 
powering fear.  It  was  so  marked  that  I  could  have 
staked  my  life  on  the  woman  before  me  having  at 
some  period  of  her  life  been  subjected  to  some  terrible 
experience  or  dreadful  misfortune. 

"Oh,  yes,  I  like  it,"  she  said,  in  a  soft,  timid  voice ; 
"and  we  have  been  here  long — that  is,  not  very  long. 
We  move  about  a  great  deal."  She  spoke  with  hesi- 
tation, as  if  afraid  of  committing  herself. 

"You  are  a  native  of  Scotland,  I  presume  ?"  I 
said. 

"No — that  is,  not  entirely.  We  are  not  natives  of 
any  place.  We  are  cosmopolitan,  you  know."  She 
glanced  round  in  the  direction  of  Miss  Northcott  as 
she  spoke,  but  the  two  were  still  chatting  together 
near  the  window.  Then  she  suddenly  bent  forward  to 
me,  with  a  look  of  intense  earnestness  upon  her  face, 
and  said: 
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"Don't  talk  to  me  any  more,  please.  She  does  not 
like  it,  and  I  shall  suffer  for  it  afterward.  Please 
don't  do  it." 

I  was  about  to  ask  her  the  reason  for  this  strange 
request,  but  when  she  saw  I  was  going  to  address  her, 
she  rose  and  walked  slowly  out  of  the  room.  As  she 
did  so,  I  perceived  that  the  lovers  had  ceased  to  talk, 
and  that  Miss  Northcott  was  looking  at  me  with  her 
keen,  gray  eyes. 

"You  must  excuse  my  aunt,  Mr.  Armitage,"  she 
said;  "she  is  odd,  and  easily  fatigued.  Come  over 
and  look  at  my  album." 

We  spent  some  time  examining  the  portraits.  Miss 
Northcott's  father  and  mother  were  apparently  ordi- 
nary mortals  enough,  and  I  could  not  detect  in  either 
of  them  any  traces  of  the  character  which  showed  it- 
self in  their  daughter's  face.  There  was  one  old 
daguerreotype,  however,  which  arrested  my  attention. 
It  represented  a  man  of  about  the  age  of  forty,  and 
strikingly  handsome.  He  was  clean  shaven,  and  ex- 
traordinary power  was  expressed  upon  his  prominent 
lower  jaw  and  firm,  straight  mouth.  His  eyes  were 
somewhat  deeply  set  in  his  head,  however,  and  there 
was  a  snake-like  flattening  at  the  upper  part  of  his 
forehead,  which  detracted  from  his  appearance.  I 
almost  involuntarily,  when  I  saw  the  head,  pointed 
to  it,  and  exclaimed: 

"There  is  your  prototype  in  your  family,  Miss 
Northcott." 

"Do  you  think  so?"  she  said.     "I  am  afraid  you 


JOHN  HARRINGTON  COWLES.  385 

are  paying  me  a  very  bad  compliment.  Uncle  An- 
thony was  always  considered  the  black  sheep  of  the 
family." 

"Indeed,"  I  answered ;  "my  remark  was  an  unfor- 
tunate one,  then." 

"Oh,  don't  mind  that,"  she  said ;  "I  always  thought 
myself  that  he  was  worth  all  of  them  put  together. 
He  was  an  officer  in  the  Forty-first  Regiment,  and  he 
was  killed  in  action  during  the  Persian  War — so  he 
died  nobly,  at  any  rate." 

"That's  the  sort  of  death  I  should  like  to  die,"  said 
Cowles,  his  dark  eyes  flashing,  as  they  would  when 
he  was  excited ;  "I  often  wish  I  had  taken  to  my 
father's  profession  instead  of  this  vile  pill-compound- 
ing drudgery." 

"Come,  Jack,  you  are  not  going  to  die  any  sort  of 
death  yet,"  she  said,  tenderly  taking  his  hand  in  hers. 

I  could  not  understand  the  woman.  There  was 
such  an  extraordinary  mixture  of  masculine  decision 
and  womanly  tenderness  about  her,  with  the  con- 
sciousness of  something  all  her  own  in  the  back- 
ground, that  she  fairly  puzzled  me.  I  hardly  knew, 
therefore,  how  to  answer  Cowles  when,  as  we  walked 
down  the  street  together,  he  asked  the  comprehensive 
question : 

"Well,  what  do  you  think  of  her  ?" 

"I  think  she  is  wonderfully  beautiful,"  I  an- 
swered, guardedly. 

"That,  of  course,"  he  replied,  irritably.  "You 
knew  that  before  you  camel" 
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"I  think  she  is  very  clever,  too,"  I  remarked. 

Barrington  Cowles  walked  on  for  some  time,  and 
then  he  suddenly  turned  on  me  with  the  strange 
question : 

"Do  you  think  she  is  cruel  ?  Do  you  think  she  is 
the  sort  of  girl  who  would  take  pleasure  in  inflicting 
pain  ?" 

"Well,  really,"  I  answered,  "I  have  hardly  had 
time  to  form  an  opinion." 

We  then  walked  on  for  some  time  in  silence* 

"She  is  an  old  fool,"  at  length  muttered  Cowles. 
"She  is  mad." 

"Who  is?"  I  asked. 

"Why,  that  old  woman — that  aunt  of  Kate's — 
Mrs.  Merton,  or  whatever  her  name  is." 

Then  I  knew  that  my  poor,  colorless  friend  had 
been  speaking  to  Cowles,  but  he  never  said  anything 
more  as  to  the  nature  of  her  communication. 

My  companion,  went  to-  bed  eao?ly  that  night,,  a»d  I 
sat  up  a  lc*ig  time  by  the  fire,  thinking  over  all  that 
I  had  seen  and  heard.  I  felt  that  there  was,  some 
mystery  about  the  girl — some  dark  fatality  so  strange 
as  to  defy  conjecture.  I  thought  of  Prescott's  inter- 
view with  her  before  their  marriage,  and  the  fatal 
termination  of  it.  I  coupled  it  with  poor,  drunken 
Reeves'  plaintive  ciyy  "Why  did  she  not  tell  me 
sooner?"  and  with  the  other  words  he  had  spoken. 
Then  my  mind  ran  over  Mrs.  Merlon's  warning  to 
me,  and  Cowles'  reference  to  her,  and  even  the  epi- 
sode of  the  whip  and  the  cringing  dog. 


JOHN  BABRINGTON  COWLES.  337 

The  whole  effect  of  my  recollections  was  unpleas- 
ant to  a  degree,  and  yet  there  was  no  tangible  charge 
which  I  could  bring  against  the  woman.  It  would 
be  worse  than  useless  to  attempt  to  warn  my  friend 
until  I  had  definitely  made  up  my  mind  what  I  was 
to  warn  him  against.  He  would  treat  any  charge 
against  her  with  scorn.  What  could  I  do?  How 
could  I  get  at  some  tangible  conclusion  as  to  her 
character  and  antecedents?  "No  one  in  Edinburgh 
knew  them  except  as  recent  acquaintances.  She  waa 
an  orphan,  and,  as  far  as  I  knew,  she  had  never  dis- 
closed where  her  former  home  had  been.  Suddenly 
an  idea  struck  me.  Among  my  father's  friends  there 
was  a  Colonel  Joyce,  who  had  served  a  long  time  in 
India  upon  the  staff,  and  who  would  be  likely  to 
know  most  of  the  officers  who  had  been  out  there  since 
the  Mutiny.  T  sat  down  at  once,  and,  having  trimmed 
the  lamp,  proceeded  to  write  a  letter  to  the  colonel. 
I  told  him  that  I  was  very  curious  to  gain  some  par- 
ticulars about  a  certain  Captain  Northcott,  who  had 
served  in  the  Forty-first  Foot,  and  who  had  fallen 
in  the  Persian  War.  I  described  the  man  as  well  as 
I  could  from  my  recollection  of  the  daguerreotype, 
and  then,  having  directed  the  letter,  posted  it  that 
very  night,  after  which,  feeling  that  I  had  done  all 
that  could  be  done,  I  retired  to  bed,  with  a  mind  too 
anxious  to  allow  me  to  sleep. 
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PART  II 

I  GOT  an  answer  from  Leicester,  where  the  colonel 
resided,  within  two  days.  I  have  it  before  me  as  I 
write,  and  copy  it  verbatim. 

"DEAE  BOB,"  it  said,  "I  remember  the  man  well. 
I  was  with  him  at  Calcutta,  and  afterward  at  Hy- 
derabad. He  was  a  curious,  solitary  sort  of  mortal ; 
but  a  gallant  soldier  enough,  for  he  distinguished 
himself  at  Sobraon,  and  was  wounded,  if  I  remem- 
ber right.  He  was  not  popular  in  his  corps — they 
said  he  was  a  pitiless,  cold-blooded  fellow,  with  no 
geniality  in  him.  There  was  a  rumor,  too,  that  he 
was  a  devil-worshiper,  or  something  of  that  sort,  and 
also  that  he  had  the  evil  eye,  which,  of  course,  was 
all  nonsense.  He  had  some  strange  theories,  I  re- 
member, about  the  power  of  the  human  will  and  the 
effect  of  mind  upon  matter. 

"How    are   you   getting   on    with    your   medical 
studies  ?     Never  forget,  my  boy,  that  your  father's 
son  has  every  claim  upon  me,  and  that  if  I  can  serve 
you  in  any  way  I  am  always  at  your  command. 
"Ever  affectionately  yours, 

"EDWAKD  JOYCE. 

"P.S. — By  the  way,  Northcott  did  not  fall  in  ac- 
tion. He  was  killed  after  peace  was  declared  in  a 
crazy  attempt  to  get  some  of  the  eternal  fire  from  the 
sun-worshipers'  temple.  There  was  considerable 
mystery  about  his  death." 
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I  read  this  epistle  over  several  times — at  first  with 
a  feeling  of  satisfaction,  and  then  with  one  of  dis- 
appointment I  had  come  on  some  curious  informa- 
tion, and  yet  hardly  what  I  wanted.  He  was  an  ec- 
centric man,  a  devil-worshiper,  and  rumored  to  have 
the  power  of  the  evil  eya  I  could  believe  the  young 
lady's  eyes,  when  endowed  with  that  cold,  gray  shim- 
mer which  I  had  noticed  in  them  once  or  twice,  to 
be  capable  of  any  evil  which  human  eye  ever  wrought ; 
but  still  the  superstition  was  an  effete  one.  Was 
there  not  more  meaning  in  that  sentence  which  fol- 
lowed— "He  had  theories  of  the  power  of  the  human 
will  and  of  the  effect  of  mind  upon  matter"  ?  I  re- 
member having  once  read  a  quaint  treatise,  which  I 
had  imagined  to  be  mere  charlatanism  at  the  time, 
of  the  power  of  certain  human  minds,  and  of  effects 
produced  by  them  at  a  distance.  Was  Miss  North- 
cott  endowed  with  some  exceptional  power  of  the  sort  ? 
The  idea  grew  upon  me,  and  very  shortly  I  had  evi- 
dence which  convinced  me  of  the  truth  of  the  sup- 
position. 

It  happened  that  at  the  very  time  when  my  mind 
was  dwelling  upon  this  subject,  I  saw  a  notice  in  the 
paper  that  our  town  was  to  be  visited  by  Doctor  Mes- 
singer,  the  well-known  medium  and  mesmerist.  Mes- 
singer  was  a  man  whose  performance,  such  as  it  was, 
had  been  again  and  again  pronounced  to  be  genuine 
by  competent  judges.  He  was  far  above  trickery, 
and  had  the  reputation  of  being  the  soundest  living 
authority  upon  the  strange  pseudo-sciences  of  animal 
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magnetism  and  electro-biology.  Determined,  there- 
fore, to  see  what  the  human  will  could  do,  even  against 
all  the  disadvantages  of  glaring  footlights  and  a 
public  platform,  I  took  a  ticket  for  the  first  night  of 
the  performance,  and  went  with  several  student 
friends. 

We  had  secured  one  of  the  side  boxes,  and  did  not 
arrive  until  after  the  performance  had  begun.  I 
had  hardly  taken  my  seat  before  I  recognized  Bar- 
rington  Cowles,  with  his  fiancee  and  old  Mrs.  Mer- 
ton,  sitting  in  the  third  or  fourth  row  of  the  stalls. 
They  caught  sight  of  me  at  almost  the  same  moment, 
and  we  bowed  to  each  other.  The  first  portion  of 
the  lecture  was  somewhat  commonplace,  the  lecturer 
giving  tricks  of  pure  legerdemain,  with  one  or  two 
manifestations  of  mesmerism,  performed  upon  a 
subject  whom  he  had  brought  with  him.  He  gave 
us  an  exhibition  of  clairvoyance,  too,  throwing  his 
subject  into  a  trance,  and  then  demanding  particu- 
lars as  to  the  movements  of  absent  friends,  and  the 
whereabouts  of  hidden  objects,  all  of  which  appeared 
to  be  answered  satisfactorily.  I  had  seen  all  this 
before,  however.  What  I  wanted  to  see  now  was 
the  effect  of  the  lecturer's  will  when  exerted  upon 
some  independent  member  of  the  audience. 

He  came  round  to  that  as  the  concluding  exhibi- 
tion in  his  performance.  "I  have  shown  you,"  he 
said,  "that  a  mesmerized  subject  is  entirely  dom- 
inated by  the  will  of  the  mesmerizer.  He  loses  all 
power  of  volition,  and  his  very  thoughts  are  such 
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as  are  suggested  to  him  by  the  master  mind.  The 
same  end  may  be  attained  without  any  preliminary 
process.  A  strong  will  can,  simply  by  virtue  of  its 
strength,  take  possession  of  a  weaker  one,  even  at  a 
distance,  and  can  regulate  the  impulses  and  the  ac- 
tions of  the  owner  of  it.  If  there  was  one  man  in 
the  world  who  had  a  very  much  more  highly  devel- 
oped will  than  any  of  the  rest  of  the  human  family, 
there  is  no  reason  why  he  should  not  be  able  to  rule 
over  them  all,  and  to  reduce  his  fellow-creatures  to 
the  condition  of  automatons.  Happily  there  is  such 
a  dead  level  of  mental  power,  or,  rather,  of  mental 
weakness,  among  us  that  such  a  catastrophe  is  not 
likely  to  occur;  but  still  within  our  small  oompaas 
there  are  variations  which  produce  surprising  effects. 
I  shall  now  single  out  one  of  the  audience,  and  en- 
deavor 'by  the  mere  power  of  will'  to  compel  him  to 
come  upon  the  platform,  and  do  and  say  what  I 
wish.  Let  me  assure  you  that  there  is  no  collusion, 
and  that  the  subject  whom  I  may  select  is  at  perfect 
liberty  to  resent  to  the  uttermost  any  impulse  which 
I  may  communicate  to  him." 

With  these  words  the  lecturer  came  to  the  front  of 
the  platform,  and  glanced  over  the  first  few  rows 
of  the  stalls.  !N"o  doubt  Cowles'  dark  skin  and  bright 
eyes  marked  him  out  as  a  man  of  a  highly  nervous 
temperament,  for  the  mesmerist  picked  him  out  in  a 
moment,  and  fixed  his  eyes  upon  him.  I  saw  my 
friend  give  a  start  of  surprise,  and  then  settle  down 
in  his  chair,  as  if  to  express  his  determination  not 
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to  yield  to  the  influence  of  the  operator.  Messinger 
was  not  a  man  whose  head  denoted  any  great  brain- 
power, but  his  gaze  was  singularly  intense  and  pene- 
trating. Under  the  influence  of  it  Cowles  made  one 
or  two  spasmodic  motions  of  his  hands,  as  if  to  grasp 
the  sides  of  his  seat,  and  then  half  rose,  but  only  to 
sink  down  again,  though  with  an  evident  effort.  I 
was  watching  the  scene  with  intense  interest,  when  I 
happened  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  Miss  Northcott's 
face.  She  was  sitting  with  her  eyes  fixed  intently 
upon  the  mesmerist,  and  with  such  an  expression  of 
concentrated  power  upon  her  features  as  I  have 
never  seen  on  any  other  human  countenance.  Her 
jaw  was  firmly  set,  her  lips  compressed,  and  her 
face  as  hard  as  if  it  were  a  beautiful  sculpture 
cut  out  of  the  whitest  marble.  Her  eyebrows 
were  drawn  down,  however,  and  from  beneath 
them  her  gray  eyes  seemed  to  sparkle  and  gleam 
with  a  cold  light. 

I  looked  at  Cowles  again,  expecting  every  moment 
to  see  him  rise  and  obey  the  mesmerist's  wishes, 
when  there  came  from  the  platform  a  short,  gasping 
cry  of  a  man  utterly  worn  out  and  prostrated  by  a 
prolonged  struggle.  Messinger  was  leaning  against 
the  table,  his  hand  to  his  forehead,  and  the  perspira- 
tion pouring  down  his  face.  "I  won't  go  on,"  he 
cried,  addressing  the  audience.  "There  is  a  stronger 
will  than  mine  acting  against  me.  You  must  excuse 
me  for  to-night."  The  man  was  evidently  ill,  and 
utterly  unable  to  proceed,  so  the  curtain  was  low- 
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ered,  and  the  audience  dispersed,  with  many  com- 
ments on  the  lecturer's  sudden  indisposition. 

I  waited  outside  the  hall  until  my  friend  and  the 
ladies  came  out.  Cowles  was  laughing  over  his  re- 
cent experience. 

"He  didn't  succeed  with  me,  Bob,"  he  cried, 
triumphantly,  as  he  shook  my  hand.  "I  think  he 
caught  a  Tartar  that  time." 

"Yes,"  said  Miss  Northcott,  "I  think  Jack  ought 
to  be  very  proud  of  his  strength  of  mind ;  don't  you, 
Mr.  Armitage?" 

"It  took  me  all  my  time,  though,"  my  friend  said, 
seriously.  "You  can't  conceive  what  a  strange  feel- 
ing I  had  once  or  twice.  All  the  strength  seemed 
to  have  gone  out  of  me — especially  just  before  he 
collapsed  himself." 

I  walked  round  with  Cowles  in  order  to  see  the 
ladies  home.  He  walked  in  front  with  Mrs.  Merton, 
and  I  found  myself  behind  with  the  young  lady. 
For  a  minute  or  so  I  walked  beside  her  without  mak- 
ing any  remark,  and  then  I  suddenly  blurted  out,  in 
a  manner  which  must  have  seemed  somewhat  brusque 
to  her: 

"You  did  that,  Miss  Northcott." 

"Did  what?"  she  asked,  sharply. 

"Why,  mesmerized  the  mesmerizer — I  suppose 
that  is  the  best  way  of  describing  the  transaction." 

"What  a  strange  idea !"  she  said,  laughing.  "You 
give  me  credit  for  a  strong  will,  then?" 

"Yes,"  I  said.     "For  a  dangerously  strong  one." 
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"Why  dangerous  ?"  she  asked  in  a  tone  of  surprise. 

"I  think,"  I  answered,  "that  any  will  which  can 
exercise  such  power  is  dangerous — for  there  is  al- 
ways a  chance  of  its  being  turned  to  bad  uses." 

"You  would  make  me  out  a  very  dreadful  in- 
dividual, Mr.  Armitage,"  she  said ;  and  then  looking 
up  suddenly  in  my  face — "You  have  never  liked  me. 
You  are  suspicious  of  me  and  distrust  me,  though 
I  have  never  given  you  cause." 

The  accusation  was  so  sudden  and  so  true  that  I 
was  unable  to  find  any  reply  to  it.  She  paused  for 
a  moment,  and  then  said  in  a  voice  which  was  hard 
and  cold: 

"Don't  let  your  prejudice  lead  you  to  interfere 
with  me,  however,  or  say  anything  to  your  friend 
Mr.  Cowles  which  might  lead  to  a  difference  between 
us.  You  would  find  that  to  be  a  very  bad  policy." 

There  was  something  in  the  way  she  spoke  which 
gave  an  indescribable  air  of  a  threat  to  these  few 
words. 

"I  have  no  power,"  I  said,  "to  interfere  with  your 
plans  for  the  future.  I  can  not  help,  however,  from 
what  I  have  seen  and  heard,  having  fears  for  my 
friend." 

"Fears!"  she  repeated,  scornfully.  "Pray,  what 
have  you  seen  and  heard?  Something  from  Mr. 
Reeves,  perhaps — I  believe  he  is  another  of  your 
friends  2" 

"He  never  mentioned  your  name  to  me,"  I  an- 
swered, truthfully  enough.  "You  will  be  sorry  to 
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hear  that  he  is  dying."  As  I  said  it,  we  passed  by 
a  lighted  window,  and  I  glanced  down  to  see  what 
effect  my  words  had  upon  her.  She  was  laughing — 
there  was  no  doubt  of  it;  she  was  laughing  quietly 
to  herself.  I  could  see  merriment  in  every  feature 
of  her  face.  I  feared  and  mistrusted  the  woman 
from  that  moment  more  than  ever. 

We  said  little  more  that  night  When  we  parted, 
she  gave  me  a  quick,  warning  glance,  as  if  to  remind 
me  of  what  she  had  said  about  the  danger  of  inter- 
ference. Her  cautions  would  have  made  little  dif- 
ference to  me  could  I  have  seen  my  way  to  benefiting 
Barrington  Cowles  by  anything  which  I  might  say. 
But  what  could  I  say?  I  might  say  that  her  former 
suitors  had  been  unfortunate.  I  might  say  that  I 
believed  her  to  be  a  cruel-hearted  woman.  I  might 
say  that  I  considered  her  to  possess  wonderful  and 
almost  preternatural  powers.  What  impression  would 
any  of  these  accusations  make  upon  an  ardent  lover — 
a  man  with  my  friend's  enthusiastic  temperament? 
I  felt  that  it  would  be  useless  to  advance  them,  so  I 
was  silent. 

And  now  I  come  to  the  beginning  of  the  end. 
Hitherto  much  has  been  surmise  and  inference  and 
hearsay.  It  is  my  painful  task  to  relate  now,  as  dis- 
passionately and  as  accurately  as  I  can,  what  actually 
occurred  under  my  own  notice,  and  to  reduce  to  writ- 
ing the  events  which  preceded  the  death  of  my  friend. 

Toward  the  end  of  the  winter  Cowles  remarked  to 
me  that  he  intended  to  marry  Miss  Northcott  as  soon 
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as  possible — probably  some  time  in  the  spring.  He 
was,  as  I  have  already  remarked,  fairly  well  off,  and 
the  young  lady  had  some  money  of  her  own,  so  that 
there  was  no  pecuniary  reason  for  a  long  engagement. 
"We  are  going  to  take  a  little  house  out  at  Corstor- 
phine,"  he  said,  "and  we  hope  to  see  your  face  at 
our  table,  Bob,  as  often  as  you  can  possibly  come." 
I  thanked  him,  and  tried  to  shake  off  my  appre- 
hensions, and  persuade  myself  that  all  would  yet 
be  well. 

It  was  about  three  weeks  before  the  time  fixed  for 
the  marriage  that  Cowles  remarked  to  me  one  even- 
ing that  he  feared  he  would  be  late  that  night.  "I 
have  had  a  note  from  Kate,"  he  said,  "asking  me  to 
call  about  eleven  o'clock  to-night,  which  seems  rather 
a  late  hour,  but  perhaps  she  wants  to  talk  over  some- 
thing quietly  after  old  Mrs.  Merton  retires." 

It  was  not  until  after  my  friend's  departure  that 
I  suddenly  recollected  the  mysterious  interview  which 
I  had  been  told  of  as  preceding  the  suicide  of  young 
Prescott.  Then  I  thought  of  the  ravings  of  poor 
Reeves,  rendered  more  tragic  by  the  fact  that  I  had 
heard  that  very  day  of  his  death.  What  was  the 
meaning  of  it  all  ?  Had  this  woman  some  baleful  se- 
cret to  disclose  which  must  be  known  before  her  mar- 
riage? Was  it  some  reason  which  forbid  her  to 
marry?  Or  was  it  some  reason  which  forbid  others 
to  marry  her?  I  felt  so  uneasy  that  I  would  have 
followed  Cowles,  even  at  the  risk  of  offending  him, 
and  endeavored  to  dissuade  him  from  keeping  his 


JOHN  BARRINGTON  COWLES.  347 

appointment,  but  a  glance  at  the  clock  showed  me  that 
I  was  too  late.  I  was  determined  to  wait  up  for  his 
return,  so  I  piled  some  coals  upon  the  fire  and  took 
down  a  novel  from  the  shelf.  My  thoughts  proved 
more  interesting  than  the  book,  however,  and  I  threw 
it  on  one  side.  An  indefinable  feeling  of  anxiety  and 
depression  weighed  upon  me.  Twelve  o'clock  came, 
and  then  half-past,  without  any  sign  of  my  friend. 
It  was  nearly  one  when  I  heard  a  step  in  the  street 
outside,  and  then  a  knocking  at  the  door.  I  was  sur- 
prised, as  I  knew  that  my  friend  always  carried  a  key 
— however,  I  hurried  down  and  undid  the  latch.  As 
the  door  flew  open,  I  knew  in  a  moment  that  my  worst 
apprehensions  had  been  fulfilled.  Barrington  Cowles 
was  leaning  against  the  railings  outside,  with  his  face 
sunk  upon  his  breast,  and  his  whole  attitude  expres- 
sive of  the  most  intense  despondency.  As  he  passed 
in  he  gave  a  stagger,  and  would  have  fallen  had  I  not 
thrown  my  left  arm  around  him.  Supporting  him 
with  this,  and  holding  the  lamp  in  my  other  hand, 
I  led  him  slowly  upstairs  into  our  sitting-room.  He 
sunk  down  upon  the  sofa  without  a  word.  Now  that 
I  could  get  a  good  view  of  him,  I  was  horrified  to  see 
the  change  which  had  come  over  him.  His  face  was 
deathly  pale,  and  his  very  lips  were  bloodless.  His 
cheeks  and  forehead  were  clammy,  his  eyes  glazed, 
and  his  whole  expression  altered.  He  looked  like 
a  man  who  had  gone  through  some  terrible  ordeal, 
and  was  thoroughly  unnerved. 

"My  dear  fellow,  what  is  the  matter?"  I  asked, 
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breaking  the  silence.  "Nothing  amiss,  I  trust  ?  Are 
you  unwell?" 

"Brandy!"  he  fairly  gasped.  "Give  me  some 
brandy!" 

I  took  out  the  decanter,  and  was  about  to  help  him, 
when  he  snatched  it  from  me  with  a  trembling  hand, 
and  poured  out  nearly  half  a  tumbler  of  the  spirit. 
He  was  usually  a  most  abstemious  man,  but  he  took 
this  off  at  a  gulp  without  adding  any  water  to  it.  It 
seemed  to  do  him  good,  for  the  color  began  to  come 
back  to  his  face,  and  he  leaned  upon  his  elbow. 

"My  engagement  is  off,  Bob,"  he  said,  trying  to 
speak  calmly,  but  with  a  tremor  in  his  voice  which 
he  could  not  conceal.  "It  is  all  over." 

"Cheer  up!"  I  answered,  trying  to  encourage  him. 
"Don't  get  down  on  your  luck.  How  was  it  ?  What 
was  it  all  about?" 

"About?"  he  groaned,  covering  his  face  with  his 
hands.  "If  I  did  tell  you,  Bob,  you  would  not  believe 
it  It  is  too  dreadful — too  horrible — unutterably 
awful  and  incredible!  Oh,  Kate,  Kate!"  and  he 
rocked  himself  to  and  fro  in  his  grief;  "I  pictured 
you  an  angel  and  I  find  you  a — " 

"A  what  ?"  I  asked,  for  he  had  paused. 

He  looked  at  me  with  a  vacant  stare,  and  then  sud- 
denly burst  out,  waving  his  arms:  "A  fiend!"  he 
cried.  "A  ghoul  from  the  pit !  A  vampire  soul  be- 
hind a  lovely  face !  Now,  God  forgive  me  !'*  he  went 
on  in  a  lower  tone,  turning  his  face  to  the  wall ;  "I 
have  said  more  than  I  should.  I  have  loved  her  too 
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much  to  speak  of  her  as  she  is.  I  love  her  too  much 
now." 

He  lay  still  for  some  time,  and  I  had  hoped  that  the 
brandy  had  had  the  effect  of  sending  him  to  sleep, 
when  he  suddenly  turned  his  face  toward  me. 

"Did  you  ever  read  of  wehr-wolves  ?"  he  asked. 

I  answered  that  I  had. 

"There  is  a  story,"  he  said,  thoughtfully,  "in  one 
of  Marryat's  hooks  about  a  beautiful  woman  who 
took  tho  form  of  a  wolf  at  night  and  devoured  her 
own  children.  I  wonder  what  put  that  idea  into 
Marryat's  head  ?" 

He  pondered  for  some  minutes,  and  then  he  cried 
out  for  some  more  brandy.  There  was  a  small  bottle 
of  laudanum  upon  the  table,  and  I  managed,  by  in- 
sisting upon  helping  him  myself,  to  mix  about  half 
a  dram  with  the  spirits.  He  drank  it  off,  and  sunk 
his  head  once  more  upon  the  pillow.  "Anything  bet- 
ter than  that,"  he  groaned.  "Death  i&  better  than 
that.  Crime  and  cruelty;  cruelty  and  crime.  Any- 
thing is  better  than  that;"  and  so  on,  with  the  mo- 
notonous refrain,  until  at  last  the  words  became  in- 
distinct, his  eyelids  closed  over  his  weary  eyes,  and 
he  sunk  into  a  profound  slumber.  I  carried  him  into 
his  bedroom  without  arousing  him;  and  making  a 
couch  for  myself  out  of  the  chairs,  I  remained  by 
his  side  all  night. 

In  the  morning  Barrington  Cowles  was  in  a  high 
fever.  For  weeks  he  lingered  between  life  and  death. 
The  highest  medical  skill  of  Edinburgh  was  called 
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in,  and  his  vigorous  constitution  slowly  got  the  better 
of  his  disease.  I  nursed  him  during  this  anxious 
time;  but  through  all  his  wild  delirium  and  ravings 
he  never  let  a  word  escape  him  which  explained  the 
mystery  connected  with  Miss  Northcott.  Sometimes 
he  spoke  of  her  in  the  tenderest  words  and  most  lov- 
ing voice.  At  others  he  screamed  out  that  she  was 
a  fiend,  and  stretched  out  his  arms,  as  if  to  keep  her 
off.  Several  times  he  cried  that  he  would  not  sell  his 
soul  for  a  beautiful  face,  and  then  he  would  moan  in 
a  most  piteous  voice,  "But  I  love  her — I  love  her  for 
all  that ;  I  shall  never  cease  to  love  her." 

When  he  came  to  himself  he  was  an  altered  man. 
His  severe  illness  had  emaciated  him  greatly,  but  his 
dark  eyes  had  lost  none  of  their  brightness.  They 
shone  out  with  startling  brilliancy  from  under  his 
dark,  overhanging  brows.  His  manner  was  eccentric 
and  variable — sometimes  irritable,  sometimes  reck- 
lessly mirthful,  but  never  natural.  He  would  glance 
about  him  in  a  strange,  suspicious  manner,  like  one 
who  feared  something,  and  yet  hardly  knew  what  it 
was  he  dreaded.  He  never  mentioned  Miss  North- 
cott's  name — never  until  that  fatal  evening  of  which 
I  have  now  to  speak. 

In  an  endeavor  to  break  the  current  of  his  thoughts 
by  frequent  change  of  scene,  I  traveled  with  him 
through  the  highlands  of  Scotland,  and  afterward 
down  the  east  coast.  In  one  of  these  peregrinations 
of  ours  we  visited  the  Isle  of  May,  an  island  near  the 
mouth  of  the  Firth  of  Forth,  which,  except  in  the 
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tourist  season,  is  singularly  barren  and  desolate. 
Beyond  the  keeper  of  the  lighthouse  there  are  only 
one  or  two  families  of  poor  fisher-folk,  who  sustain 
a  precarious  existence  by  their  nets,  and  by  the  cap- 
ture of  cormorants  and  solan  geese.  This  grim  spot 
seemed  to  have  such  a  fascination  for  Cowles  that 
we  engaged  a  room  in  one  of  the  fishermen's  huts, 
with  the  intention  of  passing  a  week  or  two  there.  I 
found  it  very  dull,  but  the  loneliness  appeared  to  be 
a  relief  to  my  friend's  mind.  He  lost  the  look  of 
apprehension  which  had  become  habitual  to  him,  and 
became  something  like  his  old  self.  He  would  wan- 
der round  the  island  all  day,  looking  down  from  the 
summit  of  the  great  cliffs  which  girt  it  round,  and 
watching  the  long  green  waves  as  they  came  booming 
in  and  burst  in  a  shower  of  spray  over  the  rocks 
beneath. 

One  night — I  think  it  was  our  third  or  fourth  on 
the  island — Barrington  Cowles  and  I  went  outside 
the  cottage  before  retiring  to  rest,  to  enjoy  a  little 
fresh  air,  for  our  room  was  small,  and  the  rough 
lamp  caused  an  unpleaeant  odor.  How  well  I  re- 
member every  little  circumstance  in  connection  with 
that  night!  It  promised  to  be  tempestuous,  for  the 
clouds  were  piling  up  in  the  northwest,  and  the  dark 
wrack  was  drifting  across  the  face  of  the  moon, 
throwing  alternate  belts  of  light  and  shade  upon 
the  rugged  surface  of  the  island  and  the  restless  sea 
beyond. 

We  were  standing  talking  close  by  the  door  of  the 
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cottage,  and  I  was  thinking  to  myself  that  my  friend 
was  more  cheerful  than  he  had  been  since  his  illness, 
when  he  gave  a  sudden,  sharp  cry,  and  looking  round 
at  him  I  saw,  by  the  light  of  the  moon,  an  expres- 
sion of  unutterable  horror  come  over  his  features. 
His  eyes  became  fixed  and  staring,  as  if  riveted  upon 
some  approaching  object,  and  he  extended  his  long 
thin  forefinger,  which  quivered  as  he  pointed. 

"Look  there !"  he  cried.  "It  is  she !  It  is  she !  You 
see  her  there  coming  down  the  side  of  the  brae."  He 
gripped  me  convulsively  by  the  wrist  as  he  spoke. 
"There  she  is,  coming  toward  us!" 

"Who  ?"  I  cried,  straining  my  eyes  into  the  dark- 
ness. 

"She  —  Kate  —  Kate  Northcott !"  he  screamed. 
"She  has  come  for  me!  Hold  me  fast,  old  friend! 
Don't  let  me  go !" 

"Hold  up,  old  man,"  I  said,  clapping  him  on  the 
shoulder.  "Pull  yourself  together;  you  are  dream- 
ing; there  is  nothing  to  fear." 

"She  is  gone !"  he  cried,  with  a  gasp  of  relief.  "No, 
by  Heaven!  there  she  is  again,  and  nearer — coming 
nearer !  She  told  me  she  would  come  for  me,  and  she 
keeps  her  word !" 

"Come  into  the  house,"  I  said.  His  hand,  as  I 
grasped  it,  was  as  cold  as  ice. 

"Ah,  I  knew  it !"  he  shouted.  "There  she  is,  wav- 
ing her  arms.  She  is  beckoning  to  me.  It  is  the 
signal.  I  must  go.  I  am  coming,  Kate;  I  am 
coming !" 
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I  threw  my  arms  around  him,  but  he  burst  from 
me  with  superhuman  strength,  and  dashed  into  the 
darkness,  of  the  night  I  followed  him,  calling  to 
him  to  stop,  but  he  ran  the  more  swiftly.  When  the 
moon  shone  out  between  the  clouds  I  could  catch 
a  glimpse  of  his  dark  figure,  running  rapidly  in  a 
straight  line,  as  if  to  reach  some  definite  goal.  It 
may  have  been  imagination,  but  it  seemed  to  me  that 
in  the  flickering  light  I  could  distinguish  a  vague 
something  in  front  of  him — a  shimmering  form  which 
eluded  his  grasp  and  led  him  onward.  I  saw  his  out- 
lines stand  out  hard  against  the  sky  behind  him  as  he 
surmounted  the  brow  of  a  little  hill,  then  he  disap- 
peared, and  that  was  the  last  ever  seen  by  mortal  eye 
of  Barrington  Cowles. 

The  fishermen  and  I  walked  round  the  island  all 
that  night  with  lanterns,  and  examined  every  nook 
and  corner  without  seeing  a  trace  of  my  poor  lost 
friend.  The  direction  in  which  he  had  been  run- 
ning terminated  in  a  rugged  line  of  jagged  cliffs 
overhanging  the  sea.  At  one  place  here  the  edge 
was  somewhat  crumbled,  and  there  appeared  marks 
upon  the  turf  which  might  have  been  left  by  human 
feet.  We  lay  upon  our  faces  at  this  spot,  and  peered 
with  our  lanterns  over  the  edge,  looking  down  on 
the  boiling  surge  two  hundred  feet  below.  As  we 
lay  there,  suddenly  above  the  beating  of  the  waves 
and  the  howling  of  the  wind,  there  rose  a  strange, 
wild  screech  from  the  abyss  below.  The  fishermen 
naturally  superstitious  race — averred  that  it  was 
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the  sound  of  woman's  laughter,  and  I  could  hardly 
persuade  them  to  continue  the  search.  For  my  own 
part  I  think  it  may  have  been  the  cry  of  some  sea- 
fowl  startled  from  its  nest  by  the  flash  of  the  lantern. 
However  that  may  be,  I  never  wish  to  hear  such  a 
sound  again. 

And  now  I  have  come  to  the  end  of  the  painful 
duty  which  I  have  undertaken.  I  have  told  as 
plainly  and  as  accurately  as  I  could  the  story  of 
the  death  of  John  Barrington  Cowles,  and  the  train 
of  events  which  preceded  it.  I  am  aware  that  to 
others  the  sad  episode  seemed  commonplace  enough. 
Here  is  the  prosaic  account  which  appeared  in  the 
"Scotsman"  a  couple  of  days  afterward: 

"Sad  Occurrence  on  the  Isle  of  May. — The  Isle 
of  May  has  been  the  scene  of  a  sad  disaster.  Mr. 
John  Barrington  Cowles,  a  gentleman  well  known 
in  University  circles  as  a  most  distinguished  student, 
and  the  present  holder  of  the  Neil  Arnott  prize  for 
physics,  has  been  recruiting  his  health  in  this  quiet 
retreat.  The  night  before  last  he  suddenly  left  his 
friend,  Mr.  Robert  Armitage,  and  he  has  not  since 
been  heard  of.  It  is  almost  certain  that  he  has  met 
his  death  by  falling  over  the  cliffs  which  surround 
the  island.  Mr.  Cowles'  health  has  been  failing  for 
some  time,  partly  from  overstudy  and  partly  from 
worry  connected  with  family  affairs.  By  his  death 
the  University  loses  one  of  her  most  promising 
alumni." 


JOHN   HARRINGTON  COWLEa  366 

I  have  nothing  more  to  add  to  my  statement.  I 
have  unburdened  my  mind  of  all  that  I  know.  I 
can  well  conceive  that  many,  after  weighing  all  that 
I  have  said,  will  see  no  ground  for  an  accusation 
against  Miss  Northcott.  They  will  say  that,  because 
a  man  of  a  naturally  excitable  disposition  says  and 
does  wild  things,  and  even  eventually  commits  self- 
murder  after  a  sudden  and  heavy  disappointment, 
there  is  no  reason  why  vague  charges  should  be  ad- 
vanced against  a  young  lady.  To  this  I  answer  that 
they  are  welcome  to  their  opinion.  For  my  own 
part,  I  ascribe  the  death  of  William  Prescott,  of 
Archibald  Reeves,  and  of  John  Barrington  Cowles 
to  this  woman  with  as  much  confidence  as  if  I  had 
seen  her  drive  a  dagger  into  their  hearts. 

You  ask  me,  no  doubt,  what  my  own  theory  is 
which  will  explain  all  these  strange  facts.  I  have 
none,  or,  at  best,  a  dim  and  vague  one.  That  Miss 
Korthcott  possessed  extraordinary  power  over  the 
minds,  and  through  the  minds  over  the  bodies,  of 
others,  I  am  convinced,  as  well  as  that  her  instincts 
were  to  use  this  power  for  base  and  cruel  purposes. 
That  some  even  more  fiendish  and  terrible  phase  of 
character  lay  behind  this — some  horrible  trait  which 
it  was  necessary  for  her  to  reveal  before  marriage — 
is  to  be  inferred  from  the  experience  of  her  three 
lovers,  while  the  dreadful  nature  of  the  mystery  thus 
revealed  can  only  be  surmised  from  the  fact  that  the 
very  mention  of  it  drove  from  her  those  who  have 
loved  her  so  passionately.  Their  subsequent  fate  was, 
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in  my  opinion,  the  result  of  her  vindictive  remem- 
brance of  their  desertion  of  her,  and  that  they  were 
forewarned  of  it  at  the  time  was  shown  by  the  words 
of  both  Beeves  and  Cowles.  Above  this,  I  can  say 
nothing.  I  lay  the  facts  soberly  before  the  public 
as  they  came  under  my  notice.  I  have  never  seen 
Miss  Northcott  since,  nor  do  I  wish  to  do  so.  If 
by  the  words  I  have  written  I  can  save  any  one 
human  being  from  the  snare  of  those  bright  eyes 
and  that  beautiful  face,  then  I  can  lay  down  my 
pen  with  the  assurance  that  my  poor  friend  has  not 
died  altogether  in  vain. 
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I  AM  sure  that  Nature  never  intended  me  to  be  a 
self-made  man.  There  are  times  when  I  can  hardly 
bring  myself  to  realize  that  twenty  years  of  my  life 
were  spent  behind  the  counter  of  a  grocer's  shop  in 
the  East  End  of  London,  and  that  it  was  through  such 
an  avenue  that  I  reached  a  wealthy  independence 
and  the  possession  of  Goresthorpe  Grange.  My  habits 
are  conservative,  and  my  tastes  refined  and  aristo- 
cratic. I  have  a  soul  which  spurns  the  vulgar  herd. 
Our  family,  the  D'Odds,  date  back  to  a  prehistoric 
era,  as  is  to  be  inferred  from  the  fact  that  their  ad- 
vent into  British  history  is  not  commented  on  by  any 
trustworthy  historian.  Some  instinct  tells  me  that 
the  blood  of  a  Crusader  runs  in  my  veins.  Even 
now,  after  the  lapse  of  so  many  years,  such  exclama- 
tions as  tcBy'r  Lady !"  rise  naturally  to  my  lips,  and 
I  feel  that,  should  circumstances  require  it,  I  am 
capable  of  rising  in  my  stirrups  and  dealing  an  in- 
fidel a  blow — say  with  a  mace — which  would  consid- 
erably astonish  him. 

Goresthorpe  Grange  is  a  feudal  mansion — or  so  it 
was  termed  in  the  advertisement  which  originally 
brought  it  under  my  notice.  Its  right  to  this  adjec- 
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tive  had  a  most  remarkable  effect  upon  its  price,  and 
the  advantages  gained  may  possibly  be  more  senti- 
mental than  real.  Still,  it  is  soothing  to  me  to  know 
that  I  have  slits  in  my  staircase  through  which  I  can 
discharge  arrows;  and  there  is  a  sense  of  power  in 
the  fact  of  possessing  a  complicated  apparatus  by 
means  of  which  I  am  enabled  to  pour  molten  lead 
upon  the  head  of  the  casual  visitor.  These  things 
chime  in  with  my  peculiar  humor,  and  I  do  not 
grudge  to  pay  for  them.  I  am  proud  of  my  battle- 
ments and  of  the  circular,  uncovered  sewer  which 
girds  me  round.  I  am  proud  of  my  portcullis  and 
donjon  and  keep.  There  is  but  one  thing  wanting  to 
round  off  the  medisevalism  of  my  abode,  and  to  render 
it  symmetrically  and  completely  antique.  Gores- 
thorpe  Grange  is  not  provided  with  a  ghost. 

Any  man  with  old-fashioned  tastes  and  ideas  as  to 
how  such  establishments  should  be  conducted  would 
have  been  disappointed  at  the  omission.  In  my  case  it 
was  particularly  unfortunate.  From  my  childhood 
I  had  been  an  earnest  student  of  the  supernatural, 
and  a  firm  believer  in  it.  I  have  reveled  in  ghostly 
literature  until  there  is  hardly  a  tale  bearing  upon 
the  subject  which  I  have  not  perused.  I  learned  the 
German  language  for  the  sole  purpose  of  mastering  a 
book  upon  demonology.  When  an  infant  I  have  se- 
creted myself  in  dark  rooms  in  the  hope  of  seeing 
some  of  those  bogies  with  which  my  nurse  used  to 
threaten  me;  and  the  same  feeling  is  as  strong  in 
me  now  as  then.  It  was  a  proud  moment  when  I  felt 
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that  a  ghost  was  one  of  the  luxuries  which  my  money 
might  command. 

It  is  true  that  there  was  no  mention  of  an  appari- 
tion in  the  advertisement.  On  reviewing  the  mil- 
dewed walls,  however,  and  the  shadowy  corridors,  I 
had  taken  it  for  granted  that  there  was  such  a  thing 
on  the  premises.  As  the  presence  of  a  kennel  pre- 
supposes that  of  a  dog,  so  I  imagined  that  it  was  im- 
possible that  such  desirable  quarters  should  be  unten- 
anted  by  one  or  more  restless  shades.  Good  heavens, 
what  can  the  noble  family  from  whom  I  purchased  it 
have  been  doing  these  hundreds  of  years !  Was  there 
no  member  of  it  spirited  enough  to  make  away  with 
his  sweetheart,  or  take  some  other  steps  calculated  to 
establish  a  hereditary  spectre  ?  Even  now  I  can 
hardly  write  with  patience  upon  the  subject. 

For  a  long  time  I  hoped  against  hope.  Never  did 
rat  squeak  behind  the  wainscot,  or  rain  drip  upon 
the  attic  floor,  without  a  wild  thrill  shooting  through 
me  as  I  thought  that  at  last  I  had  come  upon  traces 
of  some  unquiet  soul.  I  felt  no  touch  of  fear  upon 
these  occasions.  If  it  occurred  in  the  night-time,  I 
would  send  Mrs.  D'Odd — who  is  a  strong-minded 
woman — to  investigate  the  matter  while  I  covered  up 
my  head  with  the  bedclothes  and  indulged  in  an 
ecstasy  of  expectation.  Alas,  the  result  was  always 
the  same!  The  suspicious  sound  would  be  traced  to 
some  cause  so  absurdly  natural  and  commonplace  that 
the  most  fervid  imagination  could  not  clothe  it  with 
any  of  the  glamour  of  romance. 
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I  might  have  reconciled  myself  to  this  state  of 
things  had  it  not  been  for  Jorrocks,  of  Havistock 
Farm.  Jorrocks  is  a  coarse,  burly,  matter-of-fact 
fellow  whom  I  only  happen  to  know  through  the  ac- 
cidental circumstance  of  his  fields  adjoining  my 
demesne.  Yet  this  man,  though  utterly  devoid  of  all 
appreciation  of  archaeological  unities,  is  in  possession 
of  a  well-authenticated  and  undeniable  spectre.  Its 
existence  only  dates  back,  I  believe,  to  the  reign  of 
the  Second  George,  when  a  young  lady  cut  her  throat 
upon  hearing  of  the  death  of  her  lover  at  the  battle 
of  Dettingen.  Still,  even  that  gives  the  house  an  air 
of  respectability,  especially  when  coupled  with  blood- 
stains upon  the  floor.  Jorrocks  is  densely  uncon- 
scious of  his  good  fortune;  and  his  language,  when 
he  reverts  to  the  apparition,  is  painful  to  listen  to. 
He  little  dreams  how  I  covet  every  one  of  those  moans 
and  nocturnal  wails  which  he  describes  with  unnec- 
essary objurgation.  Things  are  indeed  coming  to  a 
pretty  pass  when  democratic  spectres  are  allowed  to 
desert  the  landed  proprietors  and  annul  every  social 
distinction  by  taking  refuge  in  the  houses  of  the  great 
unrecognized. 

I  have  a  large  amount  of  perseverance.  Nothing 
else  could  have  raised  me  into  my  rightful  sphere, 
considering  the  uncongenial  atmosphere  in  which  I 
spent  the  earlier  part  of  my  life.  I  felt  now  that 
a  ghost  must  be  secured,  but  how  to  set  about  secur- 
ing one  was  more  than  either  Mrs.  D'Odd  or  myself 
was  able  to  determine.  My  reading  taught  me  that 
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such  phenomena  are  usually  the  outcome  of  crime. 
What  crime  was  to  be  done,  then,  and  who  was  to  do 
it  ?  A  wild  idea  entered  my  mind  that  Watkins,  the 
house-steward,  might  be  prevailed  upon — for  a  con- 
sideration— to  immolate  himself  or  some  one  else  in 
the  interests  of  the  establishment.  I  put  the  matter  to 
him  in  a  half-jesting  manner ;  but  it  did  not  eeem  to 
strike  him  in  a  favorable  light.  The  other  servants 
sympathized  with  him  in  his  opinion — at  least,  I  can 
not  account  in  any  other  way  for  their  having  left  the 
house  in  a  body  the  same  afternoon. 

"My  dear,"  Mrs.  D'Odd  remarked  to  me  one  day 
after  dinner,  as  I  sat  moodily  sipping  a  cup  of  sack 
— I  love  the  good  old  names — "my  dear,  that  odious 
ghost  of  Jorrocks'  has  been  gibbering  again." 

"Let  it  gibber!"  I  answered,  recklessly. 

Mrs.  D'Odds  struck  a  few  chords  on  her  virginal 
and  looked  thoughtfully  into  the  fire. 

"I  tell  you  what  it  is,  Argentine,"  she  said  at  last, 
using  the  pet  name  which  we  usually  substitute  for 
Silas,  "we  must  have  a  ghost  sent  down  from  London." 

"How  can  you  be  so  idiotic,  Matilda,"  I  remarked, 
severely.  "Who  could  get  us  such  a  thing?" 

"My  cousin,  Jack  Brocket,  could,"  she  answered, 
confidently. 

.Now,  this  cousin  of  Matilda's  was  rather  a  sore  sub- 
ject between  us.  He  was  a  rakish,  clever  young  fel- 
low, who  had  tried  his  hand  at  many  things,  but 
wanted  perseverance  to  succeed  at  any.  He  was,  at 
that  time,  in  chambers  in  London,  professing  to  be 
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a  general  agent,  and  really  living,  to  a  great  extent, 
upon  his  wits.  Matilda  managed  so  that  most  of  our 
business  should  pass  through  his  hands,  which  cer- 
tainly saved  me  a  great  deal  of  trouble ;  but  I  found 
that  Jack's  commission  was  generally  considerably 
larger  than  all  the  other  items  of  the  bill  put  together. 
It  was  this  fact  which  made  me  feel  inclined  to  rebel 
against  any  further  negotiations  with  the  young  gen- 
tleman. 

"Oh,  yes,  he  could,"  insisted  Mrs.  D.,  seeing  the 
look  of  disapprobation  upon  my  face.  "You  remem- 
ber how  well  he  managed  that  business  about  the 
crest  ?" 

"It  was  only  a  resuscitation  of  the  old  family  coat 
of  arms,  my  dear,"  I  protested. 

Matilda  smiled  in  an  irritating  manner. 

"There  was  a  resuscitation  of  the  family  portraits, 
too,  dear,"  she  remarked.  "You  must  allow  that  Jack 
selected  them  very  judiciously." 

I  thought  of  the  long  line  of  faces  which  adorned 
the  walls  of  my  banqueting-hall,  from  the  burly 
Norman  robber,  through  every  gradation  of  casque, 
plume,  and  ruff,  to  the  sombre  Chesterfieldian  in- 
dividual who  appears  to  have  staggered  against  a 
pillar  in  his  agony  at  the  return  of  a  maiden  MS. 
which  he  grips  convulsively  in  his  right  hand.  I 
was  fain  to  confess  that  in  that  instance  he  had  done 
his  work  well,  and  that  it  was  only  fair  to  give  him 
an  order — with  the  usual  commission — for  a  family 
spectre,  should  such  a  thing  be  attainable. 
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It  is  one  of  my  maxims  to  act  promptly  when  once 
my  mind  is  made  up.  Noon  of  the  next  day  found 
me  ascending  the  spiral  stone  staircase  which  leads 
to  Mr.  Brocket's  chambers,  and  admiring  the  succes- 
sion of  arrows  and  fingers  upon  the  whitewashed 
wall,  all  indicating  the  direction  of  that  gentleman's 
sanctum.  As  it  happened,  artificial  aids  of  the  sort 
were  unnecessary,  as  an  animated  flap-dance  over- 
head could  proceed  from  no  other  quarter,  though  it 
was  replaced  by  a  deathly  silence  as  I  groped  my 
way  up  the  stair.  The  door  was  opened  by  a  youth 
evidently  astounded  at  the  appearance  of  a  client,  and 
I  was  ushered  into  the  presence  of  my  young  friend, 
who  was  writing  furiously  in  a  large  ledger — upside 
down,  as  I  afterward  discovered. 

After  the  first  greetings,  I  plunged  into  business  at 
once.  "Look  here,  Jack,"  I  said,  "I  want  you  to  get 
me  a  spirit,  if  you  can." 

"Spirits  you  mean!"  shouted  my  wife's  cousin, 
plunging  his  hand  into  the  waste-paper  basket  and 
producing  a  bottle  with  the  celerity  of  a  conjuring 
trick.  "Let's  have  a  drink !" 

I  held  up  my  hand  as  a  mute  appeal  against  such 
a  proceeding  so  early  in  the  day;  but  on  lowering 
it  again  I  found  that  I  almost  involuntarily  closed 
my  fingers  round  the  tumbler  which  my  adviser  had 
pressed  upon  me.  I  drank  the  contents  hastily  off, 
lest  any  one  should  come  in  upon  us  and  set  me  down 
as  a  toper.  After  all,  there  was  something  very  amus- 
ing about  the  young  fellow's  eccentricities. 
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"Not  spirits,"  I  explained,  smilingly;  "an  appa- 
ritioni — a  ghost.  If  such  a  thing  is  to  be  had,  I 
should  be  very  willing  to  negotiate." 

"A  ghost  for  Goresthorpe  Grange?"  inquired  Mr. 
Brocket,  with  as  much  coolness  as  if  I  had  asked  for 
a  drawing-room  suite. 

"Quite  so,"  I  answered. 

"Easiest  thing  in  the  world,"  said  my  companion, 
filling  up  my  glass  again  in  spite  of  my  remonstrance. 
"Let  us  see !"  Here  he  took  down  a  large  red  note- 
book, with  all  the  letters  of  the  alphabet  in  a  fringe 
down  the  edge.  "A  ghost  you  said,  didn't  you. 
That's  G.  G — gems — gimlets — gaspipes — gauntlets 
— guns — galleys.  Ah,  here  we  are!  Ghosts.  Vol- 
ume nine,  section  six,  page  forty-one.  Excuse  me !" 
And  Jack  ran  up  a  ladder  and  began  rummaging 
among  a  pile  of  ledgers  on  a  high  shelf.  I  felt  half 
inclined  to  empty  my  glass  into  the  spittoon  when 
his  back  was  turned;  but  on  second  thoughts  I  dis- 
posed of  it  in  a  legitimate  way. 

"Here  it  is !"  cried  my  London  agent,  jumping  off 
the  ladder  with  a  crash,  and  depositing  an  enormous 
volume  of  manuscript  upon  the  table.  "I  have  all 
these  things  tabulated,  so  that  I  may  lay  my  hands 
upon  them  in  a  moment.  It's  all  right — it's  quite 
weak"  (here  he  filled  our  glasses  again).  "What 
were  we  looking  up,  again  ?" 

"Ghosts,"  I  suggested. 

"Of  course ;  page  41.  Here  we  are.  M.  H.  Fowler 
&  Son,  Dunkel  Street,  suppliers  of  mediums  to  the 
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nobility  and  gentry;  charms  sold — love-philters — 
mummies — horoscopes  cast.'  Nothing  in  your  line 
there,  I  suppose  2" 

I  shook  my  head  despondingly. 

"Frederick  Tabb,"  continued  my  wife's  cousin, 
"sole  channel  of  communication  between  the  living 
and  the  dead.  Proprietor  of  the  spirits  of  Byron, 
Kirke  White,  Grimadli,  Tom  Cribb,  and  Inigo 
Jones.  That's  about  the  figure  I" 

"Nothing  romantic  enough  there,"  I  objected. 
"Good  heavens !  Fancy  a  ghost  with  a  black  eye 
and  a  handkerchief  tied  round  its  waist,  or  turning 
somersaults,  and  saying,  'How  are  you  to-morrow  ?' " 
The  very  idea  made  me  so  warm  that  I  emptied  my 
glass  and  filled  it  again. 

"Here  is  another,"  said  my  companion,  '"Chris- 
topher McCarthy;  bi-weekly  seances — attended  by 
all  the  eminent  spirits  of  ancient  and  modern  times. 
Nativities — charms — abracadabras,  messages  from 
the  dead.'  Be  might  be  able  to  help  us.  How- 
ever, I  shall  have  a  hunt  round  myself  to-morrow, 
and  see  some  of  these  fellows.  I  know  their  haunts, 
and  its  odd  if  I  can't  pick  up  something  cheap.  So 
there's  an  end  of  business,"  he  concluded,  hurling  the 
Isdger  into  the  corner;  "and  now  we'll  have  some- 
thing to  drink." 

We  had  several  things  to  drink — so  many  that  my 
inventive  faculties  were  dulled  next  morning,  and  I 
had  some  little^difficulty  in  explaining  to  Mrs.  IVOdd 
why  it  was  that  I  hung  my  boots  and  spectacles  upon 
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a  peg  along  with  my  other  garments  before  retiring 
to  rest.  The  new  hopes  excited  by  the  confident  man- 
ner in  which  my  agent  had  undertaken  the  commis- 
sion caused  me  to  rise  superior  to  alcoholic  reaction, 
and  I  paced  about  the  rambling  corridors  and  old- 
fashioned  rooms,  picturing  to  myself  the  appearance 
of  my  expected  acquisition,  and  deciding  what  part 
of  the  building  would  harmonize  best  with  its  pres- 
ence. After  much  consideration,  I  pitched  upon  the 
banqueting-hall  as  being,  on  the  whole,  most  suitable 
for  its  reception.  It  was  a  long  low  room,  hung 
round  with  valuable  tapestry  and  interesting  relics 
of  the  old  family  to  whom  it  had  belonged.  Coats 
of  mail  and  implements  of  war  glimmered  fitfully 
as  the  light  of  the  fire  played  over  them,  and  the 
wind  crept  under  the  door,  moving  the  hangings  to 
and  fro  with  a  ghastly  rustling.  At  one  end  there 
was  the  raised  dais,  on  which  in  ancient  times  the 
host  and  his  guests  used  to  spread  their  table,  while 
a  descent  of  a  couple  of  steps  led  to  the  lower  part 
of  the  hall,  where  the  vassals  and  retainers  held  was- 
sail. The  floor  was  uncovered  by  any  sort  of  carpet, 
but  a  layer  of  rushes  had  been  scattered  over  it  by 
my  direction.  In  the  whole  room  there  was  nothing 
to  remind  one  of  the  nineteenth  century;  except,  in- 
deed, my  own  solid  silver  plate,  stamped  with  the 
resuscitated  family  arms,  which  was  laid  out  upon  an 
oak  table  in  the  centre.  This,  I  determined,  should 
be  the  haunted  room,  supposing  my  wife's  cousin  to 
succeed  in  his  negotiation  with  the  spirit-mongers. 
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There  was  nothing  for  it  now  but  to  wait  patiently 
until  I  heard  some  news  of  the  result  of  his  inquiries. 

A  letter  came  in  the  course  of  a  few  days,  which, 
if  it  was  short,  was  at  least  encouraging.  It  was 
scribbled  in  pencil  on  the  back  of  a  play-bill,  and 
sealed  apparently  with  a  tobacco-stopper.  "Am  on 
the  track,"  it  said.  "Nothing  of  the  sort  to  be  had 
from  any  professional  spiritualist,  but  picked  up  a 
fellow  in  a  pub  yesterday  who  says  he  can  manage  it 
for  you.  Will  send  him  down  unless  you  wire  to  the 
contrary.  Abrahams  is  his  name,  and  he  has  done 
one  or  two  of  these  jobs  before."  The  letter  wound 
up  with  some  incoherent  allusions  to  a  check,  and  was 
signed  by  my  affectionate  cousin,  John  Brocket. 

I  need  hardly  say  that  I  did  not  wire,  but  awaited 
the  arrival  of  Mr.  Abrahams  with  all  impatience.  In 
spite  of  my  belief  in  the  supernatural,  I  could 
scarcely  credit  the  fact  that  any  mortal  could  have 
such  a  command  over  the  spirit-world  as  to  deal  in 
them  and  barter '  them  against  mere  earthly  gold. 
Still,  I  had  Jack's  word  for  it  that  such  a  trade  ex- 
isted; and  here  was  a  gentleman  with  a  Judaical 
name  ready  to  demonstrate  it  by  proof  positive.  How 
vulgar  and  commonplace  Jorrocks'  eighteenth-century 
ghost  would  appear  should  I  succeed  in  securing  a 
real  mediaeval  apparition !  I  almost  thought  that  one 
had  been  sent  down  in  advance,  for,  as  I  walked  round 
the  moat  that  night  before  retiring  to  rest,  I  came 
upon  a  dark  figure  engaged  in  surveying  the  ma- 
chinery of  my  portcullis  and  drawbridge.  His  start 
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of  surprise,  however,  and  the  manner  in  which  he 
hurried  off  into  the  darkness,  speedily  convinced  me 
of  his  earthly  origin,  and  I  put  him  down  as  some 
admirer  of  one  of  my  female  retainers  mourning  over 
the  muddy  Hellespont  which  divided  him  from  his 
love.  Whoever  he  may  have  been,  he  disappeared  and 
did  not  return,  though  I  loitered  about  for  some  time 
in  the  hope  of  catching  a  glimpse  of  him  and  exercis- 
ing my  feudal  rights  upon  his  person. 

Jack  Brocket  was  as  good  as  his  word.  The  shades 
of  another  evening  were  beginning  to  darken  round 
Goresthorpe  Grange,  when  a  peal  at  the  outer  bell, 
and  the  sound  of  a  fly  pulling  up,  announced  the  ar- 
rival of  Mr.  Abrahams.  I  hurried  down  to  meet  him, 
half  expecting  to  see  a  choice  assortment  of  ghosts 
crowding  in  at  his  rear.  Instead,  however,  of  being 
the  sallow-faced,  melancholy-eyed  man  that  I  had  pic- 
tured to  myself,  the  ghost-dealer  was  a  sturdy  little 
podgy  fellow,  with  a  pair  of  wonderfully  keen,  spark- 
ling eyes  and  a  mouth  which  was  constantly  stretched 
in  a  good-humored,  if  somewhat  artificial,  grin.  His 
sole  stock-in-trade  seemed  to  consist  of  a  small  leather 
bag  jealously  locked  and  strapped,  which  emitted  a 
metallic  clink  upon  being  placed  on  the  stone  flags 
of  the  hall. 

"And  'ow  are  you,  sir?"  he  asked,  wringing  my 
hand  with  the  utmost  effusion.  "And  the  missis,  'ow 
is  she  ?  And  all  the  others — Ws  all  their  'ealth  V 

I  intimated  that  we  were  all  as  well  as  could  rea- 
sonably be  expected ;  but  Mr.  Abrahams  happened  to 
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catch  a  glimpse  of  Mrs.  D'Odd  in  the  distance,  and 
at  once  plunged  at  her  with  another  string  of  in- 
quiries as  to  her  health,  delivered  so  volubly  and  with 
such  an  intense  earnestness  that  I  half  expected  to  see 
him  terminate  his  cross-examination  by  feeling  her 
pulse  and  demanding  a  sight  of  her  tongue.  All  this 
time  his  little  eyes  rolled  round  and  round,  shifting 
perpetually  from  the  floor  to  the  ceiling,  and  from 
the  ceiling  to  the  walls,  taking  in  apparently  every 
article  of  furniture  in  a  single  comprehensive  glance. 

Having  satisfied  himself  that  neither  of  us  was  in 
a  pathological  condition,  Mr.  Abrahams  suffered  me 
to  lead  him  upstairs,  where  a  repast  had  been  laid  out 
for  him  to  which  he  did  ample  justice.  The  myste- 
rious little  bag  he  carried  along  with  him,  and  de- 
posited it  under  his  chair  during  the  meaL  It  was 
not  until  the  table  had  been  cleared  and  we  were 
left  together  that  he  broached  the  matter  on  which 
he  had  come  down. 

"I  hunderstand,"  he  remarked,  puffing  at  a  trichi- 
nopoly,  "that  you  want  my  'elp  in  fitting  up  this  'ere 
'ouse  with  a  happarition." 

I  acknowledged  the  correctness  of  his  surmise, 
while  mentally  wondering  at  those  restless  eyes  of 
his,  which  still  danced  about  the  room  as  if  he  were 
making  an  inventory  of  the  contents. 

"And  you  won't  find  a  better  man  for  the  job, 
though  I  says  it  as  shouldn't,"  continued  my  com- 
panion. "Wot  did  I  say  to  the  young  gent  wot  spoke 
to  me  in  the  bar  of  the  Lame  Dog  ?  'Can  you  do  it  f 
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says  he.  'Try  me/  says  I,  'me  and  my  bag.  Just  try 
me.'  I  couldn't  say  fairer  than  that." 

My  respect  for  Jack  Brocket's  business  capacities 
began  to  go  up  very  considerably.  He  certainly 
seemed  to  have  managed  the  matter  wonderfully  well. 
"You  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  carry  ghosts  about 
in  bags?"  I  remarked,  with  diffidence. 

Mr.  Abrahams  smiled  a  smile  of  superior  knowl- 
edge. "You  wait,"  he  said ;  "give  me  the  right  place 
and  tb  ^ight  hour,  with  a  little  of  the  essence  of 
Lucoptolycus" — here  he  produced  a  small  bottle  from 
his  waistcoat-pocket — "and  you  won't  find  no  ghost 
that  I  ain't  up  to.  You'll  see  them  yourself,  and  pick 
your  own,  and  I  can't  say  fairer  than  that." 

As  all  Mr.  Abrahams'  protestations  of  fairness 
were  accompanied  by  a  cunning  leer  and  a  wink  from 
one  or  other  of  his  wicked  little  eyes,  the  impression 
of  candor  was  somewhat  weakened. 

"When  are  you  going  to  do  it?"  I  asked,  rever- 
entially. 

"Ten  minutes  to  one  in  the  morning,"  said  Mr. 
Abrahams,  with  decision.  "Some  says  midnight,  but 
I  says  ten  to  one,  when  there  ain't  such  a  crowd,  and 
you  can  pick  your  own  ghost.  And  now,"  he  con- 
tinued, rising  to  his  feet,  "suppose  you  trot  me  round 
the  premises,  and  let  me  see  where  you  wants  it ;  for 
there's  some  places  as  attracts  'em,  and  some  as  they 
won't  hear  of — not  if  there  was  no  other  place  in  the 
world." 

Mr.  Abrahams  inspected  our  corridors  and  cham- 


THE  SECRET  OF  GORESTHORPE  GRANGE.      371 

bers  with  a  most  critical  and  observant  eye,  fingering 
the  old  tapestry  with  the  air  of  a  connoisseur,  and 
remarking  in  an  undertone  that  it  would  "match  un- 
common nice."  It  was  not  until  he  reached  the  ban- 
queting-hall,  however,  which  I  had  myself  picked  out, 
that  his  admiration  reached  the  pitch  of  enthusiasm. 
"  'Ere's  the  place !"  he  shouted,  dancing,  bag  in  hand, 
round  the  table  on  which  my  plate  was  lying,  and 
looking  not  unlike  some  quaint  little  goblin  himself. 
"  'Ere's  the  place ;  we  won't  get  nothin'  to  beat  this ! 
'A  fine  room — noble,  solid,  none  of  your  electro-plate 
trash !  That's  the  way  as  things  ought  to  be  done,  sir. 
Plenty  of  room  for  'em  to  glide  here.  Send  up  some 
brandy  and  a  box  of  weeds;  I'll  sit  here  by  the  fire 
and  do  the  preliminaries,  which  is  more  trouble  than 
you  think ;  for  them  ghosts  carries  on  hawful  at  times, 
before  they  finds  out  who  they've  got  to  deal  with. 
If  you  was  in  the  room  they'd  tear  you  to  pieces  as 
like  as  not.  You  leave  me  alone  to  tackle  them,  and 
at  half-past  twelve  come  in,  and  I'll  lay  they'll  be 
quiet  enough  by  then." 

Mr.  Abrahams'  request  struck  me  as  a  reasonable 
one,  so  I  left  him  with  his  feet  upon  the  mantel-piece, 
and  his  chair  in  front  of  the  fire,  fortifying  himself 
with  stimulants  against  his  refractory  visitors.  From 
the  room  beneath,  in  which  I  sat  with  Mrs.  D'Odd, 
I  could  hear  that  after  sitting  for  some  time  he  rose 
up,  and  paced  about  the  hall  with  quick,  impatient 
steps.  We  then  heard  him  try  the  lock  of  the  door, 
and  afterward  drag  some  heavy  article  of  furniture 
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in  the  direction  of  the  window,  on  which,  apparently, 
he  mounted,  for  I  heard  the  creaking  of  the  rusty 
hinges  as  the  diamond-paned  casement  folded  back- 
ward, and  I  knew  it  to  be  situated  several  feet  above 
the  little  man's  reach.  Mrs.  D'Odd  says  that  she 
could  distinguish  his  voice  speaking  in  low  and  rapid 
whispers  after  this,  but  that  may  have  been  her  im- 
agination. I  confess  that  I  began  to  feel  more  im- 
pressed than  I  had  deemed  it  possible  to  be.  There 
was  something  awesome  in  the  thought  of  the  solitary 
mortal  standing  by  the  open  window  and  summoning 
in  from  the  gloom  outside  the  spirits  of  the  nether 
world.  It  was  with  a  trepidation  which  I  could 
hardly  disguise  from  Matilda  that  I  observed  that  the 
clock  was  pointing  to  half-past  twelve,  and  that  the 
time  had  come  for  me  to  share  the  vigil  of  my 
visitor. 

He  was  sitting  in  his  old  position  when  I  entered, 
and  there  were  no  signs  of  the  mysterious  movements 
which  I  had  overheard,  though  his  chubby  face  was 
flushed  as  with  recent  exertion. 

"Are  you  succeeding  all  right  ?"  I  asked  as  I  came 
in,  putting  on  as  careless  an  air  as  possible,  but  glanc- 
ing involuntarily  round  to  see  if  we  were  alone. 

"Only  your  help  is  needed  to  complete  the  matter," 
said  Mr.  Abrahams,  in  a  solemn  voice.  "You  shall 
sit  byme  and  partake  of  the  essence  of  Lucoptolycus, 
which  removes  the  scales  from  our  earthly  eyes.  What/- 
ever  you  may  chance  to  see,  speak  not  and  make  no 
movement,  lest  you  break  the  spelL"  His  manner 
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was  subdued,  and  his  usual  cockney  vulgarity  had  en- 
tirely disappeared.  I  took  the  chair  which  he  indi- 
cated, and  awaited  the  result. 

My  companion  cleared  the  rushes  from  the  floor 
in  our  neighborhood,  and  going  down  upon  his  hands 
and  knees,  described  a  half  circle  with  chalk,  which 
inclosed  the  fireplace  and  ourselves.  Round  the  edge 
of  this  half  circle  he  drew  several  hieroglyphics,  not 
unlike  the  signs  of  the  zodiac.  He  then  stood  up  and 
uttered  a  long  invocation,  delivered  so  rapidly  that 
it  sounded  like  a  single  gigantic  word  in  some  uncouth 
guttural  language.  Having  finished  this  prayer,  if 
prayer  it  was,  he  pulled  out  the  small  bottle  which  he 
had  produced  before,  and  poured  a  couple  of  tea- 
spoonfuls  of  clear,  transparent  fluid  into  a  vial,  which 
he  handed  to  me  with  an  intimation  that  I  should 
drink  it. 

The  liquid  had  a  faintly  sweet  odor,  not  unlike  the 
aroma  of  certain  sorts  of  apples.  I  hesitated  a  mo- 
ment before  applying  it  to  my  lips,  but  an  impatient 
gesture  from  my  companion  overcame  my  scruples, 
and  I  tossed  it  off.  The  taste  was  not  unpleasant; 
and,  as  it  gave  rise  to  no  immediate  effects,  I  leaned 
back  in  my  chair  and  composed  myself  for  what  was 
to  come.  Mr.  Abrahams  seated  himself  beside  me, 
and  I  felt  that  he  was  watching  my  face  from  time 
to  tin  A  while  repeating  some  more  of  the  invocations 
in  which  he  had  indulged  before. 

A  sense  of  delicious  warmth  and  languor  began 
gradually  to  steal  over  me,  partly,  perhaps,  from 
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the  heat  of  the  fire,  and  partly  from  some  unex- 
plained cause.  An  uncontrollable  impulse  to  sleep 
weighed  down  my  eyelids,  while,  at  the  same  time, 
my  brain  worked  actively,  and  a  hundred  beautiful 
and  pleasing  ideas  flitted  through  it.  So  utterly 
lethargic  did  I  feel  that,  though  I  was  aware  that  my 
companion  put  his  hand  over  the  region  of  my  heart, 
as  if  to  feel  how  it  was  beating,  I  did  not  attempt 
to  prevent  him,  nor  did  I  even  ask  him  for  the  reason 
of  his  action.  Everything  in  the  room  appeared  to 
be  reeling  slowly  round  in  a  drowsy  dance,  of  which 
I  was  the  centre.  The  great  elk's  head  at  the  far  end 
wagged  solemnly  backward  and  forward,  while  the 
massive  salvers  on  the  tables  performed  cotillons 
with  the  claret  cooler  and  the  epergne.  My  head 
fell  upon  my  breast  from  sheer  heaviness,  and  I 
should  have  become  unconscious  had  I  not  been  re- 
called to  myself  by  the  opening  of  the  door  at  the 
other  end  of  the  hall. 

This  door  led  on  to  the  raised  dais,  which,  as  I 
have  mentioned,  the  heads  of  the  house  used  to  re- 
serve for  their  own  use.  As  it  swung  slowly  back 
upon  its  hinges,  I  sat  up  in  my  chair,  clutching  at 
the  arms,  and  staring  with  a  horrified  glare  at  the 
dark  passage  outside.  Something  was  coming  down 
it — something  unformed  and  intangible,  but  still  a 
something.  Dim  and  shadowy,  I  saw  it  flit  across 
the  threshold,  while  a  blast  of  ice-cold  air  swept  down 
the  room,  which  seemed  to  blow  through  me,  chilling 
my  very  heart.  I  was  aware  of  the  mysterious  pres- 
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enoe,  and  then  I  heard  it  speak  in  a  voice  like  the 
sighing  of  an  east  wind  among  pine-trees  on  the 
banks  of  a  desolate  sea. 

It  said:  "I  am  the  invisible  nonentity.  I  have 
affinities  and  am  subtle.  I  am  electric,  magnetic, 
and  spiritualistic.  I  am  the  great  ethereal  sigh- 
heaver.  I  kill  dogs.  Mortal,  wilt  thou  choose  me  ?" 

I  was  about  to  speak,  but  the  words  seemed  to  be 
choked  in  my  throat;  and  before  I  could  get  them 
out,  the  shadow  flitted  across  the  hall  and  vanished 
in  the  darkness  at  the  other  side,  while  a  long-drawn 
melancholy  sigh  quivered  through  the  apartment. 

I  turned  my  eyes  toward  the  door  once  more,  and 
beheld,  to  my  astonishment,  a  very  small  old  woman, 
who  hobbled  along  the  corridor  and  into  the  hall. 
She  passed  backward  and  forward  several  times,  and 
then,  crouching  down  at  the  very  edge  of  the  circle 
upon  the  floor,  she  disclosed  a  face,  the  horrible  ma- 
lignity of  which  shall  never  be  banished  from  my 
recollection.  Every  foul  passion  appeared  to  have 
left  its  mark  upon  that  hideous  countenance.  "Ha ! 
ha  I"  she  screamed,  holding  out  her  wizened  hands 
like  the  talons  of  an  unclean  bird.  "You  see  what 
I  am.  I  am  the  fiendish  old  woman.  I  wear  snuff- 
colored  silks.  My  curse  descends  on  peopla  Sir 
Walter  was  partial  to  me.  Shall  I  be  thine,  mortal  V9 

I  endeavored  to  shake  my  head  in  horror;  on 
which  she  aimed  a  blow  at  me  with  her  crutch,  and 
vanished  with  an  eldrich  scream. 

By  this  time  my  eyes  turned  naturally  toward  the 
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open  door,  and  I  was  hardly  surprised  to  see  a  man. 
walk  in,  of  tall  and  noble  stature.  His  face  was 
deathly  pale,  but  was  surmounted  by  a  fringe  of 
dark  hair  which  fell  in  ringlets  down  his  back.  A 
short  pointed  beard  covered  his  chin. 

He  was  dressed  in  loose-fitting  clothes,  made  ap- 
parently of  yellow  satin,  and  a  large  white  ruff  sur- 
rounded his  neck.  He  paced  across  the  room  with 
slow  and  majestic  strides.  Then  turning,  he  ad- 
dressed me  in  a  sweet,  exquisitely  modulated  voice. 

"I  am  the  cavalier,"  he  remarked.  "I  pierce  and 
am  pierced.  Here  is  my  rapier.  I  clink  steel.  This 
is  a  blood-stain  over  my  heart.  I  can  emit  hollow 
groans.  I  am  patronized  by  many  old  conservative 
families.  I  am  the  original  manor-house  apparition. 
I  work  alone,  or  in  company  with  shrieking  damsels." 

He  bent  his  head  courteously,  as  though  awaiting 
my  reply,  but  the  same  choking  sensation  prevented 
me  from  speaking;  and,  with  a  deep  bow,  he  disap- 
peared. 

He  had  hardly  gone  before  a  feeling  of  intense 
horror  stole  over  me,  and  I  was  aware  of  the  pres- 
ence of  a  ghastly  creature  in  the  room,  of  dim  out- 
lines and  uncertain  proportions.  One  moment  it 
seemed  to  pervade  the  entire  apartment,  while  at 
another  it  would  become  invisible,  but  always  leaving 
behind  it  a  distinct  consciousness  of  its  presence. 
Its  voice,  when  it  spoke,  was  quavering  and  gusty. 
It  said,  "I  am  the  leaver  of  footsteps  and  the  spiller 
of  gouts  of  blood.  I  tramp  upon  corridors.  Charles 
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Dickens  has  alluded  to  me.  I  make  strange  and 
disagreeable  noises.  I  snatch  letters  and  place  in- 
visible hands  on  people's  wrists.  I  am  cheerful  I 
burst  into  peals  of  hideous  laughter.  Shall  I  do 
one  now  ?"  I  raised  my  hand  in  a  deprecating  way, 
but  too  late  to  prevent  one  discordant  outbreak  which 
echoed  through  the  room.  Before  I  could  lower  it 
the  apparition  was  gone. 

I  turned  my  head  toward  the  door  in  time  to  see 
a  man  come  hastily  and  stealthily  into  the  chamber. 
He  was  a  sunburned,  powerfully  built  fellow,  with 
ear-rings  in  his  ears  and  a  Barcelona  handkerchief 
tied  loosely  round  his  neck.  His  head  was  bent 
upon  his  chest,  and  his  whole  aspect  was  that  of  one 
afflicted  by  intolerable  remorse.  He  paced  rapidly 
backward  and  forward  like  a  caged  tiger,  and  I  ob- 
served that  a  drawn  knife  glittered  in  one  of  his 
hands,  while  he  grasped  what  appeared  to  be  a  piece 
of  parchment  in  the  other.  His  voice,  when  he  spoke, 
was  deep  and  sonorous.  He  said,  "I  am  a  murderer. 
I  am  a  ruffian.  I  crouch  when  I  walk.  I  step 
noiselessly.  I  know  something  of  the  Spanish  Main. 
I  can  do  the  lost  treasure  business.  I  have  charts. 
Am  able-bodied  and  a  good  walker.  Capable  of 
haunting  a  large  park."  He  looked  toward  me  be- 
seechingly, but  before  I  could  make  a  sign  I  was 
paralyzed  by  the  horrible  sight  which  appeared  at 
the  door. 

It  was  a  very  tall  man,  if,  indeed,  it  might  be 
called  a  man,  for  the  gaunt  bones  were  protruding 
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through  the  corroding  flesh,  and  the  features  were  of 
a  leaden  hue.  A  winding-sheet  was  wrapped  round 
the  figure,  and  formed  a  hood  over  the  head,  from 
under  the  shadow  of  which  two  fiendish  eyes,  deep- 
set  in  their  grisly  sockets,  blazed  and  sparkled  like 
red-hot  coals.  The  lower  jaw  had  fallen  upon  the 
breast,  disclosing  a  withered,  shriveled  tongue  and 
two  lines  of  black  and  jagged  fangs.  I  shuddered 
and  drew  back  as  this  fearful  apparition  advanced 
to  the  edge  of  the  circle. 

"I  am  the  American  blood-curdler,"  it  said,  in  a 
voice  which  seemed  to  come  in  a  hollow  murmur  from 
the  earth  beneath  it  "None  other  is  genuine.  I  am 
the  embodiment  of  Edgar  Allan  Poe.  I  am  circum- 
stantial and  horrible.  I  am  a  low-caste,  spirit-sub- 
duing spectre.  Observe  my  blood  and  my  bones.  I 
am  grisly  and  nauseous.  !Nb  depending  on  artificial 
aid.  Work  with  grave-clothes,  a  coffin-lid,  and  a  gal- 
vanic battery.  Turn  hair  white  in  a  night."  The 
creature  stretched  out  its  fleshless  arms  to  me  as  if  in 
entreaty,  but  I  shook  my  head ;  and  it  vanished,  leav- 
ing a  low,  sickening,  repulsive  odor  behind  it.  I  sank 
back  in  my  chair,  so  overcome  by  terror  and  disgust 
that  I  would  have  very  willingly  resigned  myself  to 
dispensing  with  a  ghost  altogether,  could  I  have  been 
sure  that  this  was  the  last  of  the  hideous  procession. 

A  faint  sound  of  trailing  garments  warned  me 
that  it  was  not  so.  I  looked  up,  and  beheld  a  white 
figure  emerging  from  the  corridor  into  the  light.  As 
it  stepped  across  the  threshold  I  saw  that  it  was  that 
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of  a  young  and  beautiful  woman  dressed  in  the  fash- 
ion of  a  bygone  day.  Her  hands  were  clasped  in  front 
of  her,  and  her  pale,  proud  face  bore  traces  of  passion 
and  of  suffering.  She  crossed  the  hall  with  a  gentle 
sound,  like  the  rustling  of  autumn  leaves,  and  then, 
turning  her  lovely  and  unutterably  sad  eyes  upon  me, 
she  said: 

"I  am  the  plaintive  and  sentimental,  the  beautiful 
and  ill-used.  I  have  been  forsaken  and  betrayed.  I 
shriek  in  the  night-time  and  glide  down  passages.  My 
antecedents  are  highly  respectable  and  generally  aris- 
tocratic. My  tastes  are  aesthetic.  Old  oak  furniture 
like  this  would  do,  with  a  few  more  coats  of  mail  and 
plenty  of  tapestry.  Will  you  not  take  me  ?" 

Her  voice  died  away  in  a  beautiful  cadence  as  she 
concluded,  and  she  held  out  her  hands  as  in  supplica- 
tion. I  am  always  sensitive  to  female  influences. 
Besides,  what  would  Jorrocks'  ghost  be  to  this? 
Could  anything  be  in  better  taste?  Would  I  not  be 
exposing  myself  to  the  chance  of  injuring  my  nervous 
system  by  interviews  with  such  creatures  as  my  last 
visitor,  unless  I  decided  at  once?  She  gave  me  a 
seraphic  smile,  as  if  she  knew  what  was  passing  in 
my  mind.  That  smile  settled  the  matter.  "She  will 
do !"  I  cried ;  "I  choose  this  one ;"  and  as,  in  my  en- 
thusiasm, I  took  a  step  toward  her,  I  passed  over 
the  magic  circle  which  had  girdled  me  round. 

"Argentine,  we  have  been  robbed!" 

I  had  an  indistinct  consciousness  of  these  words 
being  spoken,  or  rather  screamed,  in  my  ear  a  great 
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number  of  times  without  my  being  able  to  grasp  their 
meaning.  A  violent  throbbing  in  my  head  seemed  to 
adapt  itself  to  their  rhythm,  and  I  closed  my  eyes  to 
the  lullaby  of  "Robbed!  robbed!  robbed!"  A  vigor- 
ous shake  caused  me  to  open  them  again,  however,  and 
the  sight  of  Mrs.  D'Odd,  in  the  scantiest  of  costumes 
and  most  furious  of  tempers,  was  sufficiently  impres- 
sive to  recall  all  my  scattered  thoughts  and  make  me 
realize  that  I  was  lying  on  my  back  on  the  floor,  with 
my  head  among  the  ashes  which  had  fallen  from 
last  night's  fire,  and  a  small  glass  vial  in  my  hand. 

I  staggered  to  my  feet,  but  felt  so  weak  and  giddy 
that  I  was  compelled  to  fall  back  into  a  chair.  Afl 
my  brain  became  clearer,  stimulated  by  the  exclama- 
tions of  Matilda,  I  began  gradually  to  recollect  the 
events  of  the  night.  There  was  the  door  through 
which  my  supernatural  visitors  had  filed.  There  was 
the  circle  of  chalk,  with  the  hieroglyphics  round  the 
edge.  There  was  the  cigar-box  and  brandy-bottle 
which  had  been  honored  by  the  attentions  of  Mr. 
Abrahams.  But  the  seer  himself — where  was  he? 
and  what  was  this  open  window,  with  a  rope  running 
out  of  it?  And  where,  oh,  where,  was  the  pride  of 
Goresthorpe  Grange,  the  glorious  plate  which  was  to 
have  been  the  delectation  of  generations  of  D'Oddst 
And  why  was  Mrs.  D.  standing  in  the  gray  light  of 
dawn,  wringing  her  hands  and  repeating  her  mo- 
notonous refrain?  It  was  only  very  gradually  that 
my  misty  brain  took  these  things  in,  and  grasped 
the  connection  between  them. 
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Reader,  I  have  never  seen  Mr.  Abrahams  since; 
I  have  never  seen  the  plate  stamped  with  the  resus- 
citated family  crest;  hardest  of  all,  I  have  never 
caught  a  glimpse  of  the  melancholy  spectre  with  the 
trailing  garments,  nor  do  I  expect  that  I  ever  shall. 
In  fact,  my  night's  experiences  have  cured  me  of  my 
mania  for  the  supernatural,  and  quite  reconciled  me 
to  inhabiting  the  humdrum,  nineteenth-century  edi- 
fice on  the  outskirts  of  London  which  Mrs.  D.  has 
long  had  in  her  mind's  eye. 

As  to  the  explanation  of  all  that  occurred — that  is 
a  matter  which  is  open  to  several  surmises.  That  Mr. 
Abrahams,  the  ghost-hunter,  was  identical  with 
Jemmy  Wilson,  alias  the  Nottingham  Crackster,  is 
considered  more  than  probable  at  Scotland  Yard,  and 
certainly  the  description  of  that  remarkable  burglar 
tallied  very  well  with  the  appearance  of  my  visitor. 
The  small  bag  which  I  have  described  was  picked  up 
in  a  neighboring  field  next  day,  and  found  to  contain 
a  choice  assortment  of  jimmies  and  centre-bits.  Foot- 
marks, deeply  imprinted  in  the  mud  on  either  side 
of  the  moat,  showed  that  an  accomplice  from  below 
had  received  the  sack  of  precious  metals  which  had 
been  let  down  through  the  open  window.  ~No  doubt 
the  pair  of  scoundrels,  while  looking  round  for  a  job, 
had  overheard  Jack  Brocket's  indiscreet  inquiries, 
and  had  promptly  availed  themselves  of  the  tempting 
opening. 

And  now  as  to  my  less  substantial  visitors,  and  the 
curious,  grotesque  vision  which  I  had  enjoyed — am  I 
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to  lay  it  down  to  any  real  power  over  occult  matters 
possessed  by  my  Nottingham  friend?  For  a  long 
time  I  was  doubtful  upon  the  point,  and  eventually 
endeavored  to  solve  it  by  consulting  a  well-known 
analyst  and  medical  man,  sending  him  the  few  drops 
of  the  so-called  essence  of  Lucoptolycus  which  re- 
mained in  my  vial.  I  append  the  letter  which  I  re- 
ceived from  him,  only  too  happy  to  have  the  opportu- 
nity of  winding  up  my  little  narrative  by  the  weighty 
words  of  a  man  of  learning. 

"ABUNDEI,  STREET. 

'TDsAB  SIB — Your  very  singular  case  has  inter- 
ested me  extremely.  The  bottle  which  you  sent  con- 
tained a  strong  solution  of  chloral,  and  the  quantity 
which  you  describe  yourself  as  having  swallowed 
must  have  amounted  to  at  least  eighty  grains  of  the 
pure  hydrate.  This  would,  of  course,  have  reduced 
you  to  a  partial  state  of  insensibility,  gradually  going 
on  to  complete  coma.  In  this  semi-unconscious  state  of 
chloralism  it  is  not  unusual  for  circumstantial  and 
bizarre  visions  to  present  themselves — more  espe- 
cially to  individuals  unaccustomed  to  the  use  of  the 
drug.  You  tell  me  in  your  note  that  your  mind  was 
saturated  with  ghostly  literature,  and  that  you  had 
long  taken  a  morbid  interest  in  classifying  and  re- 
calling the  various  forms  in  which  apparitions  have 
been  said  to  appear.  You  must  also  remember  that 
you  were  expecting  to  see  something  of  that  very 
nature,  and  that  your  nervous  system  was  worked  up 
to  an  unnatural  state  of  tension. 
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"Under  the  circumstances,  I  think  that,  far  from 
the  sequel  being  an  astonishing  one,  it  would  have 
been  very  surprising  indeed  to  any  one  versed  in  nar- 
cotics had  you  not  experienced  some  such  effects.  I 
remain,  dear  sir,  sincerely  yours, 

"T.  E.  STTTBI,  M.D. 
"Argentine  D'Odd,  Esq., 
"The  Elms,  Brixton." 


THE  CAPTAIN   OF  THE   "POLE 
STAR."* 

BEING  AN   EXTRACT  FROM  THE   SINGULAR  JOURNAL  OP 
JOHN   M'ALISTER  RAY,  STUDENT  OF  MEDICINE. 

September  11th.— Lat.  81°  40'  K ;  long.  2°  E. 
Still  lying-to  amid  enormous  ice  fields.  The  one 
which  stretches  away  to  the  north  of  us,  and  to  which 
our  ice-anchor  is  attached,  can  not  be  smaller  than 
an  English  county.  To  the  right  and  left  unbroken 
sheets  extend  to  the  horizon.  This  morning  the  mate 
reported  that  there  were  signs  of  pack  ice  to  the 
southward.  Should  this  form  of  sufficient  thickness 
to  bar  our  return,  we  shall  be  in  a  position,  of  dan- 
ger, as  the  food,  I  hear,  is  already  running  some- 
what short.  It  is  late  in  the  season,  and  the  nights 
are  beginning  to  reappear.  This  morning  I  saw  a 
star  twinkling  just  over  the  foreyard,  the  first  since 
the  beginning  of  May.  There  is  considerable  dis- 
content among  the  crew,  many  of  whom  are  anxious 
to  get  back  home  to  be  in  time  for  the  herring  season, 
when  labor  always  commands  a  high  price  upon  the 
Scotch  coast.  As  yet  their  displeasure  is  only  sig- 
nified by  sullen  countenances  and  black  looks,  but 

*  To  my  friend  Major-General  A.  W.  Drayson,  as  a  slight 
token  of  my  admiration  for  his  great  and  as  yet  unrecog- 
nized services  to  astronomy,  this  little  volume  is  dedicated. 
(884) 
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I  heard  from  the  second  mate  this  afternoon  that 
they  contemplated  sending  a  deputation  to  the  cap- 
tain to  explain  their  grievance.  I  much  doubt  how 
he  will  receive  it,  as  he  is  a  man  of  fierce  temper, 
and  very  sensitive  about  anything  approaching  to 
an  infringement  of  his  rights.  I  shall  venture  after 
dinner  to  say  a  few  words  to  him  upon  the  subject. 
I  have  always  found  that  he  will  tolerate  from  me 
what  he  would  resent  from  any  other  member  of  the 
crew.  Amsterdam  Island,  at  the  northwest  corner 
of  Spitsbergen,  is  visible  upon  our  starboard  quarter 
— a  rugged  line  of  volcanic  rocks,  intersected  by 
white  seams,  which  represent  glaciers.  It  is  curious 
to  think  that  at  the  present  moment  there  is  prob- 
ably no  human  being  nearer  to  us  than  the  Danish 
settlements  in  the  south  of  Greenland — a  good  nine 
hundred  miles  as  the  crow  flies.  A  captain  takes  a 
great  responsibility  upon  himself  when  he  risks  hia 
vessel  under  such  circumstances.  No  whaler  has 
ever  remained  in  these  latitudes  till  so  advanced 
a  period  of  the  year. 

9  P.M. — I  have  spoken  to  Captain  Craigie,  and 
though  the  result  has  been  hardly  satisfactory,  I 
am  bound  to  say  that  he  listened  to  what  I  had  to 
say  very  quietly  and  even  deferentially.  When  I 
had  finished  he  put  on  that  air  of  iron  determina- 
tion, which  I  have  frequently  observed  upon  his  face, 
and  paced  rapidly  backward  and  forward  across  the 
narrow  cabin  for  some  minutes.  At  first  I  feared 
that  I  had  seriously  offended  him,  but  he  dispelled 
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the  idea  by  sitting  down  again  and  putting  his  hand 
upon  my  arm  with  a  gesture  which  almost  amounted 
to  a  caress.  There  was  a  depth  of  tenderness,  too, 
in  his  wild,  dark  eyes  which  surprised  me  consider- 
ably. "Look  here,  doctor,"  he  said,  "I'm  sorry  I 
ever  took  you — I  am  indeed — and  I  would  give  fifty 
pounds  this  minute  to  see  you  standing  safe  upon 
the  Dundee  quay.  It's  hit  or  miss  with  me  this  time. 
There  are  fish  to  the  north  of  us.  How  dare  you 
shake  your  head,  sir,  when  I  tell  you  I  saw  them 
blowing  from  the  masthead?" — this  in  a  sudden 
burst  of  fury,  though  I  was  not  conscious  of  hav- 
ing shown  any  signs  of  doubt.  "Two-and-twenty 
fish  in  as  many  minutes,  as  I  am  a  living  man,  and 
not  one  under  ten  feet.*  Now,  doctor,  do  you  think 
I  can  leave  the  country  when  there  is  only  one  in- 
fernal strip  of  ice  between  me  and  my  fortune?  If 
it  came  on  to  blow  from  the  north  to-morrow  we 
could  fill  the  ship  and  be  away  before  the  frost  could 
catch  us.  If  it  came  on  to  blow  from  the  south — 
well,  I  suppose  the  men  are  paid  for  risking  their 
lives ;  and  as  for  myself,  it  matters  but  little  to  me, 
for  I  have  more  to  bind  me  to  the  other  world  than 
to  this  one.  I  confess  that  I  am  sorry  for  you, 
though.  I  wish  I  had  old  Angus  Tait,  who  was  with 
me  last  voyage,  for  he  was  a  man  that  would  never 
be  missed,  and  you — you  said  once  that  you  were 
engaged,  did  you  not  ?" 

*  A  whale  is  measured  among  whalers  not  by  the  length 
of  its  body,  but  by  the  length  of  its  whalebone. 
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"Yes,"  I  answered,  snapping  the  spring  of  the 
locket  which  hung  from  my  watch-chain,  and  hold- 
ing up  the  little  vignette  of  Flora. 

"Curse  you !"  he  yelled,  springing  out  of  his  seat, 
with  his  very  beard  bristling  with  passion.  "What 
is  your  happiness  to  me  ?  What  have  I  to  do  with 
her  that  you  must  dangle  her  photograph  before  my 
eyes  ?"  I  almost  thought  that  he  was  about  to  strike 
me  in  the  frenzy  of  his  rage,  but  with  another  im- 
precation he  dashed  open  the  door  of  the  cabin  and 
rushed  out  upon  deck,  leaving  me  considerably  as- 
tonished at  his  extraordinary  violence.  It  is  the  first 
time  that  he  has  ever  shown  me  anything  but  cour- 
tesy and  kindness.  I  can  hear  him  pacing  excitedly 
up  and  down  overhead  as  I  write  these  lines. 

I  should  like  to  give  a  sketch  of  the  character  of 
this  man,  but  it  seems  presumptuous  to  attempt  such 
a  thing  upon  paper,  when  the  idea  in  my  own  mind 
is  at  best  a  vague  and  uncertain  one.  Several  times 
I  have  thought  that  I  grasped  the  clew  which  might 
explain  it,  but  only  to  be  disappointed  by  his  pre- 
senting himself  in  some  new  light  which  would  up- 
set all  my  conclusions.  It  may  be  that  no  human 
eye  but  my  own  shall  ever  rest  upon  these  lines, 
yet  as  a  psychological  study  I  shall  attempt  to  leave 
some  record  of  Captain  Nicholas  Craigie. 

A  man's  outer  case  generally  gives  some  indica- 
tion of  the  soul  within.  The  captain  is  tall  and 
well  formed,  with  dark,  handsome  face,  and  a  curi- 
ous way  of  twitching  his  limbs,  which  may  arise 
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from  nervousness,  or  be  simply  an  outcome  of  his 
excessive  energy.  His  jaw  and  whole  cast  of  coun- 
tenance are  manly  and  resolute,  but  the  eyes  are  the 
distinctive  feature  of  his  face.  They  are  of  the  very 
darkest  hazel,  bright  and  eager,  with  a  singular  mix- 
ture of  recklessness  in  their  expression,  and  of  some- 
thing else  which  I  have  sometimes  thought  was  more 
allied  with  horror  than  any  other  emotion.  Gen- 
erally the  former  predominated,  but  on  occasions, 
and  more  particularly  when  he  was  thoughtfully 
inclined,  the  look  of  fear  would  spread  and  deepen 
until  it  imparted  a  new  character  to  his  whole  coun- 
tenance. It  is  at  these  times  that  he  is  most  subject 
to  tempestuous  fits  of  anger,  and  he  seems  to  be 
aware  of  it,  for  I  have  known  him  to  lock  himself 
up  so  that  no  one  might  approach  him  until  his 
dark  hour  was  passed.  He  sleeps  badly,  and  I  have 
heard  him  shouting  during  the  night,  but  his  cabin 
is  some  little  distance  from  mine,  and  I  could  never 
distinguish  the  words  which  he  said. 

This  is  one  phase  of  his  character,  and  the  most 
disagreeable  one.  It  is  only  through  my  close  asso- 
ciation with  him,  thrown  together  as  we  are  day  after 
day,  that  I  have  observed  it.  Otherwise  he  is  an 
agreeable  companion,  well-read  and  entertaining,  and 
as  gallant  a  seaman  as  ever  trod  a  deck.  I  shall  not 
easily  forget  the  way  in  which  he  handled  the  ship 
when  we  were  caught  by  a  gale  among  the  loose  ice 
at  the  beginning  of  April.  I  have  never  seen  him 
so  cheerful,  and  even  hilarious,  as  he  was  that  night, 
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as  he  paced  backward  and  forward  upon  the  bridge 
amid  the  flashing  of  the  lightning  and  the  howling 
of  the  wind.  He  has  told  me  several  times  that  the 
thought  of  death  was  a  pleasant  one  to  him,  which 
is  a  sad  thing  for  a  young  man  to  say — he  can.  not 
be  much  more  than  thirty,  though  his  hair  and  mus- 
tache are  already  slightly  grizzled.  Some  great  sor- 
row must  have  overtaken  him  and  blighted  his  whole 
life.  Perhaps  I  should  be  the  same  if  I  lost  my 
Flora — God  knows!  I  think  if  it  were  not  for  her 
that  I  should  care  very  little  whether  the  wind  blew 
from  the  north  or  the  south  to-morrow.  There,  I 
hear  him  come  down  the  companion,  and  be  has 
locked  himself  up  in  his  room,  which  shows  that  he 
is  still  in  an  unamiable  mood.  And  so  to  bed,  as 
old  Pepys  would  say,  for  the  candle  is  burning  down 
(we  have  to  use  them  now  since  the  nights  are  clos- 
ing in),  and  the  steward  has  turned  in,  so  there  are 
no  hopes  of  another  one. 

September  l%th. — Calm,  clear  day,  and  still  lying 
in  the  same  position.  What  wind  there  is  cornea  from 
the  southeast,  but  it  is  very  slight.  Captain  is  in  a 
better  humor,  and  apologized  to  me  at  breakfast  fo* 
his  rudeness.  He  still  looks  somewhat  distrait,  how- 
ever, and  retains  that  wild  look  in  his  eyes  which  in 
a  Highlander  would  mean  that  he  was  "fey" — at 
least  so  our  chief  engineer  remarked  to  me,  and  he  has 
some  reputation  among  the  Celtic  portion  of  our  crew 
as  a  seer  and  expounder  of  omens. 

It  is  strange  that  superstition  should  have  obtained 
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such  mastery  over  this  hard-headed  and  practical  race. 
I  could  not  have  believed  to  what  an  extent  it  is  car- 
ried had  I  not  observed  it  for  myself.  We  have  had 
a  perfect  epidemic  of  it  this  voyage,  until  I  have  felt 
inclined  to  serve  out  rations  of  sedatives  and  nerve 
tonics  with  the  Saturday  allowance  of  grog.  The 
symptom  of  it  was  that  shortly  after  leaving  Shet- 
land the  men  at  the  wheel  used  to  complain  that  they 
heard  plaintive  cries  and  screams  in  the  wake  of  the 
ship,  as  if  something  were  following  it  and  were  un- 
able to  overtake  it.  This  fiction  has  been  kept  up  dur- 
ing the  whole  voyage,  and  on  dark  nights  at  the  begin- 
ning of  the  seal-fishing  it  was  only  with  great  diffi- 
culty that  men  could  be  induced  to  do  their  spell. 
No  doubt  what  they  heard  was  either  the  creaking  of 
the  rudder-chains  or  the  cry  of  some  passing  sea-bird. 
I  have  been  fetched  out  of  bed  several  times  to  listen 
to  it,  but  I  need  hardly  say  that  I  was  never  able  to 
distinguish  anything  unnatural.  The  men,  however, 
are  so  absurdly  positive  upon  the  subject  that  it  is 
hopeless  to  argue  with  them.  I  mentioned  the  matter 
to  the  captain  once,  but  to  my  surprise  he  took  it  very 
gravely,  and  indeed  appeared  to  be  considerably  dis- 
turbed by  what  I  told  him.  I  should  have  thought 
that  he  at  least  would  have  been  above  such  vulgar 
delusions. 

All  this  disquisition  upon  superstition  leads  me  up 
to  the  fact  that  Mr.  Manson,  our  second  mate,  saw  a 
ghost  last  night — or,  at  least,  says  that  he  did,  which 
of  course  is  the  same  thing.  It  is  quite  refreshing  to 
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have  some  new  topic  of  conversation  after  the  eternal 
routine  of  bears  and  whales  which  has  served  us  for 
so  many  months.  Manson  swears  the  ship  is  haunted, 
and  that  he  would  not  stay  in  her  a  day  if  he  had 
any  other  place  to  go  to.  Indeed,  the  fellow  is  hon- 
estly frightened,  and  I  had  to  give  him  some  chloral 
and  bromide  of  potassium  this  morning  to  steady  him 
down.  He  seemed  quite  indignant  when  I  suggested 
that  he  had  been  having  an  extra  glass  the  night  be- 
fore, and  I  was  obliged  to  pacify  him  by  keeping  as 
grave  a  countenance  as  possible  during  his  story, 
which  he  certainly  narrated  in  a  very  straightfor- 
ward and  matter-of-fact  way. 

"I  was  on  the  bridge,"  he  said,  "about  four  bells 
in  the  middle  watch,  just  when  the  night  was  at  its 
darkest.  There  was  a  bit  of  a  moon,  but  the  clouds 
were  blowing  across  it  so  that  you  couldn't  see  far 
from  the  ship.  John  M'Leod,  the  harpooner,  came 
aft  from  the  foc'sle-head  and  reported  a  strange  noise 
on  the  starboard  bow.  I  went  forrard,  and  we  both 
heard  it,  sometimes  like  a  bairn  crying  and  sometimes 
like  a  wench  in  pain.  I've  been  seventeen  years  to 
this  country  and  I  never  heard  seal,  old  or  young, 
make  a  sound  like  that.  As  we  were  standing  there 
on  the  foc'sle-head,  the  moon  came  out  from  behind 
a  cloud,  and  we  both  saw  a  sort  of  white  figure  mov- 
ing across  the  ice  field  in  the  same  direction  that  we 
had  heard  the  cries.  We  lost  sight  of  it  for  a  while, 
but  it  came  back  on  the  port  bow,  and  we  could  just 
make  it  out  like  a  shadow  on  the  ice.  I  sent  a  hand 
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aft  for  the  rifles,  and  M'Leod  and  I  went  down  on  the 
pack,  thinking  that  maybe  it  might  be  a  bear.  When 
we  got  on  the  ice  I  lost  sight  of  M'Leod,  but  I  pushed 
on  in  the  direction  where  I  could  still  hear  the  cries. 
I  followed  them  for  a  mile  or  maybe  more,  and  then 
running  round  a  hummock  I  came  right  on  to  the  top 
of  it  standing  and  waiting -for  me  seemingly.  I  don't 
know  what  it  was.  It  wasn't  a  bear  anyway.  It  was 
tall  and  white  and  straight,  and  if  it  wasn't  a  man  or 
a  woman,  I'll  stake  my  davy  it  was  something  worse. 
I  made  for  the  ship  as  hard  as  I  could  run,  and  pre- 
cious glad  I  was  to  find  myself  aboard.  I  signed  ar- 
ticles to  do  my  duty  by  the  ship,  and  on  the  ship  I'll 
stay,  but  you  don't  catch  me  on  the  ice  again  after 
sundown." 

That  is  his  story,  given  as  far  as  I  can  in  his  own 
words.  I  fancy  what  he  saw  must,  in  spite  of  his 
denial,  have  been  a  young  bear  erect  upon  its  hind 
legs,  an  attitude  which  they  often  assume  when 
alarmed.  In  the  uncertain  light  this  would  bear  a 
resemblance  to  a  human  figure,  especially  to  a  man 
whose  nerves  were  already  somewhat  shaken.  What- 
ever it  may  have  been,  the  occurrence  is  unfortunate, 
for  it  has  produced  a  most  unpleasant  effect  upon  the 
crew.  Their  looks  are  more  sullen  than  before,  and 
their  discontent  more  open.  The  double  grievance 
of  being  debarred  from  the  herring  fishing  and 
of  being  detained  in  what  they  choose  to  call  a 
haunted  vessel  may  lead  them  to  do  something 
rash.  Even  the  harpooners,  who  are  the  oldest 
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and  steadiest  among  them,  are  joining  in  the  gen- 
eral agitation. 

Apart  from  this  absurd  outbreak  of  superstition, 
things  are  looking  rather  more  cheerful.  The  pack 
which  was  forming  to  the  south  of  us  has  partly 
cleared  away,  and  the  water  is  so  warm  as  to  lead 
me  to  believe  that  we  are  lying  in  one  of  those 
branches  of  the  Gulf  Stream  which  run  up  between 
Greenland  and  Spitzbergen.  There  are  numerous 
small  Medusae  and  sea-lemons  about  the  ship,  with 
abundance  of  shrimps,  so  that  there  is  every  pos- 
sibility of  "fish"  being  sighted.  Indeed,  one 
was  seen  blowing  about  dinner-time,  but  in  such 
a  position  that  it  was  impossible  for  the  boats  to 
follow  it. 

September  13th. — Had  an  interesting  conversation 
with  the  chief  mate,  Mr.  Milne,  upon  the  bridge.  It 
seems  that  our  captain  is  as  great  an  enigma  to  the 
seamen,  and  even  to  the  owners  of  the  vessel,  as  he 
has  been  to  me.  Mr.  Milne  tells  me  that  when  the 
ship  is  paid  off,  upon  returning  from  a  voyage,  Cap- 
tain Craigie  disappears,  and  is  not  seen  again  until 
the  approach  of  another  season,  when  he  walks  quietly 
into  the  office  of  the  company,  and  asks  whether  his 
services  will  be  required.  He  has  no  friend  in  Dun- 
dee, nor  does  any  one  pretend  to  be  acquainted  with 
his  early  history.  His  position  depends  entirely 
upon  his  skill  as  a  seaman  and  the  name  for  courage 
and  coolness  which  he  had  earned  in  the  capacity  of 
mate,  before  being  intrusted  with  a  separate  com- 
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mand.  The  unanimous  opinion  seems  to  be  that  he  is 
not  a  Scotchman,  and  that  his  name  is  an  assumed 
one.  Mr.  Milne  thinks  that  he  has  devoted  himself 
to  whaling  simply  for  the  reason  that  it  is  the  most 
dangerous  occupation  which  he  could  select,  and  that 
he  courts  death  in  every  possible  manner.  He  men- 
tioned several  instances  of  this,  one  of  which  is  rather 
curious,  if  true.  It  seems  that  on  one  occasion  he  did 
not  put  in  an  appearance  at  the  office,  and  a  substi- 
tute had  to  be  selected  in  his  place.  That  was  at  the 
time  of  the  last  Russian  and  Turkish  war.  When  he 
turned  up  again  next  spring  he  had  a  puckered  wound 
in  the  side  of  his  neck  which  he  used  to  endeavor  to 
conceal  with  his  cravat.  Whether  the  mate's  infer- 
ence that  he  had  been  engaged  in  the  war  is  true  or 
not  I  can  not  say.  It  was  certainly  a  strange  coin- 
cidence. 

The  wind  is  veering  round  in  an  easterly  direc- 
tion, but  is  still  very  slight.  I  think  the  ice  is  lying 
closer  than  it  did  yesterday.  As  far  as  the  eye  can 
reach  on  every  side  there  is  one  wide  expanse  of  spot- 
less white,  only  broken  by  an  occasional  rift  or  the 
dark  shadow  of  a.  humraock.  To  the  south  there  is  the 
narrow  lane  of  blue  water  which  is  our  sole  means  of 
escape,  and  which  is  closing  up  every  day.  The  cap- 
tain is  taking  a  heavy  responsibility  upon  himself. 
I  hear  that  the  tank  of  potatoes  has  been  finished,  and 
even  the  biscuits  are  running  short,  but  he  preserves 
the  same  impassible  countenance,  and  spends  the 
greater  part  of  the  day  at  the  crow's-nest,  sweeping 
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the  horizon  with  his  glass.  His  manner  is  very  vari- 
able, and  he  seems  to  avoid  my  society,  but  there  has 
been  no  repetition  of  the  violence  which  he  showed 
the  other  night. 

7.30  P.M. — My  deliberate  opinion  is  that  we  are 
commanded  by  a  madman.  Nothing  else  can  account 
for  the  extraordinary  vagaries  of  Captain  Craigie. 
It  is  fortunate  that  I  have  kept  this  journal  of  our 
voyage,  as  it  will  serve  to  justify  us  in  case  we  have 
to  put  him  under  any  sort  of  restraint,  a  step  which 
I  should  only  consent  to  as  a  last  resource.  Curiously 
enough,  it  was  he  himself  who  suggested  lunacy  and 
not  mere  eccentricity  as  the  secret  of  his  strange  con- 
duct. He  was  standing  upon  the  bridge  about  an  hour 
ago,  peering  as  usual  through  his  glass,  while  I  was 
walking  up  and  down  the  quarter-deck.  The  majority 
of  the  men  were  below  at  their  tea,  for  the  watches 
have  not  been  regularly  kept  of  late.  Tired  of  walk- 
ing, I  leaned  against  the  bulwarks,  and  admired  the 
mellow  glow  cast  by  the  sinking  sun  upon  the  great  ice 
fields  which  surround  us.  I  was  suddenly  aroused 
from  the  reverie  into  which  I  had  fallen  by  a  hoarse 
voice  at  my  elbow,  and  starting  round,  I  found  that 
the  captain  had  descended  and  was  standing  by  my 
side.  He  was  staring  out  over  the  ice  with  an  expres- 
sion in  which  horror,  surprise,  and  something  ap- 
proaching to  joy  were  contending  for  the  mastery. 
In  spite  of  the  cold,  great  drops  of  perspiration 
were  coursing  down  his  forehead,  and  he  was 
evidently  fearfully  excited.  His  limbs  twitched 
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like  those  of  a  man  upon  the  verge  of  an  epilep- 
tic fit,  and  the  lines  about  his  mouth  were  drawn 
and  hard. 

"Look!"  he  gasped,  seizing  me  by  the  wrist,  but 
still  keeping  his  eyes  upon  the  distant  ice,  and  mov- 
ing his  head  slowly  in  a  horizontal  direction,  as  if 
following  some  object  which  was  moving  across  the 
field  of  vision.  "Look!  There,  man,  there!  Be- 
tween the  hummocks !  Now  coming  out  from  behind 
the  far  one !  You  see  her — you  must  see  her !  There 
still!  Flying  from  me,  by  God,  flying  from  me — 
and  gone !" 

He  uttered  the  last  two  words  in  a  whisper  of  con- 
centrated agony  which  shall  never  fade  from  my  re- 
membrance. Clinging  to  the  ratlines,  he  endeavored 
to  climb  upon  the  top  of  the  bulwarks  as  if  in  the 
hope  of  obtaining  a  last  glance  at  the  departing  object. 
His  strength  was  not  ecpial  to  the  attempt,  however, 
and  he  staggered  back  against  the  saloon  skylights, 
where  he  leaned,  panting  and  exhausted.  His  face 
was  so  livid  that  I  expected  him  to  become  uncon- 
scious, so  lost  no  time  in  leading  him  down  the  com- 
panion, and  stretching  him  upon  one  of  the  sofas  in 
the  cabin.  I  then  poured  him  out  some  brandy,  which 
I  held  to  his  lips,  and  which  had  a  wonderful  effect 
upon  him,  bringing  the  blood  back  into  his  white  face 
and  steadying  his  poor  shaking  limbs.  He  raised  him- 
self up  upon  his  elbow,  and  looking  round  to  see  that 
we  were  alone,  he  beckoned  to  me  to  come  and  sit 
beside  him. 
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"You  saw  it,  didn't  you?"  he  asked,  still  in  the 
same  subdued  awesome  tone  so  foreign  to  the  nature 
of  the  man. 

"No,  I  saw  nothing." 

His  head  sank  back  again  upon,  the  cushions.  "No, 
he  couldn't  without  the  glass,"  he  murmured.  "He 
couldn't  It  was  the  glass  that  showed  her  to  me, 
and  then  the  eyes  of  love — the  eyes  of  love.  I  say, 
Doc,  don't  let  the  steward  in !  He'll  think  I'm  mad. 
Just  bolt  the  door,  will  you  3" 

I  rose  and  did  what  he  had  commanded. 

He  lay  quiet  for  a  while,  lost  in  thought  apparently, 
and  then  raised  himself  up  upon  his  elbow  again,  and 
asked  for  some  more  brandy. 

"You  don't  think  I  am,  do  you,  Doc?"  he  asked, 
as  I  was  putting  the  bottle  back  into  the  after-locker. 
'Tell  me  now,  as  man  to  man,  do  you  think  that  I 
*m  mad  ?" 

"I  think  you  have  something  on  your  mind,"  I  an- 
swered, 'Svhich  is  exciting  you  and  doing  you  a  good 
deal  of  harm." 

"Right  there,  lad!"  he  cried,  his  eyes  sparkling 
from  the  effects  of  the  brandy.  "Plenty  on  my  mind 
— plenty !  But  I  can  work  out  the  latitude  and  the 
longitude,  and  I  can  handle  my  sextant  and  manage 
my  logarithms.  You  couldn't  prove  me  mad  in  a 
court  of  law,  could  you,  now?"  It  was  curious  to 
hear  the  man  lying  back  and  coolly  arguing  out  the 
question  of  his  own  sanity. 

"Perhaps  not,"  I  said ;  "but  still  I  think  you  would 
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be  wise  to  get  home  as  soon  as  you  can,  and  settle 
down  to  a  quiet  life  for  a  while." 

"Get  home,  eh?"  he  muttered,  with  a  sneer  upon 
his  face.  "One  word  for  me  and  two  for  yourself, 
lad.  Settle  down  with  Flora — pretty  little  Flora. 
Are  had  dreams  signs  of  madness  ?" 

"Sometimes,"  I  answered. 

"What  else  ?    What  would  he  the  first  symptoms  ?" 

"Pains  in  the  head,  noises  in  the  ears,  flashes  he- 
fore  the  eyes,  delusions — " 

"Ah !  what  about  them  ?"  he  interrupted.  "What 
would  you  call  a  delusion  ?" 

"Seeing  a  thing  which  is  not  there  is  a  delusion." 

"But  she  was  there !"  he  groaned  to  himself.  "She 
was  there!"  and  rising,  he  unbolted  the  door  and 
walked  with  slow  and  uncertain  steps  to  his  own 
cabin,  where  I  have  no  doubt  he  will  remain  until  to- 
morrow morning.  His  system  seems  to  have  re- 
ceived a  terrible  shock,  whatever  it  may  have  been 
that  he  imagined  himself  to  have  seen.  The  man  be- 
comes a  greater  mystery  every  day,  though  I  fear  that 
the  solution  which  he  has  himself  suggested  is  the  cor- 
rect one,  and  that  his  reason  is  affected.  I  do  not 
think  that  a  guilty  conscience  has  anything  to  do  with 
his  behavior.  The  idea  is  a  popular  one  among  the 
officers,  and,  I  believe,  the  crew ;  but  I  have  seen  noth- 
ing to  support  it  He  has  not  the  air  of  a  guilty  man, 
but  of  one  who  has  had  terrible  usage  at  the  hands  of 
fortune,  and  who  should  be  regarded  as  a  martyr 
rather  than  a  criminal. 
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The  wind  is  veering  round  to  the  south  to-night. 
God  help  us  if  it  blocks  that  narrow  pass  which  is  our 
only  road  to  safety !  Situated  as  we  are  on  the  edge 
of  the  main  Arctic  pack,  or  the  '^barrier,"  as  it  is 
called  by  the  whalers,  any  wind  from  the  north  has 
the  effect  of  shredding  out  the  ice  around  us  and  al- 
lowing our  escape,  while  a  wind  from  the  south  blows 
up  all  the  loose  ice  behind  us  and  hems  us  in  between 
two  packs.  God  help  us,  I  say  again ! 

September  1.4th. — Sunday,  and  a  day  of  rest.  My 
fears  have  been  confirmed,  and  the  thin  strip  of  blue 
water  has  disappeared  from  the  southward.  Nothing 
but  the  great  motionless  ice  fields  around  us,  with 
their  weird  hummocks  and  fantastic  pinnacles. 
There  is  a  deathly  silence  over  their  wide  expanse 
which  is  horrible.  No  lapping  of  the  waves  now,  no 
cries  of  seagulls  or  straining  of  sails,  but  one  deep 
universal  silence  in  which  the  murmurs  of  the  sea- 
men, and  the  creak  of  their  boots  upon  the  white  shin- 
ing deck,  seem  discordant  and  out  of  place.  Our  only 
visitor  was  an  Arctic  fox,  a  rare  animal  upon  the 
pack,  though  common  enough  upon  the  land.  He  did 
not  come  near  the  ship,  however,  but  after  surveying 
us  from  a  distance,  fled  rapidly  across  the  ice.  This 
was  curious  conduct,  as  they  generally  know  nothing 
of  man,  and  being  of  an  inquisitive  nature,  become 
so  familiar  that  they  are  easily  captured.  Incredible 
as  it  may  seem,  even  this  little  incident  produced  a 
bad  effect  upon  the  crew.  'Ton  puir  beastie  kens 
mair,  ay,  an'  sees  mair  nor  you  nor  me!"  was  the 
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comment  of  one  of  the  leading  harpooners,  and  the 
others  nodded  their  acquiescence.  It  is  vain  to  at- 
tempt to  argue  against  such  puerile  superstition. 
They  have  made  up  their  minds  that  there  is  a  curse 
upon  the  ship,  and  nothing  will  ever  persuade  them  to 
the  contrary. 

The  captain  remained  in  seclusion  all  day  except 
for  about  half  an  hour  in  the  afternoon,  when  he 
came  out  upon  the  quarter-deck.  I  observed  that 
he  kept  his  eye  fixed  upon  the  spot  where  the  vision 
of  yesterday  had  appeared,  and  was  quite  prepared 
for  another  outburst,  but  none  such  came.  He  did 
not  see  me  although  I  was  standing  close  beside  him. 
Divine  service  was  read  as  usual  by  the  chief  en- 
gineer. It  is  a  curious  thing  that  in  whaling  vessels 
the  Church  of  England  Prayer-book  is  always  em- 
ployed, although  there  is  never  a  member  of  that 
Church  among  either  officers  or  crew.  Our  men  are 
all  Roman  Catholics  or  Presbyterians,  the  former 
predominating.  Since  a  ritual  is  used  which  is  for- 
eign to  both,  neither  can  complain  that  the  other  is 
preferred  to  them,  and  they  listen  with  all  attention 
and  devotion,  so  that  the  system  has  something  to 
recommend  it. 

A  glorious  sunset,  which  made  the  great  fields  of 
ice  look  like  a  lake  of  blood.  I  have  never  seen  a 
finer  and  at  the  same  time  more  weird  effect.  Wind 
is  veering  round.  If  it  will  blow  twenty-four  hours 
from  the  north  all  will  yet  be  well. 

September    15th. — To-day    is    Flora's    birthday. 
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Dear  lassl  it  is  well  that  she  can  not  see  her  boy, 
as  she  used  to  call  me,  shut  up  among  the  ice  fields 
with  a  crazy  captain  and  a  few  weeks'  provisions. 
No  doubt  she  scans  the  shipping  list  in  the  "Scots- 
man" every  morning  to  see  if  we  are  reported  Irom 
Shetland.  I  have  to  set  an  example  to  the  men  and 
look  cheery  and  unconcerned;  but  God  knows  my 
heart  is  very  heavy  at  times. 

The  thermometer  is  at  nineteen  Fahrenheit  to- 
day. There  is  but  little  wind,  and  what  there  is 
comes  from  an  unfavorable  quarter.  Captain  is  in 
an  excellent  humor;  I  think  he  imagines  he  has 
seen  some  other  omen  or  vision,  poor  fellow,  during 
the  night,  for  he  came  into  my  room  early  in  the 
morning,  and  stooping  down  over  my  bunk,  whis- 
pered, "It  wasn't  a  delusion,  Doc;  it's  all  right!" 
After  breakfast  he  asked  me  to  find  out  how  much 
food  was  left,  which  the  second  mate  and  I  pro- 
ceeded to  do.  It  is  even  less  than  we  had  expected. 
Forward  they  have  half  a  tank  full  of  biscuits,  three 
barrels  of  salt  meat,  and  a  very  limited  supply  of 
coffee  beans  and  sugar.  In  the  after-hold  and  lockers 
there  are  a  good  many  luxuries,  such  as  tinned  sal- 
mon, soups,  haricot  mutton,  etc.,  but  they  will  go  a 
very  short  way  among  a  crew  of  fifty  men.  There 
are  two  barrels  of  flour  in  the  store-room,  and  an 
unlimited  supply  of  tobacco.  Altogether  there  is 
about  enough  to  keep  the  men  on  half  rations  for 
eighteen  or  twenty  days — certainly  not  more.  When 
we  reported  the  state  of  things  to  the  captain,  he 
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ordered  all  hands  to  be  piped,  and  addressed  them 
from  the  quarter-deck.  I  never  saw  him  to  better 
advantage.  With  his  tall,  well-knit  figure,  and  dark, 
animated  face,  he  seemed  a  man  born  to  command, 
and  he  discussed  the  situation  in  a  cool,  sailor-like 
way  which  showed  that  while  appreciating  the  danger 
he  had  an  eve  for  every  loop-hole  of  escape. 

"My  lads,"  he  said,  "no  doubt  you  think  I  brought 
you  into  this  fix,  if  it  is  a  fix,  and  maybe  some  of 
you  feel  bitter  against  me  on  account  of  it.  But  you 
must  remember  that  for  many  a  season  no  ship  that 
comes  to  the  country  has  brought  in  as  much  oil- 
money  as  the  old  Pole-Star,  and  every  one  of  you 
has  had  his  share  of  it.  You  can  leave  your  wives 
behind  you  in  comfort  while  other  poor  fellows  come 
back  to  find  their  lasses  on  the  parish.  If  you  have 
to  thank  me  for  the  one  you  have  to  thank  me  for  the 
other,  and  we  may  call  it  quits.  We've  tried  a  bold 
venture  before  this  and  succeeded,  so  now  that  we've 
tried  one  and  failed  we've  no  cause  to  cry  out 
about  it.  If  the  worst  comes  to  the  worst,  we  can 
make  the  land  across  the  ice,  and  lay  in  a  stock  of 
seals,  which  will  keep  us  alive  until  the  spring.  It 
won't  come  to  that,  though,  for  you'll  see  the  Scotch 
coast  again  before  three  weeks  are  out.  At  present 
every  man  must  go  on  half  rations,  share  and  share 
alike,  and  no  favor  to  any.  Keep  up  all  your  hearts 
and  you'll  pull  through  this  as  you've  pulled  through 
many  a  danger  before."  These  few  simple  words 
of  his  had  a  wonderful  effect  upon  the  crew.  His 
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former  unpopularity  was  forgotten,  and  the  old  har- 
pooner  whom  I  have  already  mentioned  for  his  su- 
perstition, led  off  three  cheers,  which  were  heartily 
joined  in  by  all  hands. 

September  Iftth. — The  wind  has  veered  round  to 
the  north  during  the  night,  and  the  ice  shows  some 
symptoms  of  opening  out.  The  men  are  in  good 
humor  in  spite  of  the  short  allowance  upon  which 
they  have  been  placed.  Steam  is  kept  up  in  the 
engine-room,  that  there  may  be  no  delay  should  an 
opportunity  for  escape  present  itself.  The  captain 
is  in  exuberant  spirits,  though  he  still  retains  that 
wild  "fey"  expression  which  I  have  already  re- 
marked upon.  This  burst  of  cheerfulness  puzzles 
me  more  than  his  former  gloom.  I  can  not  under- 
stand it.  I  think  I  mentioned  in  an  early  part  of 
this  journal  that  one  of  his  oddities  is  that  he  never 
permits  any  person  to  enter  his  cabin,  but  insists 
upon  making  his  own  bed,  such  as  it  is,  and  per- 
forming every  other  office  for  himself. 

To  my  surprise,  he  handed  me  the  key  to-day  and 
requested  me  to  go  down  there  and  take  the  time 
by  his  chronometer  while  he  measured  the  altitude 
of  the  sun  at  noon.  It  was  a  bare  little  room,  con- 
taining a  washing-stand  and  a  few  books,  but  little 
else  in  the  way  of  luxury,  except  some  pictures  upon 
the  walls.  The  majority  of  these  are  small  cheap 
oleographs,  but  there  was  one  water-color  sketch  of 
the  head  of  a  young  lady  which  arrested  my  atten- 
tion. It  was  evidently  a  portrait,  and  not  one  of 
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those  fancy  types  of  female  beauty  which  sailors 
particularly  affect.  No  artist  could  have  evolved 
from  his  own  mind  such  a  mixture  of  character  and 
weakness.  The  languid,  dreamy  eyes,  with  their 
drooping  lashes,  and  the  broad,  low  brow,  unruffled 
by  thought  or  care,  were  in  strong  contrast  with  the 
clean-cut,  prominent  jaw,  and  the  resolute  set  of  the 
lower  lip.  Underneath  it  in  one  of  the  corners  was 
written,  "M.  B.,  set.  19."  That  any  one  in  the  short 
space  of  nineteen  years  of  existence  could  develop 
such  strength  of  will  as  was  stamped  upon  her  face 
seemed  to  me  at  the  time  to  be  wellnigh  incredible. 
She  must  have  been  an  extraordinary  woman.  Her 
features  have  thrown  such  a  glamour  over  me  that, 
though  I  had  but  a  fleeting  glance  at  them,  I  could, 
were  I  a  draughtsman,  reproduce  them  line  for  line 
upon  this  page  of  the  journal.  I  wonder  what  part 
she  has  played  in  our  captain's  life.  He  has  hung 
her  picture  at  the  end  of  his  berth,  so  that  his  eyes 
continually  rest  upon  it.  Were  he  a  less  reserved 
man,  I  should  make  some  remark  upon  the  subject. 
Of  the  other  things  in  his  cabin  there  was  nothing 
worthy  of  mention — uniform  coats,  a  camp-stool, 
small  looking-glass,  tobacco-box,  and  numerous  pipes, 
including  an  Oriental  hookah — which,  by  the  bye, 
gives  some  color  to  Mr.  Milne's  story  about  his  par- 
ticipation in  the  war,  though  the  connection  may 
seem  rather  a  distant  one. 

11.20  P.M. — Captain  just  gone  to  bed  after  a  long 
and  interesting  conversation  on  general  topics.  When 
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he  chooses  he  can  be  a  most  fascinating  companion, 
being  remarkably  well  read,  and  having  the  power  of 
expressing  his  opinion  forcibly  without  appearing  to 
be  dogmatic.  I  hate  to  have  my  intellectual  toes 
trod  upon.  He  spoke  about  the  nature  of  the  soul, 
and  sketched  out  the  views  of  Aristotle  and  Plato 
upon  the  subject  in  a  masterly  manner.  He  seems 
to  have  a  leaning  for  metempsychosis  and  the  doc- 
trines of  Pythagoras.  In  discussing  them  we  touched 
upon  modern  spiritualism,  and  I  made  some  joking 
allusion  to  the  impostures  of  Slade,  upon  which,  to 
my  surprise,  he  warned  me  most  impressively  against 
confusing  the  innocent  with  the  guilty,  and  argued 
that  it  would  be  as  logical  to  brand  Christianity  as 
an  error  because  Judas,  who  professed  that  religion, 
was  a  villain.  He  shortly  afterward  bid  me  good- 
night and  retired  to  his  room. 

The  wind  is  freshening  up,  and  blows  steadily 
from  the  north.  The  nights  are  as  dark  now  as 
they  are  in  England.  I  hope  to-morrow  may  set  us 
free  from  our  frozen  fetters. 

September  17th. — The  bogie  again.  Thank 
Heaven  that  I  have  strong  nerves!  The  super- 
stition of  these  poor  fellows,  and  the  circumstan- 
tial accounts  which  they  give,  with  the  utmost  ear- 
nestness and  self-conviction,  would  horrify  any  man 
not  accustomed  to  their  ways.  There  are  many  ver- 
sions of  the  matter,  but  the  sum  total  of  them  all 
is  that  something  uncanny  has  been  flitting  round 
the  ship  all  night,  and  that  Sandie  McDonald  of 
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Peterhead  and  "lang"  Peter  Williamson  of  Shet- 
land saw  it,  as  also  did  Mr.  Milne  on  the  bridge — 
so,  having  three  witnesses,  they  can  make  a  better 
case  of  it  than  the  second  mate  did.  I  spoke  to 
Milne  after  breakfast,  and  told  him  that  he  should 
be  above  such  nonsense,  and  that  as  an  officer  he 
ought  to  set  the  men  a  better  example.  He  shook 
his  weather-beaten  head  ominously,  but  answered 
with  characteristic  caution,  "Mebbe  aye,  mebbe  na, 
doctor,"  he  said ;  '*!  didna  ca'  it  a  ghaist.  I  canna' 
say  I  preen  my  faith  in  sea-bogles  an'  the  like,  though 
there's  a  mony  as  claims  to  ha'  seen  a'  that  and  waur. 
I'm  no  easy  feared,  but  maybe  your  ain  bluid  would 
run  a  bit  cauld,  mun,  if  instead  o'  speerin'  aboot  it 
in  daylicht  ye  were  wi'  me  last  night,  an'  seed  an 
awfu'  like  shape,  white  an'  grewsome,  whiles  here, 
whiles  there,  an'  it  greetin'  and  ca'in'  in  the  dark- 
ness like  a  bit  lambie  that  hae  lost  its  mither.  Ye 
would  na'  be  sae  ready  to  put  it  a'  doon  to  auld 
wives'  clavers  then,  I'm  thinkinV  I  saw  it  was 
hopeless  to  reason  with  him,  so  contented  myself 
with  begging  him  as  a  personal  favor  to  call  me  up 
the  next  time  the  spectre  appeared — a  request  to 
which  he  acceded  with  many  ejaculations  expressive 
of  his  hopes  that  such  an  opportunity  might  never 
arise. 

As  I  had  hoped,  the  white  desert  behind  us  had 
become  broken  by  many  thin  streaks  of  water  which 
intersect  it  in  all  directions.  Our  latitude  to-day 
was  80°  52'  N.,  which  shows  that  there  is  a  strong 
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southerly  drift  upon  the  pack.  Should  the  wind 
continue  favorable  it  will  break  up  as  rapidly  as  it 
formed.  At,  present  we  can  do  nothing  but  smoke, 
and  wait  and  hope  for  the  best.  I  am  rapidly  be- 
coming a  fatalist.  When  dealing  with  such  uncer- 
tain factors  as  wind  and  ice,  a  man  can  be  nothing 
else.  Perhaps  it  was  the  wind  and  sand  of  the 
Arabian  deserts  which  gave  the  minds  of  the  orig- 
inal followers  of  Mohammed  their  tendency  to  bow 
to  Kismet. 

These  spectral  alarms  have  a  very  bad  effect  upon 
the  captain.  I  feared  that  it  might  excite  his  sensi- 
tive mind,  and  endeavored  to  conceal  the  absurd  story 
from  him,  but  unfortunately  he  overheard  one  of  the 
men  making  an  allusion  to  it,  and  insisted  upon 
being  informed  about  it.  As  I  had  expected,  it 
brought  out  all  his  latent  lunacy  in  an  exaggerated 
form.  I  can  hardly  believe  that  this  is  the  same 
man  who  discoursed  philosophy  last  night  with  the 
most  critical  acumen  and  coolest  judgment.  He  is 
pacing  backward  and  forward  upon  the  quarter-deck 
like  a  caged  tiger,  stopping  now  and  again  to  throw 
out  his  hands  with  a  yearning  gesture,  and  stare  im- 
patiently out  over  the  ice.  He  keeps  up  a  continual 
mutter  to  himself,  and  once  he  called  out,  "But  a 
little  time,  love — but  a  little  time!"  Poor  fellow, 
it  is  sad  to  see  a  gallant  seaman  and  accomplished 
gentleman  reduced  to  such  a  pass,  and  to  think  that 
imagination  and  delusion  can  cow  a  mind  to  which 
real  danger  was  but  the  salt  of  life.  Was  ever  a 
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man  in  such  a  position  as  I,  between  a  demented 
captain  and  a  ghost-seeing  mate?  I  sometimes 
think  I  am  the  only  really  sane  man  aboard  the 
vessel — except,  perhaps,  the  second  engineer,  who 
is  a  kind  of  ruminant,  and  would  care  nothing  for 
all  the  fiends  in  the  Hed  Sea  so  long  as  they  would 
leave  him  alone  and  not  disarrange  his  tools. 

The  ice  is  still  opening  rapidly,  and  there  is  every 
probability  of  our  being  able  to  make  a  start  to-mor- 
row morning.  They  will  think  I  am  inventing  when 
I  tell  them  at  home  all  the  strange  things  that  have 
befallen  me. 

12  P.M. — I  have  been  a  good  deal  startled,  though 
I  feel  steadier  now,  thanks  to  a  stiff  glass  of  brandy. 
I  am  hardly  myself  yet,  however,  as  this  handwriting 
will  testify.  The  fact  is  that  I  have  gone  through  a 
very  strange  experience,  and  am  beginning  to  doubt 
whether  I  was  justified  in  branding  every  one  on 
board  as  a  madman  because  he  professed  to  have  seen 
things  which  did  not  seem  reasonable  to  my  under- 
standing. Pshaw !  I  am  a  fool  to  let  such  a  trifle  un- 
nerve me ;  and  yet,  coming  as  it  does,  after  all  these 
alarms,  it  has  an  additional  significance,  for  I  can 
not  doubt  either  Mr.  Manson's  story  or  that  of  the 
mate,  now  that  I  have  experienced  that  which  I  used 
formerly  to  scoff  at. 

After  all,  it  was  nothing  very  alarming — a  mere 
sound,  and  that  was  all.  I  can  not  expect  that  any 
one  reading  this,  if  any  one  ever  should  read  it,  will 
sympathize  with  my  feelings,  or  realize  the  effect 
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which  it  produced  upon  me  at  the  time.  Supper  was 
over,  and  I  had  gone  on  deck  to  have  a  quiet  pipe  be- 
fore turning  in.  The  night  was  very  dark  —  BO  dark 
that,  standing  under  the  quarter-boat,  I  was  unable 
to  see  the  officer  upon  the  bridge.  I  think  I  have  al- 
ready mentioned  the  extraordinary  silence  which  pre- 
vails in  these  frozen  seas.  In  other  parts  of  the  world, 
be  they  ever  so  barren,  there  is  some  slight  vibration 
of  the  air  —  some  faint  hum,  be  it  from  the  distant 
haunts  of  men,  or  from  the  leaves  of  the  trees,  or 
the  wings  of  the  birds,  or  even  the  faint  rustle  of  the 
grass  that  covers  the  ground.  One  may  not  actively 
perceive  the  sound,  and  yet  if  it  were  withdrawn  it 
would  be  missed.  It  is  only  here  in  these  Arctic  seas 
that  stark,  unfathomable  stillness  obtrudes  itself  upon 
you  in  all  its  grewsome  reality.  You  find  your  tym- 
panum straining  to  catch  some  little  murmur,  and 
dwelling  eagerly  upon  every  accidental  sound  within 
the  vessel.  In  this  state  I  was  leaning  against  the 
bulwarks,  when  there  rose  from  the  ice  almost  di- 
rectly underneath  me  a  cry,  sharp  and  shrill,  upon 
the  silent  air  of  the  night,  beginning,  as  it  seemed  to 
me,  at  a  note  such  as  prima  donna  never  reached,  and 
mounting  from  that  ever  higher,  until  it  culminated 
in  a  long  wail  of  agony,  which  might  have  been  the 
last  cry  of  a  lost  soul.  The  ghastly  scream  is  still 
ringing  in  my  ears.  Grief,  unutterable  grief,  seemed 
to  be  expressed  in  it,  and  a  great  longing,  and  yet 
through  it  all  there  was  an  occasional  wild  note  of 
exultation.  It  shrilled  out  from  close  beside  me,  and 
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yet  as  I  glared  into  the  darkness  I  could  discern  noth- 
ing. I  waited  some  little  time,  but  without  hearing 
any  repetition  of  the  sound,  so  I  came  below,  more 
shaken  than  I  had  ever  been  in  my  life  before.  As 
I  came  down  the  companion  I  met  Mr.  Milne  coming 
up  to  relieve  the  watch.  "Weel,  doctor,"  he  said, 
"maybe  that's  auld  wives*  clavers  tae?  Did  ye  no 
hear  it  skirling  ?  Maybe  that's  a  supersteetion  ?  What 
d'ye  think  o't  noo  ?"  I  was  obliged  to  apologize  to  the 
honest  fellow,  and  acknowledge  that  I  was  as  puzzled 
by  it  as  he  was.  Perhaps  to-morrow  things  may  look 
different.  At  present  I  dare  hardly  write  all  that  I 
think.  Reading  it  again  in  days  to  come,  when  I  have 
shaken  off  all  these  associations,  I  should  despise  my- 
self for  having  been  so  weak. 

September  18#i. — Passed  a  restless  and  uneasy 
night,  still  haunted  by  that  strange  sound.  The 
captain  does  not  look  as  if  he  had  had  much  repose 
either,  for  his  face  is  haggard  and  his  eyes  bloodshot. 
I  have  not  told  him  of  my  adventure  of  last  night,  nor 
shall  I.  He  is  already  restless  and  excited,  standing 
up,  sitting  down,  and  apparently  utterly  unable  to 
keep  still. 

A  fine  lead  appeared  in  the  pack  this  morning,  as 
I  had  expected,  and  we  were  able  to  cast  off  our  ice- 
anchor,  and  steam  about  twelve  miles  in  a  west-sou'- 
westerly  direction.  We  were  then  brought  to  a  halt 
by  a  great  floe  as  massive  as  any  which  we  have  left 
behind  us.  It  bars  our  progress  completely,  so  we 
can  do  nothing  but  anchor  again  and  wait  until  it 
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breaks  up,  which  it  will  probably  do  within  twenty- 
four  hours,  if  the  wind  holds.  Several  bladder-nosed 
seals  were  seen  swimming  in  the  water,  and  one  was 
shot,  an  immense  creature  more  than  eleven  feet  long. 
They  are  fierce,  pugnacious  animals,  and  are  said  to 
be  more  than  a  match  for  a  bear.  Fortunately  they 
are  slow  and  clumsy  in  their  movements,  so  that  there 
is  little  danger  in  attacking  them  upon  the  ice. 

The  captain  evidently  does  not  think  we  have  seen 
the  last  of  our  troubles,  though  why  he  should  take 
a  gloomy  view  of  the  situation  is  more  than  I  can 
fathom,  since  every  one  else  on  board  considers  that 
we  have  had  a  miraculous  escape,  and  are  sure  now  to 
reach  the  open  sea. 

"I  suppose  you  think  it's  all  right  now,  doctor?" 
he  said,  as  we  sat  together  after  dinner. 

"I  hope  so,"  I  answered. 

"We  mustn't  be  too  sure — and  yet  no  doubt  you 
are  right  We'll  all  be  in  the  arms  of  our  own  true 
loves  before  long,  lad,  won't  we  ?  But  we  mustn't  be 
too  sure — we  mustn't  be  too  sure." 

He  sat  silent  a  little,  swinging  his  leg  thoughtfully 
backward  and  forward.  "Look  here,"  he  continued ; 
"it's  a  dangerous  place  this,  even  at  its  best — a  treach- 
erous, dangerous  place.  I  have  known  men  cut  off 
very  suddenly  in  a  land  like  this.  A  slip  would  do  it 
sometimes — a  single  slip,  and  down  you  go  through 
a  crack,  and  only  a  bubble  on  the  green  water  to  show 
where  it  was  that  you  sank.  It's  a  queer  thing,"  he 
continued  with  a  nervous  laugh,  "but  all  the  years 
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I've  been  in  this  country  I  never  once  thought  of  mak- 
ing a  will — not  that  I  have  anything  to  leave  in  par- 
ticular, but  still  when  a  man  is  exposed  to  danger  he 
should  have  everything  arranged  and  ready — don't 
you  think  so  ?" 

"Certainly,"  I  answered,  wondering  what  on  earth 
he  was  driving  at. 

"He  feels  better  for  knowing  it's  all  settled/'  he 
went  on.  "Now  if  anything  should  ever  befall  me  I 
hope  that  you  will  look  after  things  for  me.  There 
is  very  little  in  the  cabin,  but  such  as  it  is  I  should 
like  it  to  be  sold,  and  the  money  divided  in  the  same 
proportion  as  the  oil-money  among  the  crew.  The 
chronometer  I  wish  you  to  keep  yourself  as  some 
slight  remembrance  of  our  voyage.  Of  course  all  this 
is  a  mere  precaution,  but  I  thought  I  would  take  the 
opportunity  of  speaking  to  you  about  it.  I  suppose 
I  might  rely  upon  you  if  there  were  any  necessity  ?" 

"Most  assuredly,"  I  answered ;  "and  since  you  are 
taking  this  step,  I  may  as  well — " 

"You!  you!"  he  interrupted.  "You're  all  right. 
What  the  devil  is  the  matter  with  you?  There,  I 
didn't  mean  to  be  peppery,  but  I  don't  like  to  hear 
a  young  fellow,  that  has  hardly  begun  life,  speculat- 
ing about  death.  Go  up  on  deck  and  get  some  fresh 
air  into  your  lungs  instead  of  talking  nonsense  in  the 
cabin,  and  encouraging  me  to  do  the  same." 

The  more  I  think  of  this  conversation  of  ours  the 
less  do  I  like  it.  Why  should  the  man  be  settling  his 
affairs  at  the  very  time  when  we  seem  to  be  emerging 
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from  all  danger  ?  There  must  be  some  method  in  his 
madness.  Can  it  be  that  he  contemplates  suicide  ?  I 
remember  that  upon  one  occasion  he  spoke  in  a  deeply 
reverent  manner  of  the  heinousness  of  the  crime  of 
self-destruction.  I  shall  keep  my  eye  upon  him,  how- 
ever, and  though  I  can  not  obtrude  upon  the  privacy 
of  his  cabin,  I  shall  at  least  make  a  point  of  remain- 
ing on  deck  as  long  as  he  stays  up. 

Mr.  Milne  pooh-poohs  my  fears,  and  says  it  is  only 
the  "skipper's  little  way."  He  himself  takes  a  very 
rosy  view  of  the  situation.  According  to  him  we  shall 
be  out  of  the  ice  by  the  day  after  to-morrow,  pass  Jan 
Mayen  two  days  after  that,  and  sight  Shetland  in  lit- 
tle more  than  a  week.  I  hope  he  may  not  be  too  san- 
guine. His  opinion  may  be  fairly  balanced  against 
the  gloomy  precautions  of  the  captain,  for  he  is  an  old 
and  experienced  seaman,  and  weighs  his  words  well 
before  uttering  them. 

The  long-impending  catastrophe  has  come  at  last. 
I  hardly  know  what  to  write  alxait  it.  The  captain 
is  gone.  He  may  come  back  to  us  again  alive,  but  I 
fear  me — I  fear  me.  It  is  now  seven  o'clock  of  the 
morning  of  the  19th  of  September.  I  have  spent  the 
whole  night  traversing  the  great  ice-floe  in  front  of 
us  with  a  party  of  seamen  in  the  hope  of  coming  upon 
some  trace  of  him ;  but  in  vain.  I  shall  try  to  give 
some  account  of  the  circumstances  which  attended 
upon  his  disappearance.  Should  any  one  ever  chance 
to  read  the  words  which  I  put  down,  I  trust  they  will 
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remember  that  I  do  not  write  from  conjecture  or  from 
hearsay,  but  that  I,  a  sane  and  educated  man,  am  de- 
scribing accurately  what  actually  occurred  before  my 
very  eyes.  My  inferences  are  my  own,  but  I  shall  be 
answerable  for  the  facts. 

The  captain  remained  in  excellent  spirits  after  the 
conversation  which  I  have  recorded.  He  appeared  to 
be  nervous  and  impatient,  however,  frequently  chang- 
ing his  position,  and  moving  his  limbs  in  an  aimless 
way  which  is  characteristic  of  him  at  times.  In  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  he  went  up  on  deck  seven  times, 
only  to  descend  after  a  few  hurried  paces.  I  fol- 
lowed him  each  time,  for  there  was  something  about 
his  face  which  confirmed  my  resolution  of  not  let- 
ting him  out  of  my  sight.  He  seemed  to  observe  the 
effect  which  his  movements  had  produced,  for  he 
endeavored  by  an  overdone  hilarity,  laughing  bois- 
terously at  the  very  smallest  of  jokes,  to  quiet  my 
apprehensions. 

After  supper  he  went  on  to  the  poop  once  more, 
and  I  with  him.  Hie  night  was  dark  and  very  still, 
save  for  the  melancholy  soughing  of  the  wind  among 
the  spars.  A  big  cloud  was  coming  up  from  the  north- 
west, and  the  ragged  tentacles  which  it  threw  out  in 
front  of  it  were  drifting  across  the  face  of  the  moon, 
which  only  shone  now  and  again  through  a  rift  in  the 
wrack.  The  captain  paced  rapidly  backward  and 
forward,  and  then  seeing  me  still  dogging  him,  he 
came  across  and  hinted  that  he  thought  I  should  be 
better  below — which,  I  need  hardly  say,  had  the 
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effect  of  strengthening  my  resolution  to  remain  on 
deck. 

I  think  he  forgot  about  my  presence  after  this,  for 
he  stood  silently  leaning  over  the  taffrail,  and  peering 
out  across  the  great  desert  of  snow,  part  of  which  lay 
in  shadow,  while  part  glittered  mistily  in  the  moon- 
light. Several  times  I  could  see  by  his  movements 
that  he  was  referring  to  his  watch,  and  once  he  mut- 
tered a  short  sentence,  of  which  I  could  only  catch 
the  one  word  "ready."  I  confess  to  having  felt  an 
eerie  feeling  creeping  over  me  as  I  watched  the  loom 
of  his  tall  figure  through  the  darkness,  and  noted  how 
completely  he  fulfilled  the  idea  of  a  man  who  is  keep- 
ing a  tryst.  A  tryst  with  whom?  Some  vague  per- 
ception began  to  dawn  upon  me  as  I  pieced  one  fact 
with  another,  but  I  was  utterly  unprepared  for  the 
sequel. 

By  the  sudden  intensity  of  his  attitude  I  felt  that 
he  saw  something.  I  crept  up  behind  him.  He  was 
staring  with  an  eager,  questioning  gaze  at  what 
seemed  to  be  a  wreath  of  mist,  blown  swiftly  in  a  line 
with  the  ship.  It  was  a  dim,  nebulous  body,  devoid  of 
shape,  sometimes  more,  sometimes  less  apparent,  as 
the  light  fell  on  it.  The  moon  was  dimmed  in  its  bril- 
liancy at  the  moment  by  a  canopy  of  thinnest  cloud, 
like  the  coating  of  an  anemone. 

"Coming,  lass,  coming,"  cried  the  skipper,  in  a 
voice  of  unfathomable  tenderness  and  compassion, 
like  one  who  soothes  a  beloved  one  by  some  favor  long 
looked  for,  and  as  pleasant  to  bestow  as  to  receive. 
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What  followed  happened  in  an  instant.  I  had  no 
power  to  interfere.  He  gave  one  spring  to  the  top 
of  the  bulwarks,  and  another  which  took  him  on  to 
the  ice,  almost  to  the  feet  of  the  pale,  misty  figure. 
He  held  out  his  hands  as  if  to  clasp  it,  and  so  ran  into 
the  darkness  with  outstretched  arms  and  loving  words. 
I  still  stood  rigid  and  motionless,  straining  my  eyes 
after  his  retreating  form,  until  his  voice  died  away 
in  the  distance.  I  never  thought  to  see  him  again, 
but  at  that  moment  the  moon  shone  out  brilliantly 
through  a  chink  in  the  cloudy  heaven,  and  illumi- 
nated the  great  field  of  ice.  Then  I  saw  his  dark 
figure,  already  a  very  long  way  off,  running  with  pro- 
digious speed  across  the  frozen  plain.  That  was  the 
last  glimpse  which  we  caught  of  him — perhaps  the 
last  we  ever  shall.  A  party  was  organized  to  follow 
him,  and  I  accompanied  it,  but  the  men's  hearts  were 
not  in  the  work,  and  nothing  was  found.  Another 
will  be  formed  within  a  few  hours.  I  can  hardly 
believe  I  have  not  been  dreaming,  or  suffering  from 
some  hideous  nightmare,  as  I  write  these  things  down. 

7.30  P.M. — Just  returned  dead  beat  and  utterly 
tired  out  from  a  second  unsuccessful  search  for  the 
captain.  The  floe  is  of  enormous  extent,  for  though 
we  have  traversed  at  least  twenty  miles  of  its  surface, 
there  has  been  no  sign  of  its  coming  to  an  end.  The 
frost  has  been  so  severe  of  late  that  the  overlying  snow 
is  frozen  as  hard  as  granite,  otherwise  we  might  have 
had  the  footsteps  to  guide  us.  The  crew  are  anxious 
we  should  cast  off  and  steam  round  the  floe  and  so 
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to  the  southward,  for  the  ice  has  opened  up  during  the 
night,  and  the  sea  is  visible  upon  the  horizon.  They 
argue  that  Captain  Craigie  is  certainly  dead,  and  that 
we  are  all  risking  our  lives  to  no  purpose  by  remain- 
ing when  we  have  an  opportunity  of  escape.  Mr. 
Milne  and  I  have  had  the  greatest  difficulty  in  per- 
suading them  to  wait  until  to-morrow  night,  and  have 
been  compelled  to  promise  that  we  will  not  under 
any  circumstances  delay  our  departure  longer  than 
that.  We  propose  therefore  to  take  a  few  hours'  sleep, 
and  then  to  start  upon  a  final  search. 

September  20th,  evening. — I  crossed  the  ice  this 
morning  with  a  party  of  men  exploring  the  southern 
part  of  the  floe,  while  Mr.  Milne  went  off  in  a  north- 
erly direction.  We  pushed  on  for  ten  or  twelve  miles 
without  seeing  a  trace  of  any  living  thing  except  a 
single  bird,  which  fluttered  a  great  way  over  our 
heads,  and  which  by  its  flight  I  should  judge  to  have 
been  a  falcon.  .  The  southern  extremity  of  the  ice 
field  tapered  away  into  a  long  narrow  spit  which  pro- 
jected out  into  the  sea.  When  we  came  to  the  base 
of  this  promontory  the  men  halted,  but  I  begged  them 
to  continue  to  the  extreme  end  of  it,  that  we  might 
have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  no  possible 
chance  had  been  neglected. 

We  had  hardly  gone  a  hundred  yards  before  Mc- 
Donald of  Peterhead  cried  out  that  he  saw  something 
in  front  of  us,  and  began  to  run.  We  all  got  a  glimpse 
of  it  and  ran  too.  At  first  it  was  only  a  vague  dark- 
ness against  the  white  ice,  but  as  we  raced  along  to- 
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gether  it  took  the  shape  of  a  man,  and  eventually  of 
the  man  of  whom  we  were  in  search.  He  was  lying 
face  downward  upon  a  frozen  bank.  Many  little  crys- 
tals of  ice  and  feathers  of  snow  had  drifted  on  to  him 
as  he  lay,  and  sparkled  upon  his  dark  seaman's  jacket. 
As  we  came  up,  some  wandering  puff  of  wind  caught 
these  tiny  flakes  in  its  vortex  and  they  whirled  up 
into  the  air,  partially  descended  again,  and  then, 
caught  once  more  in  the  current,  sped  rapidly  away 
in  the  direction  of  the  sea.  To  my  eyes  it  seemed  but 
a  snow-drift,  but  many  of  my  companions  averred 
that  it  started  up  in  the  shape  of  a  woman,  stooped 
over  the  corpse  and  kissed  it,  and  then  hurried  away 
across  the  floe.  I  have  learned  never  to  ridicule  any 
man's  opinion,  however  strange  it  may  seem.  Sure 
it  is  that  Captain  Nicholas  Craigie  had  met  with  no 
painful  end,  for  there  was  a  bright  smile  upon  his 
blue,  pinched  features,  and  his  hands  were  still  out- 
stretched, as  though  grasping  at  the  strange  visitor 
which  had  summoned  him  away  into  the  dim  world 
that  lies  beyond  the  grave. 

We  buried  him  the  same  afternoon  with  the  ship's 
ensign  around  him,  and  a  thirty-two-pound  shot  at  his 
feet.  I  read  the  burial  service,  while  the  rough  sailors 
wept  like  children,  for  there  were  many  who  owed 
much  to  his  kind  heart,  and  who  showed  now  the  af- 
fection which  his  strange  ways  had  repelled  during 
his  lifetime.  He  went  off  the  grating  with  a  dull, 
sullen  splash,  and  as  I  looked  into  the  green  water  I 
saw  him  go  down,  down,  down,  until  he  was  but  a  little 
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flickering  patch  of  white  hanging  upon  the  outskirts 
of  eternal  darkness.  Then  even  that  faded  away,  and 
he  was  gone.  There  he  shall  lie,  with  his  secret  and 
his  sorrows  and  his  mystery  all  still  buried  in  his 
breast,  until  that  great  day  when  the  sea  shall  give 
up  its  dead,  and  Nicholas  Craigie  come  out  from 
among  the  ice  with  the  smile  upon  his  face,  and  his 
stiffened  arms  outstretched  in  greeting.  I  pray  that 
his  lot  may  be  a  happier  one  in  that  life  than  it  has 
been  in  this. 

I  shall  not  continue  this  journal.  Our  road  to 
home  lies  plain  and  clear  before  us,  and  the  great  ice 
field  will  soon  be  but  a  remembrance  of  the  past.  It 
will  be  some  time  before  I  get  over  the  shock  pro- 
duced by  recent  events.  When  I  began  this  record  of 
our  voyage  I  little  thought  of  how  I  should  be  com- 
pelled to  finish  it.  I  am  writing  these  final  words  in 
the  lonely  cabin,  still  starting  at  times  and  fancying 
I  hear  the  quick,  nervous  step  of  the  dead  man  upon 
the  deck  above  me.  I  entered  his  cabin  to-night,  as 
was  my  duty,  to  make  a  list  of  his  effects  in  order  that 
they  might  be  entered  in  the  official  log.  All  was  as 
it  had  been  upon  my  previous  visit,  save  that  the 
picture  which  I  have  described  as  having  hung  at  the 
end  of  his  bed  had  been  cut  out  of  its  frame,  as  with 
a  knife,  and  was  gone.  With  this  last  link  in  a 
strange  chain  of  evidence  I  close  my  diary  of  the 
voyage  of  the  Pole-Star. 

[NOTE  by  Doctor  John  M'Alister  Ray,  senior. — I  have  read 
over  the  strange  events  connected  with  the  death  of  the  cap- 
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tain  of  the  Pole-Star,  as  narrated  in  the  journal  of  my  son. 
That  everything  occurred  exactly  as  he  describes  it  I  have  the 
fullest  confidence,  and,  indeed,  the  most  positive  certainty,  for 
I  know  him  to  be  a  strong-nerved  and  unimaginative  man, 
with  the  strictest  regard  for  veracity.  Still,  the  story  is,  on 
the  face  of  it,  so  vague  and  so  improbable,  that  I  was  long 
opposed  to  its  publication.  Within  the  last  few  days,  how- 
ever, I  have  had  independent  testimony  upon  the  subject  which 
throws  a  new  light  upon  it.  I  had  run  down  to  Edinburgh  to 
attend  a  meeting  of  the  British  Medical  Association,  when  I 

chanced  to  come  across  Doctor  P }  an  old  college  chum  of 

mine,  now  practicing  at  Saltash,  in  Devonshire.  Upon  my 
telling  him  of  this  experience  of  my  son's,  he  declared  to  me 
that  he  was  familiar  with  the  man,  and  proceeded,  to  my  no 
small  surprise,  to  give  me  a  description  of  him,  which  tallied 
remarkably  well  with  that  given  in  the  journal,  except  that 
he  depicted  him  as  a  younger  man.  According  to  his  account, 
he  had  been  engaged  to  a  young  lady  of  singular  beauty  resid- 
ing upon  the  Cornish  coast.  During  his  absence  at  sea  his 
betrothed  had  died  under  circumstances  of  peculiar  horror.] 
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Lsr  the  month  of  December  in  the  year  1873,  the 
British  ship  Dei  Gratia  steered  into  Gibraltar,  hav- 
ing in  tow  the  derelict  brigantine  Marie  Celeste, 
which  had  been  picked  np  in  latitude  30°  40' K,  longi- 
tude 17°  15'  W.  There  were  several  circumstances 
in  connection  with  the  condition  and  appearance  of 
this  abandoned  vessel  which  excited  considerable 
comment  at  the  time,  and  aroused  a  curiosity  which 
has  never  been  satisfied.  What  these  circumstances 
were  was  summed  up  in  an  able  article  which  ap- 
peared in  the  "Gibraltar  Gazette."  The  curious  can 
find  it  in  the  issue  for  January  4,  1874,  unless  my 
memory  deceives  me.  For  the  benefit  of  those,  how- 
ever, who  may  be  unable  to  refer  to  the  paper  in 
question,  I  shall  subjoin  a  few  extracts  which  touch 
upon  the  leading  features  of  the  case. 

"We  have  ourselves,"  says  the  anonymous  writer 
in  the  "Gazette,"  "been  over  the  derelict  Marie  Ce- 
leste, and  have  closely  questioned  the  officers  of  the 
Dei  Gratia  on  every  point  which  might  throw  light 
on  the  affair.  They  are  of  opinion  that  she  had 
been  abandoned  several  days,  or  perhaps  weeks,  be- 
fore being  picked  up.  The  official  log,  which  was 

(431) 
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found  in  the  cabin,  states  that  the  vessel  sailed  from 
Boston  to  Lisbon,  starting  upon  October  16th.  It 
is,  however,  most  imperfectly  kept,  and  affords  little 
information.  There  is  no  reference  to  rough  weather, 
and,  indeed,  the  state  of  the  vessel's  paint  and  rigging 
excludes  the  idea  that  she  was  abandoned  for  any 
such  reason.  She  is  perfectly  water-tight.  No  signs 
of  a  struggle  or  of  violence  are  to  be  detected,  and 
there  is  absolutely  nothing  to  account  for  the  dis- 
appearance of  the  crew.  There  are  several  indi- 
cations that  a  lady  was  present  on  board,  a  sewing- 
machine  being  found  in  the  cabin  and  some  articles 
of  female  attire.  These  probably  belonged  to  the 
captain's  wife,  who  is  mentioned  in  the  log  as  hav- 
ing accompanied  her  husband.  As  an  instance  of  the 
mildness  of  the  weather,  it  may  be  remarked  that  a 
bobbin  of  silk  was  found  standing  upon  the  sewing- 
machine,  though  the  least  roll  of  the  vessel  would 
have  precipitated  it  to  the  floor.  The  boats  were 
intact  and  slung  upon  the  davits;  and  the  cargo, 
consisting  of  tallow  and  American  clocks,  was  un- 
touched. An  old-fashioned  sword  of  curious  work- 
manship was  discovered  among  some  lumber  in  the 
forecastle,  and  this  weapon  is  said  to  exhibit  a  longi- 
tudinal striation  on  the  steel,  as  if  it  had  been  re- 
cently wiped.  It  has  been  placed  in  the  hands  of 
the  police,  and  submitted  to  Doctor  Monaghan,  the 
analyst,  for  inspection.  The  result  of  his  examina- 
tion has  not  yet  been  published.  We  may  remark, 
in  conclusion,  that  Captain  Dalton,  of  the  Dei  Gratia, 
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an  able  and  intelligent  seaman,  is  of  opinion  that  the 
Marie  Celeste  may  have  been  abandoned  a  consider- 
able distance  from  the  spot  at  which  she  was  picked 
up,  since  a  powerful  current  runs  up  in  that  latitude 
from  the  African  coast.  He  confesses  his  inability, 
however,  to  advance  any  hypothesis  which  can  recon- 
cile all  the  facts  of  the  casa  In  the  utter  absence 
of  a  clew  or  grain,  of  evidence,  it  is  to  be  feared  that 
the  fate  of  the  crew  of  the  Marie  Celeste  will  be 
added  to  those  numerous  mysteries  of  the  deep  which 
will  never  be  solved  until  the  great  day  when  the 
sea  shall  give  up  its  dead.  If  crime  has  been  com- 
mitted, as  is  much  to  be  suspected,  there  is  little 
hope  of  bringing  the  perpetrators  to  justice." 

I  shall  supplement  this  extract  from  the  "Gibraltar 
Gazette"  by  quoting  a  telegram  from  Boston,  which 
went  the  round  of  the  English  papers,  and  repre- 
sented the  total  amount  of  information  which  had 
been  collected  about  the  Marie  Celeste.  "She  was," 
it  said,  "a  brigantine  of  one  hundred  and  seventy 
tons  burden,  and  belonged  to  White,  Russell  &  White, 
wine  importers,  of  this  city.  Captain  J.  W.  Tibbs 
was  an  old  servant  of  the  firm,  and  was  a  man  of 
known  ability  and  tried  probity.  He  was  accom- 
panied by  his  wife,  aged  thirty-one,  and  their  young- 
est child,  five  years  old.  The  crew  consisted  of  seven 
hands,  including  two  colored  seamen  and  a  boy. 
There  were  three  passengers,  one  of  whom  was  the 
well-known  Brooklyn  specialist  on  consumption,  Doc- 
tor Habakuk  Jephson,  who  was  a  distinguished  ad- 
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vocate  for  Abolition  in  the  early  days  of  the  move- 
ment, and  whose  pamphlet,  entitled  'Where  Is  Thy 
Brother  ?'  exercised  a  strong  influence  on  public  opin- 
ion before  the  war.  The  other  passengers  were  Mr. 
J.  Harton,  a  writer  in  the  employ  of  the  firm,  and 
Mr.  Septimus  Goring,  a  half-caste  gentleman  from 
New  Orleans.  All  investigations  have  failed  to  throw 
any  light  upon  the  fate  of  these  fourteen  human 
beings.  The  loss  of  Doctor  Jephson  will  be  felt 
both  in  political  and  scientific  circles." 

I  have  here  epitomized,  for  the  benefit  of  the  pub- 
lic, all  that  has  been  hitherto  known  concerning  the 
Marie  Celeste  and  her  crew,  for  the  past  ten  years 
have  not  in  any  way  helped  to  elucidate  the  mystery. 
I  have  now  taken  up  my  pen  with  the  intention  of 
telling  all  that  I  know  of  the  ill-fated  voyage.  I 
consider  that  it  is  a  duty  which  I  owe  to  society, 
for  symptoms  which  I  am  familiar  with  in  others 
lead  ma  to  believe  that  before  many  months  my  tongue 
and  hand  may  be  alike  incapable  of  conveying  in- 
formation. Let  me  remark,  as  a  preface  to  my  nar- 
rative, that  I  am  Joseph  Habakuk  Jephson,  Doctor 
of  Medicine  of  the  University  of  Harvard  and  ex- 
Consulting  Physician  of  the  Samaritan  Hospital  of 
Brooklyn. 

Many  will  doubtless  wonder  why  I  have  not  pro- 
claimed myself  before,  and  why  I  have  suffered  so 
many  conjectures  and  surmises  to  pass  unchallenged. 
Could  the  ends  of  justice  have  been  served  in  any 
way  by  my  revealing  the  facts  in  my  possession.  I 
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should  unhesitatingly  have  done  so.  It  seemed  to  me, 
however,  that  there  was  no  possibility  of  such  a  re- 
sult; and  when  I  attempted,  after  the  occurrence,  to 
state  my  case  to  an  English  official,  I  was  met  with 
such  offensive  incredulity  that  I  determined  never 
again  to  expose  myself  to  the  chance  of  such  an  in- 
dignity. I  can  excuse  the  discourtesy  of  the  Liver- 
pool magistrate,  however,  when  I  reflect  upon  the 
treatment  which  I  received  at  the  hands  of  my  own 
relatives,  who,  though  they  knew  my  unimpeachable 
character,  listened  to  my  statement  with  an  indulgent 
smile  as  if  humoring  the  delusion  of  a  monomaniac. 
This  slur  upon  my  veracity  led  to  a  quarrel  between 
myself  and  John  Vanburger,  the  brother  of  my  wife, 
and  confirmed  me  in  my  resolution  to  let  the  matter 
sink  into  oblivion — a  determination  which  I  have 
only  altered  through  my  son's  solicitations.  In  or- 
der to  make  my  narrative  intelligible,  I  must  run 
lightly  over  one  or  two  incidents  in  my  former  life 
which  throw  light  upon  subsequent  events. 

My  father,  William  K.  Jephson,  was  a  preacher 
of  the  sect  called  Plymouth  Brethren,  and  was  one  of 
the  most  respected  citizens  of  Lowell.  Like  most 
of  the  other  Puritans  of  New  England,  he  was  a 
determined  opponent  to  slavery,  and  it  was  from  his 
lips  that  I  received  those  lessons  which  tinged  every 
action  of  my  life.  While  I  was  studying  medicine 
at  Harvard  University,  I  had  already  made  a  mark 
as  an  advanced  Abolitionist,  and  when,  after  taking 
my  degree,  I  bought  a  third  share  of  the  practice  of 
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Doctor  Willis,  of  Brooklyn,  I  managed,  in  spite  of 
my 'professional  duties,  to  devote  a  considerable  time 
to  the  cause  which  I  had  at  heart,  my  pamphlet, 
"Where  Is  Thy  Brother?"  (Swarburgh,  Lister  & 
Co.,  1859)  attracting  considerable  attention. 

When  the  war  broke  out,  I  left  Brooklyn  and  ac- 
companied the  One  Hundred  and  Thirteenth  New 
York  Regiment  through  the  campaign.  I  was  pres- 
ent at  the  second  battle  of  Bull  Run  and  at  the  battle 
of  Gettysburg.  Finally,  I  was  severely  wounded  at 
Antietam,  and  would  probably  have  perished  on  the 
field  had  it  not  been  for  the  kindness  of  a  gentleman 
named  Murray,  who  had  me  carried  to  his  house  and 
provided  me  with  every  comfort.  Thanks  to  his 
charity,  and  to  the  nursing  which  I  received  from 
his  black  domestics,  I  was  soon  able  to  get  about  the 
plantation  with  the  help  of  a  stick.  It  was  during 
this  period  of  convalescence  that  an  incident  occurred 
which  is  closely  connected  with  my  story. 

Among  the  most  assiduous  of  the  negresses  who 
had  watched  my  couch  during  my  illness  there  was 
one  old  crone  who  appeared  to  exert  considerable  au- 
thority over  the  others.  She  was  exceedingly  atten- 
tive to  me,  and  I  gathered  from  the  few  words  that 
passed  between  us  that  she  had  heard  of  me,  and  that 
she  was  grateful  to  me  for  championing  her  oppressed 
race. 

One  day,  as  I  was  sitting  alone  in  the  veranda, 
basking  in  the  sun  and  debating  whether  I  should 
rejoin  Grant's  army,  I  was  surprised  to  see  this  old 
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creature  hobbling  toward  me.  After  looking  cau- 
tiously around  to  see  that  we  were  alone,  she  fumbled 
in  the  front  of  her  dres&  and  produced  a  small  chamois- 
leather  bag  which  was  hung  round  her  neck  by  a 
white  cord. 

"Massa,"  she  said,  bending  down  and  croaking  the 
words  into  my  ear,  "me  die  soon.  Me  very  old  wo- 
man. Not  stay  long  on  Massa  Murray's  plantation." 

"You  may  live  a  long  time  yet,  Martha,"  I  an- 
swered. "You  know  I  am  a  doctor.  If  you  feel  ill, 
let  me  know  about  it,  and  I  will  try  to  cure  you." 

"No  wish  to  live — wish  to  die.  I'm  gwine  to  join 
the  heavenly  host."  Here  she  relapsed  into  one  of 
those  half-heathenish  rhapsodies  in  which  negroes  in- 
dulge. "But,  massa,  me  have  one  thing  must  leave 
behind  me  when  I  go.  No  able  to  take  it  with  me 
across  the  Jordan.  That  one  thing  very  precious, 
more  precious  and  more  holy  than  all  thing  else  in 
the  world.  Me,  a  poor  old  black  woman,  have  this 
because  my  people,  very  great  people,  'spose  they  was 
back  in  the  old  country.  But  you  can  not  understand 
this  same  as  black  folk  could.  My  fader  give  it  me, 
and  his  fader  give  it  him,  but  now  who  shall  I  give 
it  to?  Poor  Martha  hab  no  child,  no  relation,  no- 
body. All  round  I  see  black  man  very  bad  man. 
Black  woman  very  stupid  woman.  Nobody  worthy 
of  the  stone.  And  so  I  say,  Here  is  Massa  Jephson 
who  writes  books  and  fights  for  colored  folk — he  must 
be  good  man,  and  he  shall  have  it,  though  he  is  white 
man,  and  nebber  can  know  what  it  mean  or  where  it 
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came  from."  Here  the  old  woman  fumbled  in  the 
chamois-leather  bag  and  pulled  out  a  flattish  black 
stone  with  a  hole  through  the  middle  of  it.  "Here, 
take  it,"  she  said,  pressing  it  into  my  hand ;  "take  it. 
!N"o  harm  nebber  come  from  anything  good.  Keep  it 
safe — nebber  lose  it!"  and  with  a  warning  gesture, 
the  old  crone  hobbled  away  in  the  same  cautious  way 
as  she  had  come,  looking  from  side  to  side  to  see  if 
we  had  been  observed. 

I  was  more  amused  than  impressed  by  the  old  wo- 
man's earnestness,  and  was  only  prevented  from 
laughing  during  her  oration  by  the  fear  of  hurting 
her  feelings.  When  she  was  gone,  I  took  a  good 
look  at  the  stone  which  she  had  given  me.  It  was  in- 
tensely black,  of  extreme  hardness,  and  oval  in  shape 
— just  such  a  flat  stone  as  one  would  pick  up  on  the 
seashore  if  one  wished  to  throw  a  long  way.  It  was 
about  three  inches  long  and  an  inch  and  a  half  broad 
at  the  middle,  but  rounded  off  at  the  extremities.  The 
most  curious  parts  about  it  were  several  well-marked 
ridges  which  ran  in  semicircles  over  its  surface,  and 
gave  it  exactly  the  appearance  of  a  human  ear.  Al- 
together I  was  rather  interested  in  my  new  posses- 
sion, and  determined  to  submit  it,  as  a  geological 
specimen,  to  my  friend  Professor  Shroeder  of  the 
New  York  Institute,  upon  the  earliest  opportunity. 
In  the  meantime  I  thrust  it  into  my  pocket,  and  ris- 
ing from  my  chair,  started  off  for  a  short  stroll  in  the 
shrubbery,  dismissing  the  incident  from  my  mind. 

As  my  wound  had  nearly  healed  by  this  time,  I 
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took  my  leave  of  Mr.  Murray  shortly  afterward.  The 
Union  armies  were  everywhere  victorious  and  con- 
verging on  Richmond,  so  that  my  assistance  seemed 
unnecessary,  and  I  returned  to  Brooklyn.  There  I 
resumed  my  practice,  and  married  the  second  daugh- 
ter of  Josiah  Vanburger,  the  well-known  wood  en- 
graver. In  the  course  of  a  few  years  I  built  up  a  good 
connection  and  acquired  considerable  reputation  in 
the  treatment  of  pulmonary  complaints.  I  still  kept 
the  old  black  stone  in  my  pocket,  and  frequently  told 
the  story  of  the  dramatic  way  in  which  I  had  become 
possessed  of  it  I  also  kept  my  resolution  of  showing 
it  to  Professor  Shroeder,  who  was  much  interested 
both  by  the  anecdote  and  the  specimen.  He  pro- 
nounced it  to  be  a  piece  of  meteoric  stone,  and  drew 
my  attention  to  the  fact  that  its  resemblance  to  an 
ear  was  not  accidental,  but  that  it  was  most  carefully 
worked  into  that  shape.  A  dozen  little  anatomical 
joints  showed  that  the  worker  had  been  as  accurate 
as  he  was  skilful.  "I  should  not  wonder,"  said  the 
professor,  "if  it  were  broken  off  from  some  larger 
statue,  though  how  such  hard  material  could  be  so 
perfectly  worked  is  more  than  I  can  understand.  If 
there  is  a  statue  to  correspond,  I  should  like  to  see 
it !"  So  I  thought  at  the  time,  but  I  have  changed  my 
opinion  since. 

The  next  seven  or  eight  years  of  my  life  were  quiet 
and  uneventful.  Summer  followed  spring,  and  spring 
followed  winter,  without  any  variation  in  my  duties. 
As  the  practice  increased,  I  admitted  J.  S.  Jackson 
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as  partner,  he  to  have  one-fourth  of  the  profits.  The 
continued  strain  had  told  upon  my  constitution,  how- 
ever, and  I  became  at  last  so  unwell  that  my  wife  in- 
sisted upon  my  consulting  Doctor  Kavanagh  Smith, 
who  was  my  colleague  at  the  Samaritan  Hospital. 
That  gentleman  examined  me,  and  pronounced  the 
apex  of  my  left  lung  to  be  in  a  state  of  consolidation, 
recommending  me  at  the  same  time  to  go  through  a 
course  of  medical  treatment  and  to  take  a  long  sea- 
voyage. 

My  own  disposition,  which  is  naturally  restless, 
predisposed  me  strongly  in  favor  of  the  latter  piece 
of  advice,  and  the  matter  was  clinched  by  my  meet- 
ing young  Russell,  of  the  firm  of  White,  Russell  & 
White,  who  offered  me  a  passage  in  one  of  his  father's 
ships,  the  Marie  Celeste,  which  was  just  starting  from 
Boston.  "She  is  a  snug  little  ship,"  he  said,  "and 
Tibbs,  the  captain,  is  an  excellent  fellow.  There  is 
nothing  like  a  sailing  ship  for  an  invalid."  I  was 
very  much  of  the  same  opinion  myself,  so  I  closed 
with  the  offer  on  the  spot. 

My  original  plan  was  that  my  wife  should  accom- 
pany me  on  my  travels.  She  has  always  been  a  very 
poor  sailor,  however,  and  there  were  strong  family 
reasons  against  her  exposing  herself  to  any  risk  at 
the  time,  so  we  determined  that  she  should  remain  at 
home.  I  am  not  a  religious  or  an  effusive  man ;  but 
oh,  thank  God  for  that !  As  to  leaving  my  practice, 
I  was  easily  reconciled  to  it,  as  Jackson,  my  partner, 
was  a  reliable  and  hard-working  man. 
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I  arrived  in  Boston  on  October  12,  1873,  and  pro- 
ceeded immediately  to  the  office  of  the  firm  in  order 
to  thank  them  for  their  courtesy.  As  I  was  sitting 
in  the  counting-house  waiting  until  they  should  be  at 
liberty  to  see  me,  the  words  Marie  Celeste  suddenly 
attracted  my  attention.  I  looked  round  and  saw  a 
very  tall,  gaunt  man,  who  was  leaning  across  the  pol- 
ished mahogany  counter  asking  some  questions  of  the 
clerk  at  the  other  side.  His  face  was  turned  half 
toward  me,  and  I  could  see  that  he  had  a  strong  dash 
of  negro  blood  in  him,  being  probably  a  quadroon  or 
even  nearer  akin  to  the  black.  His  curved  aquiline 
nose  and  straight  lank  hair  showed  the  white  strain ; 
but  the  dark,  restless  eyes,  sensuous  mouth  and  gleam- 
ing teeth  all  told  of  his  African  origin.  His  com- 
plexion was  of  a  sickly,  unhealthy  yellow,  and  as  his 
face  was  deeply  pitted  with  small-pox,  the  general 
impression  was  so  unfavorable  as  to  be  almost  re- 
volting. When  he  spoke,  however,  it  was  in  a  soft, 
melodious  voice  and  in  well-chosen  words,  and  he  was 
evidently  a  man  of  some  education. 

"I  wished  to  ask  a  few  questions  about  the  Marie 
Celeste"  he  repeated,  leaning  across  to  the  clerk. 
"She  sails  the  day  after  to-morrow,  dees  she  not?" 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  the  young  clerk,  awed  into  un- 
usual politeness  by  the  glimmer  of  a  large  diamond 
in  the  stranger's  shirt  front 

"Where  is  she  bound  for?" 

"Lisbon." 

"How  many  of  a  crew  ?" 
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"Seven,  sir." 

"Passengers  ?" 

"Yes,  two.  One  of  our  young  gentlemen  and  a  doe- 
tor  from  New  York" 

"No  gentleman  from  the  South  ?"  asked  the  stran- 
ger, eagerly. 

"No,  none,  sir." 

"Js  there  room  for  another  passenger  ?" 

"Accommodation  for  three  more,"  answered  the 
alerk. 

"Fll  go,"  said  the  quadroon,  decisively ;  "I'll  go ; 
I'll  engage  my  passage  at  once.  Put  it  down,  will 
you — Mr.  Septimus  Goring,  of  New  Orleans." 

The  •clerk  filled  up  a  form  and  handed  it  over  to  the 
stranger,  pointing  to  a  blank  space  at  the  bottom.  As 
Mr.  Goring  stooped  over  to  sign  it,  I  was  horrified  to 
observe  that  the  fingers  of  his  right  hand  had  been 
lopped  off,  and  that  he  was  holding  the  pen  between 
his  thumb  and  the  palm.  I  have  seen  thousands  slain 
in  battle,  and  assisted  at  every  conceivable  surgical 
operation,  but  I  can  not  recall  any  sight  which  gave 
me  such  a  thrill  of  disgust  as  that  great  brown  sponge- 
like  hand  with  the  single  member  protruding  from  it. 
He  used  it  skilfully  enough,  however,  for,  dashing 
off  his  signature,  he  nodded  to  the  -clerk  and  strolled 
out  of  the  office  just  as  Mr.  White  sent  out  word  that 
he  was  ready  to  receive  me. 

I  went  down  to  the  Marie  Celeste  that  evening  and 
looked  over  my  berth,  which  was  extremely  comfort- 
able considering  the  size  of  the  vessel.  Mr.  Goring, 
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whom  I  had  seen  in  the  morning,  was  to  have  the  one 
next  mine.  Opposite  was  the  captain's  cabin  and  a 
small  berth  for  Mr.  John  Harton,  a  gentleman  who 
was  going  out  in  the  interests  of  the  firm.  These  litr 
tie  rooms  were  arranged  on  each  side  of  the  passage 
which  led  from  the  main-deck  to  the  saloon.  The  lat- 
ter was  a  comfortable  room,  the  paneling  tastefully 
done  in  oak  and  mahogany,  with  a  rich  Brussels 
carpet  and  luxurious  settees.  I  was  very  much  pleased 
with  the  accommodation,  and  also  with  Tibbs,  the  cap- 
tain, a  bluff,  sailor-like  fellow,  with  a  loud  voice  and 
hearty  manner,  who  welcomed  me  to  the  ship  with 
effusion,  and  insisted  upon  our  splitting  a  bottle  of 
wine  in  his  cabin.  He  told  me  that  he  intended  to 
take  his  wife  and  youngest  child  with  him  on  the  voy- 
age, and  that  he  hoped  with  good  luck  to  make  Lisbon 
in  three  weeks.  We  had  a  pleasant  chat  and  parted 
the  best  of  friends,  he  warning  me  to  make  the  last 
of  my  preparations  next  morning,  as  he  intended  to 
make  a  start  by  the  midday  tide,  having  now  shipped 
all  his  cargo.  I  went  back  to  my  hotel,  where  I  found 
a  letter  from  my  wife  awaiting  me,  and,  after  a  re- 
freshing night's  sleep,  returned  to  the  boat  in  the 
morning.  From  this  point  I  am  able  to  quote  from 
the  journal  which  I  kept  in  order  to  vary  the  mo- 
notony of  the  long  sea-voyage.  If  it  is  somewhat 
bald  in  places,  I  can  at  least  rely  upon  its  accuracy 
in  details,  as  it  was  written  conscientiously  from  day 
to  day. 

October  ~L6th. — Cast  off  our  warps  at  half -past  two 
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and  were  towed  out  into  the  bay,  where  the  tug  left 
us,  and  with  all  sail  set  we  bowled  along  at  about 
nine  knots  an  hour.  I  stood  upon  the  poop  watching 
the  low  land  of  America  sinking  gradually  upon  the 
horizon  until  the  evening  haze  hid  it  from  my  sight. 
A  single  red  light,  however,  continued  to  blaze  bale- 
fully  behind  us,  throwing  a  long  track  like  a  trail 
of  blood  upon  the  water,  and  it  is  still  visible  as  I 
write,  though  reduced  to  a  mere  speck.  The  captain 
is  in  a  bad  humor,  for  two  of  his  hands  disappointed 
him  at  the  last  moment,  and  he  was  compelled  to 
ship  a  couple  of  negroes  who  happened  to  be  on  the 
quay.  The  missing  men  were  steady,  reliable  fel- 
lows, who  had  been  with  him  several  voyages,  and 
their  non-appearance  puzzled  as  well  as  irritated 
him.  Where  a  crew  of  seven  men  have  to  work 
a  fair-sized  ship,  the  loss  of  two  experienced  sea- 
men is  a  serious  one,  for  though  the  negroes  may 
take  a  spell  at  the  wheel  or  swab  the  decks,  they 
are  of  little  or  no  use  in  rough  weather.  Our  cook 
is  also  a  black  man,  and  Mr.  Septimus  Goring  has 
a  little  darky  servant,  so  that  we  are  rather  a  pie- 
bald community.  The  accountant,  John  Harton, 
promises  to  be  an  acquisition,  for  he  is  a  cheery, 
amusing  young  fellow.  Strange  how  little  wealth 
has  to  do  with  happiness!  He  has  all  the  world 
before  him  and  is  seeking  his  fortune  in  a  far  land, 
yet  he  is  as  transparently  happy  as  a  man  can  be. 
Goring  is  rich,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  and  so  am  I; 
but  I  know  that  I  have  a  lung,  and  Goring  has  some 
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deeper  trouble  still,  to  judge  by  his  features.  How 
poorly  do  we  both  contrast  with  the  careless,  penni- 
less clerk ! 

October  17th. — Mrs.  Tibbs  appeared  upon  deck 
for  the  first  time  this  morning — a  cheerful,  ener- 
getic woman,  with  a  dear  little  child  just  able  to 
walk  and  prattle.  Young  Harton  pounced  on  it  at 
once  and  carried  it  away  to  his  cabin,  where  no 
doubt  he  will  lay  the  seeds  of  future  dyspepsia  in 
the  child's  stomach.  Thus  medicine  doth  make  cyn- 
ics of  "us  all!  The  weather  is  still  all  that  could  be 
desired,  with  a  fine  fresh  breeze  from  the  weat-sou'- 
west.  The  vessel  goes  so  steadily  that  you  would 
hardly  know  that  she  was  moving  were  it  not  for 
the  creaking  of  the  cordage,  the  bellying  of  the  sails 
and  the  long  white  furrow  in  our  wake.  Walked 
the  quarter-deck  all  morning  with  the  captain,  and 
I  think  the  keen  fresh  air  has  already  done  my 
breathing  good,  for  the  exercise  did  not  fatigue  me 
in  any  way.  Tibbs  is  a  remarkably  intelligent  man, 
and  we  had  an  interesting  argument  about  Maury's 
observations  on  ocean  currents,  which  we  terminated 
by  going  down  into  his  cabin  to  consult  the  original 
work.  There  we  found  Goring,  rather  to  the  cap- 
tain's surprise,  as  it  is  not  usual  for  passengers  to 
enter  that  sanctum  unless  specially  invited.  He 
apologized  for  his  intrusion,  however,  pleading  his 
ignorance  of  the  usages  of  ship  life;  and  the  good- 
natured  sailor  simply  laughed  at  the  incident,  beg- 
ging him  to  remain  and  favor  us  with  his  com- 
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pany.  Goring  pointed  to  the  chronometers,  the  case 
of  which  he  had  opened,  and  remarked  that  he  had 
been  admiring  them.  He  has  evidently  some  prac- 
tical knowledge  of  mathematical  instruments,  as  he 
told  at  a  glance  which  was  the  most  trustworthy  of 
the  three,  and  also  named  their  price  within  a  few 
dollars.  He  had  a  discussion  with  the  captain,  too, 
upon  the  variation  of  the  compass,  and  when  we 
came  back  to  the  ocean  currents  he  showed  a  thor- 
ough grasp  of  the  subject.  Altogether  he  rather  im- 
proves upon  acquaintance,  and  is  a  man  of  decided 
culture  and  refinement.  His  voice  harmonizes  with 
his  conversation,  and  both  are  the  very  antithesis  of 
his  face  and  figure. 

The  noonday  observation  shows  that  we  have  run 
two  hundred  and  twenty  miles.  Toward  evening  the 
breeze  freshened  up,  and  the  first  mate  ordered  reefs 
to  be  taken  in  the  topsails  and  top-gallant  sails  in 
expectation  of  a  windy  night.  I  observe  that  the 
barometer  has  fallen  to  twenty-nine.  I  trust  our 
voyage  will  not  be  a  rough  one,  as  I  am  a  poor 
sailor,  and  my  health  would  probably  derive  more 
harm  than  good  from  a  stormy  trip,  though  I  have 
the  greatest  confidence  in  the  captain's  seamanship 
and  in  the  soundness  of  the  vessel.  Played  cribbage 
with  Mrs.  Tibbs  after  supper,  and  Harton  gave  us 
a  couple  of  tunes  on  the  violin. 

October  18th. — The  gloomy  prognostications  of 
last  night  were  not  fulfilled,  as  the  wind  died  away 
again,  and  we  are  lying  now  in  a  long  greasy  swell, 
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ruffled  here  and  there  by  a  fleeting  catspaw  which 
is  insufficient  to  fill  the  sails.  The  air  is  colder  than 
it  was  yesterday,  and  I  have  put  on  one  of  the  thick 
woolen  jerseys  which  my  wife  knitted  for  me.  Har- 
txm  came  into  my  cabin  in  the  morning,  and  we  had 
a  cigar  together.  He  says  that  he  remembers  having 
seen  Goring  in  Cleveland,  Ohio,  in  '69.  He  was,  it 
appears,  a  mystery  then  as  now,  wandering  about 
without  any  visible  employment,  and  extremely  reti- 
cent on  his  own  affairs.  The  man  interests  me  as 
a  psychological  study.  At  breakfast  this  morning  I 
suddenly  had  that  vague  feeling  of  uneasiness  which 
comes  over  some  people  when  closely  stared  at,  and, 
looking  quickly  up,  I  met  his  eyes  bent  upon  me 
with  an  intensity  which  amounted  to  ferocity,  though 
their  expression  instantly  softened  as  he  made  some 
conventional  remark  upon  the  weather.  Curiously 
enough,  Harton  says  that  he  had  a  very  similar  ex- 
perience yesterday  upon  deck.  I  observe  that  Goring 
frequently  talks  to  the  colored  seamen  as  he  strolls 
about — a  trait  which  I  rather  admire,  as  it  is  com- 
mon to  find  half-breeds  ignore  their  dark  strain  and 
treat  their  black  kinsfolk  with  greater  intolerance 
than  a  white  man  would  do.  His  little  page  is  de- 
voted to  him,  apparently,  which  speaks  well  for  his 
treatment  of  him.  Altogether,  the  man  is  a  curious 
mixture  of  incongruous  qualities,  and,  unless  I  am 
deceived  in  him,  will  give  me  food  for  observation 
during  the  voyage. 

The  captain  is  grumbling  about  his  chronometers, 
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which  do  not  register  exactly  the  same  time.  He 
says  it  is  the  first  time  that  they  have  ever  disagreed. 
We  were  unable  to  get  a  noonday  observation  on 
account  of  the  haze.  By  dead  reckoning  we  have 
done  about  a  hundred  and  seventy  miles  in  twenty- 
four  hours.  The  dark  seamen  have  proved,  as  the 
skipper  prophesied,  to  be  very  inferior  hands,  but  as 
they  can  both  manage  the  wheel  well,  they  are  kept 
steering,  and  so  leave  the  more  experienced  men  to 
work  the  ship.  These  details  are  trivial  enough,  but 
a  small  thing  serves  as  food  for  gossip  aboard  ship. 
The  appearance  of  a  whale  in  the  evening  caused 
quite  a  flutter  among  us.  From  its  sharp  back  and 
forked  tail  I  should  pronounce  it  to  have  been  a 
rorqual,  or  "finner,"  as  they  are  called  by  the  fish- 
ermen. 

October  19th. — Wind  was  cold,  so  I  prudently  re- 
mained in  my  cabin  all  day,  only  creeping  out  for 
dinner.  Lying  in  my  bunk,  I  can,  without  moving, 
reach  my  books,  pipes,  or  anything  else  I  may  want> 
which  is  one  advantage  of  a  small  apartment.  My  old 
wound  began  to  ache  a  little  to-day,  probably  from  the 
cold.  Eead  Montaigne's  "Essays"  and  nursed  myself. 
Harton  came  in  in  the  afternoon  with  Doddy,  the  cap- 
tain's child,  and  the  skipper  himself  followed,  so 
that  I  held  quite  a  reception. 

October  20th  and  21st. — Still  cold,  with  a  con- 
tinual drizzle  of  rain,  and  I  have  not  been  able  to 
leave  the  cabin.  This  confinement  makes  me  feel 
weak  and  depressed.  Goring  came  in  to  see  me,  but 
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his  company  did  not  tend  to  cheer  me  up  much,  as 
he  hardly  uttered  a  word,  but  contented  himself  with 
staring  at  me  in  a  peculiar  and  rather  irritating 
manner.  He  then  got  up  and  stole  out  of  the  cabin 
without  saying  anything.  I  am  beginning  to  sus- 
pect that  the  man  is  a  lunatic.  I  think  I  mentioned 
that  his  cabin  is  next  to  mine.  The  two  are  simply 
divided  by  a  thin  wooden  partition  which  is  cracked 
in  many  places,  some  of  the  cracks  being  so  large 
that  I  can  hardly  avoid,  as  I  lie  in  my  bunk,  ob- 
serving his  motions  in  the  adjoining  room.  Without 
any  wish  to  play  the  spy,  I  see  him  continually  stoop- 
ing over  what  appears  to  be  a  chart  and  working  with 
a  pencil  and  compasses.  I  have  remarked  the  inter- 
est he  displays  in  matters  connected  with  navigation, 
but  I  am  surprised  that  he  should  take  the  trouble 
to  work  out  the  course  of  the  ship.  However,  it  is 
a  harmless  amusement  enough,  and  no  doubt  he  veri- 
fies his  results  by  those  of  the  captain. 

I  wish  the  man  did  not  run  in  my  thoughts  so 
much.  I  had  a  nightmare  on  the  20th,  in  which  I 
thought  my  bunk  was  a  coffin,  that  I  was  laid  out 
in  it,  and  that  Goring  was  endeavoring  to  nail  up  the 
lid,  which  I  was  frantically  pushing  away.  Even 
when  I  woke  up  I  could  hardly  persuade  myself  that 
I  was  not  in  a  coffin.  As  a  medical  man,  I  know  that  a 
nightmare  is  simply  a  vascular  derangement  of  the 
cerebral  hemispheres,  and  yet  in  my  weak  state  I  can 
not  shake  off  the  morbid  impression  which  it  produces. 

Oct.  22d. — A  fine  day,  without  a  cloud  in  the  sky, 
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and  a  fresh  breeze  from  the  sou'-west  which  wafts 
us  gayly  on  our  way.  There  has  evidently  been  some 
heavy  weather  near  us,  as  there  is  a  tremendous  swell 
on,  and  the  ship  lurches  until  the  end  of  the  fore- 
yard  nearly  touches  the  water.  Had  a  refreshing 
walk  up  and  down  the  quarter-deck,  though  I  have 
hardly  found  my  sea-legs  yet.  Several  small  birds — 
chaffinches,  I  think — perched  in  the  rigging. 

4.40  P.M. — While  I  was  on  deck  this  morning  I 
heard  a  sudden  explosion  from  the  direction  of  my 
cabin,  and,  hurrying  down,  found  that  I  had  very 
nearly  met  with  a  serious  accident.  Goring  was 
cleaning  a  revolver,  it  seems,  in  his  cabin,  when 
one  of  the  barrels  which  he  thought  was  unloaded 
went  off.  The  ball  passed  through  the  side  partition 
and  imbedded  itself  in  the  bulwarks  in  the  exact 
place  where  my  head  usually  rests.  I  have  been 
under  fire  too  often  to  magnify  trifles,  but  there  is 
no  doubt  if  I  had  been  in  the  bunk  it  must  have 
killed  me.  Goring,  poor  fellow,  did  not  know  that 
I  had  gone  on  deck  that  day,  and  must  therefore 
have  felt  terribly  frightened.  I  never  saw  such  emo- 
tion on  a  man's  face  as  when,  on  rushing  out  of  his 
cabin  with  the  smoking  pistol  in  his  hand,  he  met 
me  face  to  face  as  I  came  down  from  the  deck.  Of 
course,  he  was  profuse  in  his  apologies,  though  I 
simply  laughed  at  the  incident. 

11  P.M. — A  misfortune  has  occurred  so  unexpected 
and  so  horrible  that  my  little  escape  of  the  morning 
dwindles  into  insignificance.  Mrs.  Tibbs  and  her 
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child  have  disappeared — utterly  and  entirely  dis- 
appeared. I  can  hardly  compose  myself  to  write 
the  sad  details.  About  half-past  eight  Tibbs 
rushed  into  my  cabin  with  a  very  white  face 
and  asked  me  if  I  had  seen  his  wife.  I  answered 
that  I  had  not.  He  then  ran  wildly  into  the  saloon 
and  began  groping  about  for  any  trace  of  her,  while 
I  followed  him,  endeavoring  vainly  to  persuade  him 
that  his  fears  were  ridiculous.  We  hunted  over  the 
ship  for  an  hour  and  a  half  without  coming  on  any 
sign  of  the  missing  woman  or  child.  Poor  Tibbs 
lost  his  voice  completely  from  calling  her  name. 
Even  the  sailors,  who  are  generally  stolid  enough, 
were  deeply  affected  by  the  sight  of  him  as  he 
roamed  bareheaded  and  disheveled  about  the  deck, 
searching  with  feverish  anxiety  the  most  impossible 
places,  and  returning  to  them  again  and  again  with 
a  piteous  pertinacity.  The  last  time  she  was  seen 
was  about  seven  o'clock,  when  she  took  Doddy  on  to 
the  poop  to  give  him  a  breath  of  fresh  air  before 
putting  him  to  bed.  There  was  no  one  there  at  the 
time  except  the  black  seaman  at  the  wheel,  who  de- 
nies having  seen  her  at  all.  The  whole  affair  is 
wrapped  in  mystery.  My  own  theory  is  that  while 
Mrs.  Tibbs  was  holding  the  child  and  standing  near 
the  bulwarks  it  gave  a  spring  and  fell  overboard, 
and  that  in  her  convulsive  attempt  to  catch  or  save 
it,  she  followed  it.  I  can  not  account  for  the  double 
disappearance  in  any  other  way.  It  is  quite  feasible 
that  such  a  tragedy  should  be  enacted  without  the 
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knowledge  of  the  man  at  the  wheel,  since  it  was 
dark  at  the  time,  and  the  peaked  skylights  of  the 
saloon  screen  the  greater  part  of  the  quarter-deck. 
Whatever  the  truth  may  be,  it  is  a  terrible  catas- 
trophe, and  has  cast  the  darkest  gloom  upon  our 
voyage.  The  mate  has  put  the  ship  about,  but  of 
course  there  is  not  the  slightest  hope  of  picking  them 
up.  The  captain  is  lying  ia*  a  state  of  stupor  in 
his  cabin.  I  gave  him  a  powerful  dose  of  opium 
in  his  coffee,  that  for  a  few  hours  at  least  his  an- 
guish may  be  deadened. 

October  23<£.»— Woke  with  a  vague  feeling  of  heavi- 
ness and  misfortune,  but  it  was  not  until  a  few  mo- 
ments' reflection  that  I  was  able  to  recall  our  loss  of 
the  night  before.  When  I  came  on  deck  I  saw  the 
poor  skipper  standing  gazing  back  at  the  waste  of 
waters  behind  us  which  contains  everything  dear  to 
him  upon  earth.  I  attempted  to  speak  to  him,  but 
he  turned  brusquely  away  and  began  pacing  the  deck 
with  his  head  sunk  upon  his  breast.  Even  now, 
when  the  truth  is  so  clear,  he  can  not  pass  a  boat  or 
an  unbent  sail  without  peering  under  it.  He  looks 
ten  years  older  than  he  did  yesterday  morning.  Har- 
ton  is  terribly  cut  up,  for  he  was  fond  of  little  Doddy, 
and  Goring  seems  sorry  too.  At  least  he  has  shut 
himself  up  in  his  cabin  all  day,  and  when  I  got  a 
casual  glance  at  him  his  head  was  resting  on  his  two 
hands,  as  if  in  a  melancholy  revery.  I  fear  we  are 
about  as  dismal  a  crew  as  ever  sailed.  How  shocked 
my  wife  will  be  to  hear  of  our  disaster !  The  swell 
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has  gone  down  now,  and  we  are  doing  about  eight 
knots  with  all  sail  set  and  a  nice  little  breeze.  Hyson 
is  practically  in  command  of  the  ship,  as  Tibbs, 
though  he  does  his  best  to  bear  up  and  keep  a  brave 
front,  is  incapable  of  applying  himself  to  serious 
work. 

October  24£L — Is  the  ship  accursed?  Was  there 
ever  a  voyage  which  began  so  fairly  and  which 
changed  so  disastrously  ?  Tibbs  shot  himself  through 
the  head  during  the  night.  I  was  awakened  about 
three  o'clock  in  the  morning  by  an  explosion,  and  im- 
mediately sprang  out  of  bed  and  rushed  into  the  cap- 
tain's cabin  to  find  out  the  cause,  though  with  a  ter- 
rible presentiment  in  my  heart.  Quickly  as  I  went, 
Goring  went  more  quickly  still,  for  he  was  already  in 
the  cabin  stooping  over  the  dead  body  of  the  captain. 
It  was  a  hideous  sight,  for  the  whole  front  of  his  face 
was  blown  in,  and  the  little  room  was  swimming  in 
blood.  The  pistol  was  lying  beside  him  on  the  floor, 
just  as  it  had  dropped  from  his  hand.  He  had  evi- 
dently put  it  to  his  mouth  before  pulling  the  trigger. 
Goring  and  I  picked  him  reverently  up  and  laid  him 
on  his  bed.  The  crew  had  all  clustered  into  his  cabin, 
and  the  six  white  men  were  deeply  grieved,  for  they 
were  old  hands  who  had  sailed  with  him  many  years. 
There  were  dark  looks  and  murmurs  among  them,  too, 
and  one  of  them  openly  declared  that  the  ship  was 
haunted.  Harton  helped  to  lay  the  poor  skipper  out, 
and  we  did  him  up  in  canvas  "between  us.  At  twelve 
o'clock  the  foreyard  was  hauled  aback,  and  we  com- 
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mitted  his  body  to  the  deep,  Goring  reading  the 
Church  of  England  burial  service.  The  breeze  has 
freshened  up,  and  we  have  done  ten  knots  all  day 
and  sometimes  twelve.  The  sooner  we  reach  Lisbon 
and  get  away  from  this  accursed  ship  the  better 
pleased  shall  I  be.  I  feel  as  though  we  were  in  a 
floating  coffin.  Little  wonder  that  the  poor  sailors  are 
superstitious  when  I,  an  educated  man,  feel  it  so 
strongly. 

October  25th. — Made  a  good  run  all  day.  Feel  list- 
less and  depressed. 

October  26th. — Goring,  Harton,  and  I  had  a  chat 
together  on  deck  in  the  morning.  Harton  tried  to 
draw  Goring  out  as  to  his  profession  and  his  object 
in  going  to  Europe,  but  the  quadroon  parried  all  his 
questions  and  gave  us  no  information.  Indeed,  he 
seemed  to  be  slightly  offended  by  Harton's  pertinacity, 
and  went  down  into  his  cabin.  I  wonder  why  we 
should  both  take  such  an  interest  in  this  man  ?  I  sup- 
pose it  is  his  striking  appearance,  coupled  with  his 
apparent  wealth,  which  piques  our  curiosity.  Har- 
ton has  a  theory  that  he  is  really  a  detective,  that  he 
is  after  some  criminal  who  has  got  away  to  Portugal, 
and  that  he  has  chosen  this  peculiar  way  of  traveling 
that  he  may  arrive  unnoticed  and  pounce  upon  his 
quarry  unawares.  I  think  the  supposition  is  rather  a 
far-fetched  one,  but  Harton  bases  it  upon  a  book 
which  Goring  left  on  deck,  and  which  he  picked  up 
and  glanced  over.  It  was  a  sort  of  scrap-book,  it 
seems,  and  contained  a  large  number  of  newspaper 
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cuttings.  All  these  cuttings  related  to  murders  which 
had  been  committed  at  various  times  in  the  States 
during  the  last  twenty  years  or  so.  The  curious  thing 
which  Harton  observed  about  them,  however,  was 
that  they  were  invariably  murders  the  authors  of 
which  had  never  been  brought  to  justice.  They  varied 
in  every  detail,  he  says,  as  to  the  manner  of  execution 
and  the  social  status  of  the  victim,  but  they  uniformly 
wound  up  with  the  same  formula  that  the  murderer 
was  still  at  large,  though,  of  course,  the  police  had 
every  reason  to  expect  his  speedy  capture.  Certainly 
the  incident  seems  to  support  Harton's  theory,  though 
it  may  be  a  mere  whim  of  Goring's,  or,  as  I  suggested 
to  Harton,  he  may  be  collecting  materials  for  a  book 
which  shall  outvie  De  Quincey.  In  any  case  it  is  no 
business  of  ours. 

October  %1tli,  %8th. — Wind  still  fair,  and  we  are 
making  good  progress.  Strange  how  easily  a  human 
unit  may  drop  out  of  its  place  and  be  forgotten! 
Tibbs  is  hardly  ever  mentioned  now ;  Hyson  has  taken 
possession  of  his  cabin,  and  all  goes  on  as  before. 
Were  it  not  for  Mrs.  Tibb's  sewing-machine  upon  a 
side-table  we  might  forget  that  the  unfortunate  fam- 
ily had  ever  existed.  Another  accident  occurred  on 
board  to-day,  though  fortunately  not  a  very  serious 
one.  One  of  our  white  hands  had  gone  down  the 
after-hold  to  fetch  up  a  spare  coil  of  rope,  when  one 
of  the  hatches  which  he  had  removed  came  crashing 
down  on  the  top  of  him.  He  saved  his  life  by  spring- 
ing out  of  the  way,  but  one  of  his  feet  was  terribly 
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crushed,  and  he  will  be  of  little  use  for  the  remainder 
of  the  voyage.  He  attributes  the  accident  to  the  care- 
lessness of  his  negro  companion,  who  had  helped  him 
to  shift  the  hatches.  The  latter,  however,  puts  it 
down  to  the  roll  of  the  ship.  Whatever  be  the  cause, 
it  reduces  our  short-handed  crew  still  further.  This 
run  of  ill-luck  seems  to  be  depressing  Harton,  for  he 
has  lost  his  usual  good  spirits  and  joviality.  Goring 
is  the  only  one  who  preserves  his  cheerfulness.  I  see 
him  still  working  at  his  chart  in  his  own  cabin.  His 
nautical  knowledge  would  be  useful  should  anything 
happen  to  Hyson — which  God  forbid ! 

October  29th,  3Qth. — Still  bowling  along  with  a 
fresh  breeze.  All  quiet  and  nothing  to  chronicle. 

October  31s£. — My  weak  lungs,  combined  with  the 
exciting  episodes  of  the  voyage,  have  shaken  my  ner- 
vous system  so  much  that  the  most  trivial  incident 
affects  me.  I  can  hardly  believe  that  I  am  the  same 
man  who  tied  the  external  iliac  artery,  an  operation 
requiring  the  nicest  precision,  under  a  heavy  rifle  fire 
at  Antietam.  I  am  as  nervous  as  a  child.  I  was  lying 
half  dozing  last  night  about  four  bells  in  the  middle 
watch,  trying  in  vain  to  drop  into  a  refreshing  sleep. 
There  was  no  light  inside  my  cabin,  but  a  single  ray 
of  moonlight  streamed  in  through  the  porthole,  throw- 
ing a  silvery  flickering  circle  upon  the  door.  As  I 
lay  I  kept  my  drowsy  eyes  upon  this  circle,  and  was 
conscious  that  it  was  gradually  becoming  less  well  de- 
fined as  my  senses  left  me,  when  I  was  suddenly  re- 
called to  full  wakefulness  by  the  appearance  of  a 
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email  dark  object  in  the  very  centre  of  the  luminous 
disk.  I  lay  quietly  and  breathlessly  watching  it 
Gradually  it  grew  larger  and  plainer,  and  then  I  per- 
ceived that  it  was  a  human  hand  which  had  been  cau- 
tiously inserted  through  the  chink  of  the  half-closed 
door — a  hand  which,  as  I  observed  with  a  thrill  of 
horror,  was  not  provided  with  fingers.  The  door 
swung  cautiously  backward,  and  Goring's  head  fol- 
lowed his  hand.  It  appeared  in  the  centre  of  the 
moonlight,  and  was  framed,  as  it  were,  in  a  ghastly, 
uncertain  halo,  against  which  his  features  showed  out 
plainly.  It  seemed  to  me  that  I  had  never  seen  such 
an  utterly  fiendish  and  merciless  expression  upon  a 
human  face.  His  eyes  were  dilated  and  glaring,  his 
lips  drawn  back  so  as  to  show  his  white  fangs,  and  his 
straight  black  hair  appeared  to  bristle  over  his  low 
forehead  like  the  hood  of  a  cobra.  The  sudden  and 
noiseless  apparition  had  such  an  effect  upon  me  that 
I  sprang  up  in  bed,  trembling  in  every  limb,  and  held 
out  my  hand  toward  my  revolver.  I  was  heartily 
ashamed  of  my  hastiness  when  he  explained  the  ob- 
ject of  his  intrusion,  as  he  immediately  did  in  the 
most  courteous  language.  He  had  been  suffering 
from  toothache,  poor  fellow !  and  had  come  in  to  beg 
some  laudanum,  knowing  that  I  possessed  a  medicine 
chest.  As  to  his  sinister  expression  he  is  never  a 
beauty,  and  what  with  my  state  of  nervous  tension 
and  the  effect  of  the  shifting  moonlight,  it  was  easy 
to  conjure  up  something  horrible.  I  gave  him  twenty 
drops,  and  he  went  off  again  with  many  expressions 
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of  gratitude.  I  can  hardly  say  how  much  this  trivial 
incident  affected  me.  I  have  felt  unstrung  all  day. 

A  week's  record  of  our  voyage  is  here  omitted,  as 
nothing  eventful  occurred  during  the  time,  and  my 
log  consists  merely  of  a  few  pages  of  unimportant 
gossip. 

November  Wh. — Harton  and  I  sat  on  the  poop  all 
the  morning,  for  the  weather  is  becoming  very  warm 
as  we  come  into  southern  latitudes.  We  reckon  that 
we  have  done  two-thirds  of  our  voyage.  How  glad  we 
shall  be  to  see  the  green  banks  of  the  Tagus,  and 
leave  this  unlucky  ship  forever!  I  was  endeavoring 
to  amuse  Harton  to-day  and  to  while  away  the  time 
by  telling  him  some  of  the  experiences  of  my  past 
life.  Among  others  I  related  to  him  how  I  came 
into  the  possession  of  my  black  stone,  and  as  a  finale 
I  rummaged  in  the  side  pocket  of  my  old  shooting 
coat  and  produced  the  identical  object  in  question. 
He  and  I  were  bending  over  it  together,  I  pointing 
out  to  him  the  curious  ridges  upon  its  surface,  whea 
we  were  conscious  of  a  shadow  falling  between  us 
and  the  sun,  and  looking  round  saw  Goring  standings 
behind  us  glaring  over  our  shoulders  at  the  stone. 
For  some  reason  or  other  he  appeared  to  be  power* 
fully  excited,  though  he  was  evidently  trying  to  con* 
trol  himself  and  to  conceal  his  emotion.  He  pointed 
once  or  twice  at  my  relic  with  his  stubby  thumb  be- 
fore'he  could  recover  himself  sufficiently  to  ask  what 
it  was  and  how  I  obtained  it — a  question  put  in  such 
a  brusque  manner  that  I  should  have  been  offended 
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had  I  not  known  the  man  to  be  an  eccentric.  I  told 
him  the  story  very  much  as  I  had  told  it  to  Harton. 
He  listened  with  the  deepest  interest,  and  then  asked 
me  if  I  had  any  idea  what  the  stone  was.  I  said  I  had 
not,  beyond  that  it  was  meteoric.  He  asked  me  if  I 
had  ever  tried  its  effect  upon  a  negro.  I  said  I  had 
not.  "Come,"  said  he;  "we'll  see  what  our  black 
friend  at  the  wheel  thinks  of  it."  He  took  the  stone 
in  his  hand  and  went  across  to  the  sailor,  and  the  two 
examined  it  carefully.  I  could  see  the  man  gesticu- 
lating and  nodding  his  head  excitedly,  as  if  making 
some  assertion,  while  his  face  betrayed  the  utmost 
astonishment,  mixed,  I  think,  with  some  reverence. 
Goring  came  across  the  deck  to  us  presently,  still 
holding  the  stone  in  his  hand.  "He  says  it  is  a  worth- 
less, useless  thing,"  he  said,  "and  fit  only  to  be 
chucked  overboard,"  with  which  he  raised  his  hand 
and  would  most  certainly  have  made  an  end  of  my 
relic  had  the  black  sailor  behind  him  not  rushed  for- 
ward and  seized  him  by  the  wrist.  Finding  himself 
secured,  Goring  dropped  the  stone  and  turned  away 
with  a  very  bad  grace  to  avoid  my  angry  remon- 
strances at  his  breach  of  faith.  The  black  picked  up 
the  stone  and  handed  it  to  me  with  a  low  bow  and  a 
sign  of  profound  respect.  The  whole  affair  is  inex- 
plicable. I  am  rapidly  coming  to  the  conclusion  that 
Goring  is  a  maniac  or  something  very  near  one. 
When  I  compare  the  effect  produced  by  the  stone 
upon  the  sailor,  however,  with  the  respect  shown  to 
Martha  on  the  plantation,  and  the  surprise  of  Goring 
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on  its  first  production,  I  can  not  but  come  to  the  con- 
clusion that  I  have  really  got  hold  of  some  powerful 
talisman  which  appeals  to  the  whole  dark  race.  I 
must  not  trust  it  in  Goring's  hands  again. 

November  8th,  9th. — What  splendid  weather  we 
are  having!  Beyond  one  little  blow,  we  have  had 
nothing  but  fresh  breezes  the  whole  voyage.  These 
two  days  we  have  made  better  runs  than  any  hith- 
erto. It  is  a  pretty  thing  to  watch  the  spray  fly 
up  from  our  prow  as  it  cuts  through  the  waves. 
The  sun  shines  through  it  and  breaks  it  up  into  a 
number  of  miniature  rainbows — "sun-dogs,"  the 
sailors  call  them.  I  stood  on  the  foc'sle-head  for  sev- 
eral hours  to-day  watching  the  effect,  and  surrounded 
by  a  halo  of  prismatic  colors.  The  steersman  has 
evidently  told  the  other  blacks  about  my  wonderful 
stone,  for  I  am  treated  by  them  all  with  the  greatest 
respect.  Talking  about  optical  phenomena,  we  had 
a  curious  one  yesterday  evening  which  was  pointed 
out  to  me  by  Hyson.  This  was  the  appearance  of 
a  triangular,  well-defined  object  high  up  in  the 
heavens  to  the  north  of  us.  He  explained  that  it 
was  exactly  like  the  Peak  of  Teneriffe  as  seen  from 
a  great  distance — the  peak  was,  however,  at  that  mo- 
ment at  least  five  hundred  miles  to  the  south.  It 
may  have  been  a  cloud,  or  it  may  have  been  one 
of  those  strange  reflections  of  which  one  reads.  The 
weather  is  very  warm.  The  mate  says  that  he  never 
knew  it  so  warm  in  these  latitudes.  Played  chess 
with  Harton  in  the  evening. 
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November  10th. — It  is  getting  warmer  and  warm- 
er. Some  land  birds  came  and  perched  in  the  rig- 
ging to-day,  though  we  are  still  a  considerable  way 
from  our  destination.  The  heat  is  so  great  that  we 
are  too  lazy  to  do  anything  but  lounge  about  the 
decks  and  smoke.  Goring  came  over  to  me  to-day 
and  asked  me  some  more  questions  about  my  stone; 
but  I  answered  him  rather  shortly,  for  I  have  not 
quite  forgiven  him  yet  for  the  cool  way  in  which 
he  attempted  to  deprive  me  of  it. 

November  \\tTi,  12th. — Still  making  good  prog- 
ress. I  had  no  idea  Portugal  was  ever  as  hot  as 
this,  but  no  doubt  it  is  cooler  on  land.  Hyson  him- 
self seemed  surprised  at  it,  and  so  do  the  men. 

November  1.3th. — A  most  extraordinary  event  has 
happened,  so  extraordinary  as  to  be  almost  inexpli- 
cable. Either  Hyson  has  blundered  wonderfully,  or 
some  magnetic  influence  has  disturbed  our  instru- 
ments. Just  about  daybreak  the  watch  on  the 
foc'sle-head  shouted  out  that  he  heard  the  sound  of 
surf  ahead,  and  Hyson  thought  he  saw  the  loom  of 
land.  The  ship  was  put  about,  and,  though  no  lights 
were  seen,  none  of  us  doubted  that  we  had  struck 
the  Portuguese  coast  a  little  sooner  than  we  had  ex- 
pected. What  was  our  surprise  to  see  the  scene  which 
was  revealed  to  us  at  daybreak !  As  far  as  we  could 
look  on  either  side  was  one  long  line  of  surf,  great 
green  billows  rolling  in  and  breaking  into  a  cloud 
of  foam.  But  behind  the  surf  what  was  there  ?  Not 
the  green  banks  nor  the  high  cliffs  of  the  shores  of 


452         J.  HABAKUK  JEPHSON'S  STATEMENT. 

Portugal,  but  a  great  sandy  waste  which  stretched 
away  and  away  until  it  blended  with  the  sky-line. 
To  right  and  left,  look  where  you  would,  there  was 
nothing  but  yellow  sand,  heaped  in  some  places  into 
fantastic  mounds,  some  of  them  several  hundred  feet 
high,  while  in  other  parts  were  long  stretches  as  level 
apparently  as  a  billiard  board.  Harton  and  I,  who 
had  come  on  deck  together,  looked  at  each  other  in 
astonishment,  and  Harton  burst  out  laughing.  Hy- 
son is  exceedingly  mortified  at  the  occurrence,  and 
protests  that  the  instruments  have  been  tampered 
with.  There  is  no  doubt  that  this  is  the  mainland 
of  Africa,  and  that  it  was  really  the  Peak  of  Tene- 
rifie  which  we  saw  some  days  ago  upon  the  northern 
horizon.  At  the  time  when  we  saw  the  land  birds 
we  must  have  been  passing  some  of  the  Canary  Isl- 
ands. If  we  continued  on  the  same  course,  we  are 
now  to  the  north  of  Cape  Blanco,  near  the  unex- 
plored country  which  skirts  the  great  Sahara.  All 
we  can  do  is  to  rectify  our  instruments  as  far  as 
possible  and  start  afresh  for  our  destination. 

8.30  P.M.- — Have  been  lying  in  a  calm  all  day. 
The  coast  is  now  about  a  mile  and  a  half  from  us. 
Hyson  has  examined  the  instruments,  but  can  not 
find  any  reason  for  their  extraordinary  deviation. 

This  is  £he  end  of  my  private  journal,  and  I  must 
make  the  remainder  of  my  statement  from  memory. 
There  is  little  chance  of  my  being  mistaken  about 
facts  which  have  seared  themselves  into  my  recol- 
lection. That  very  night  the  storm  which  had  been 
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brewing  so  long  burst  over  us,  and  I  came  to  learn 
whither  all  those  little  incidents  were  tending  which 
I  had  recorded  so  aimlessly.  Blind  fool  that  I  was 
not  to  have  seen  it  sooner !  I  shall  tell  what  occurred 
as  precisely  as  I  can. 

I  had  gone  into  my  cabin  about  half-past  eleven, 
and  was  preparing  to  go  to  bed,  when  a  tap  came 
at  my  door.  On  opening  it  I  saw  Goring's  little 
black  page,  who  told  me  that  his  master  would  like 
to  have  a  word  with  me  on  deck.  I  was  rather  sur- 
prised that  he  should  want  me  at  such  a  late  hour, 
but  I  went  up  without  hesitation.  I  had  hardly 
put  my  foot  on  the  quarter-deck  before  I  was  seized 
from  behind,  dragged  down  upon  my  back,  and  a 
handkerchief  slipped  round  my  mouth.  I  struggled 
as  hard  as  I  could,  but  a  coil  of  rope  was  rapidly 
and  firmly  wound  round  me,  and  I  found  myself 
lashed  to  the  davit  of  one  of  the  boats,  utterly  pow- 
erless to  do  or  say  anything,  while  the  point  of  a 
knife,  pressed  to  my  throat,  warned  me  to  cease  my 
struggles.  The  night  was  so  dark  that  I  had  been 
unable  hitherto  to  recognize  my  assailants;  but  as 
my  eyes  became  accustomed  to  the  gloom,  and  the 
moon  broke  out  through  the  clouds  that  obscured  it, 
I  made  out  that  I  was  surrounded  by  the  two  negro 
sailors,  the  black  cook,  and  my  fellow*passenger, 
Goring.  Another  man  was  crouching  on  the  deck 
at  my  feet,  but  he  was  in  the  shadow  and  I  could 
not  recognize  him. 

All  this  occurred  so  rapidly  that  a  minute  could 
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hardly  have  elapsed  from  the  time  I  mounted  the 
companion  until  I  found  myself  gagged  and  power- 
less. It  was  so  sudden  that  I  could  scarcely  bring 
myself  to  realize  it,  or  to  comprehend  what  it  all 
meant.  I  heard  the  gang  round  me  speaking  in 
short,  fierce  whispers  to  each  other,  and  some  in- 
stinct told  me  that  my  life  was  the  question  at  issue. 
Goring  spoke  authoritatively  and  angrily — the  others 
doggedly  and  all  together,  as  if  disputing  his  com- 
mands. Then  they  moved  away  in  a  body  to  the  op- 
posite side  of  the  deck,  where  I  could  still  hear  them 
whispering,  though  they  were  concealed  from  my 
view  by  the  saloon  skylights. 

All  this  time  the  voices  of  the  watch  on  deck  chat- 
ting and  laughing  at  the  other  end  of  the  ship  was 
distinctly  audible,  and  I  could  see  them  gathered 
in  a  group,  little  dreaming  of  the  dark  doings  which 
were  going  on  within  thirty  yards  of  them.  Oh, 
that  I  could  have  given  them  one  word  of  warning, 
even  though  I  had  lost  my  life  in  doing  it!  But 
it  was  impossible.  The  moon  was  shining  fitfully 
through  the  scattered  clouds,  and  I  could  see  the 
silvery  gleam  of  the  surge,  and  beyond  it  the  vast, 
weird  desert  with  its  fantastic  sand-hills.  Glancing 
down,  I  saw  that  the  man  who  had  been  crouching 
on  the  deck  was  still  lying  there,  and  as  I  gazed  at 
him,  a  flickering  ray  of  moonlight  fell  full  upon  his 
upturned  face.  Great  Heaven !  even  now,  when  more 
than  twelve  years  have  elapsed,  my  hand  trembles 
as  I  write  that,  in  spite  of  distorted  features  and 
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projecting  eyes,  I  recognized  the  face  of  Harton,  the 
cheery  young  clerk  who  had  been  my  companion  dur- 
ing the  voyage.  It  needed  no  medical  eye  to  see  that 
he  was  quite  dead,  while  the  twisted  handkerchief 
round  the  neck  and  the  gag  in  his  mouth  showed  the 
silent  way  in  which  the  hell-hounds  had  done  their 
work.  The  clew  which  explained  every  event  of  our 
voyage  came  upon  me  like  a  flash  of  light  as  I  gazed 
on  poor  Harton's  corpse.  Much  was  dark  and  un- 
explained, but  I  felt  a  dim  perception  of  the  truth. 
I  heard  the  striking  of  a  match  at  the  other  side 
of  the  skylight,  and  then  I  saw  the  tall,  gaunt  figure 
of  Goring  standing  up  on  the  bulwarks  and  holding 
in  his  hands  what  appeared  to  be  a  dark-lantern. 
He  lowered  this  for  a  moment  over  the  side  of  the 
ship,  and,  to  my  inexpressible  astonishment,  I  saw  it 
answered  instantaneously  by  a  flash  among  the  sand- 
hills on  shore,  which  came  and  went  so  rapidly  that 
unless  I  had  been  following  the  direction  of  Goring's 
gaze  I  should  never  have  detected  it  Again  he  low- 
ered the  lantern,  and  again  it  was  answered  from  the 
shore.  He  then  stepped  down  from  the  bulwarks, 
and  in  doing  so  slipped,  making  such  a  noise  that 
for  a  moment  my  heart  bounded  with  the  thought 
that  the  attention  of  the  watch  would  be  directed  to 
his  proceedings.  It  was  a  vain  hope.  The  night 
was  calm  and  the  ship  motionless,  so  that  no  idea  of 
duty  kept  them  vigilant.  Hyson,  who  after  the  death 
of  Tibbs  was  in  command  of  both  watches,  had  gone 
below  to  snatch  a  few  hours'  sleep,  and  the  boat- 
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swain  who  was  left  in  charge  was  standing  with  the 
other  two  men  at  the  foot  of  the  foremast  Power- 
less, speechless,  with  the  cords  cutting  into  my  flesh 
and  the  murdered  man  at  my  feet,  I  awaited  the 
next  act  in  the  tragedy. 

The  four  ruffians  were  standing  up  now  at  the 
other  side  of  the  deck.  The  cook  was  armed  with 
some  sort  of  a  cleaver,  the  others  had  knives,  and 
Goring  had  a  revolver.  They  were  all  leaning  against 
the  rail  and  looking  out  over  the  water  as  if  watching 
for  something.  I  saw  one  of  them  grasp  another's 
arm  and  point  as  if  at  some  object,  and  following 
the  direction,  I  made  out  the  loom  of  a  large  moving 
mass  making  toward  the  ship.  As  it  emerged  from 
the  gloom  I  saw  that  it  was  a  great  canoe  crammed 
with  men  and  propelled  by  at  least  a  score  of  pad- 
dles. As  it  shot  under  our  stern  the  watch  caught 
sight  of  it  also,  and  raising  a  cry,  hurried  aft.  They 
were  too  late,  however.  A  swarm  of  gigantic  negroes 
clambered  over  the  quarter,  and,  led  by  Goring,  swept 
down  the  deck  in  an  irresistible  torrent.  All  op- 
position was  overpowered  in  a  moment,  the  unarmed 
watch  were  knocked  over  and  bound,  and  the  sleepers 
dragged  out  of  their  bunks  and  secured  in  the  same 
manner.  Hyson  made  an  attempt  to  defend  the  nar- 
row passage  leading  to  his  cabin,  and  I  heard  a 
scuffle,  and  his  voice  shouting  for  assistance.  There 
was  none  to  assist,  however,  and  he  was  brought  on 
to  the  -poop  with  the  blood  streaming  from  a  deep 
cut  in  his  forehead.  He  was  gagged  like  the  others, 
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and  a  council  was  held  upon  our  fate  by  the  negroes. 
I  saw  OUT  black  seamen  pointing  toward  me  and  mak- 
ing some  statement,  which  was  received  with  mur- 
murs of  astonishment  and  incredulity  by  the  savages. 
One  of  them  then  came  over  to  me,  and  plunging  his 
hand  into  my  pocket,  took  out  my  black  stone  and 
held  it  up.  He  then  handed  it  to  a  man  who  ap- 
peared to  be  a  chief,  who  examined  it  as  minutely  as 
the  light  would  permit,  and  muttering  a  few  words, 
passed  it  on  to  the  warrior  beside  him,  who  also 
scrutinized  it  and  passed  it  on  until  it  had  gone  from 
hand  to  hand  round  the  whole  circle.  The  chief 
then  said  a  few  words  to  Goring  in  the  native  tongue, 
on  which  the  quadroon  addressed  me  in  English. 
'At  this  moment  I  seem  to  see  the  scene.  The  tall 
masts  of  the  ship  with  the  moonlight  streaming  down, 
silvering  the  yards  and  bringing  the  network  of  cord- 
age into  hard  relief;  the  group  of  dusky  warriors 
leaning  on  their  spears;  the  dead  man  at  my  feet; 
the  line  of  white-faced  prisoners,  and  in  front  of  me 
the  loathsome  half-breed,  looking,  in  his  white  linen 
and  elegant  clothes,  a  strange  contrast  to  his  asso- 
ciates. 

"You  will  bear  me  witness,"  he  said  in  his  softest 
accent,  "that  I  am  no  party  to  sparing  your  life. 
If  it  rested  with  me  you  would  die  as  these  other 
men  are  about  to  do.  I  have  no  personal  grudge 
against  either  you  or  them,  but  I  have  devoted  my 
life  to  the  destruction  of  the  white  race,  and  you  are 
the  first  that  has  ever  been  in  my  power  and  has 
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escaped  me.  You  may  thank  that  stone  of  yours  for 
your  life.  Those  poor  fellows  reverence  it,  and,  in- 
deed, if  it  really  be  what  they  think  it  is,  they  have 
cause.  Should  it  prove,  when  we  get  ashore,  that 
they  are  mistaken,  and  that  its  shape  and  material 
is  a  mere  chance,  nothing  can  save  your  life.  In 
the  meantime  we  wish  to  treat  you  well,  so  if  there 
are  any  of  your  possessions  which  you  would  like 
to  take  with  you,  you  are  at  liberty  to  get  them." 
'As  he  finished,  he  gave  a  sign,  and  a  couple  of  the 
negroes  unbound  me,  though  without  removing  the 
gag.  I  was  led  down  into  the  cabin,  where  I  put 
a  few  valuables  into  my  pockets,  together  with  a 
pocket-compass  and  my  journal  of  the  voyage.  They 
then  pushed  me  over  the  side  into  a  small  canoe, 
which  was  lying  beside  the  large  one,  and  my  guards 
followed  me,  and  shoving  off,  began  paddling  for  the 
shore.  We  had  got  about  a  hundred  yards  or  so  from 
the  ship  when  our  steersman  held  up  his  hand,  and 
the  paddlers  paused  for  a  moment  and  listened. 
Then  on  the  silence  of  the  night  I  heard  a  sort  of 
dull,  moaning  sound,  followed  by  a  succession  of 
splashes  in  the  water.  That  is  all  I  know  of  the 
fate  of  my  poor  shipmates.  Almost  immediately 
afterward  the  large  canoe  followed  us,  and  the  de- 
serted ship  was  left  drifting  about — a  dreary,  spectre- 
like  hulk.  Nothing  was  taken  from  her  by  the  sav- 
ages. The  whole  fiendish  transaction  was  carried 
through  as  decorously  and  temperately  as  though  it 
were  a  religious  rite. 
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The  first  gray  of  daylight  was  visible  in  the  east 
as  we  passed  through  the  surge  and  reached  the 
shore.  Leaving  half  a  dozen  men  with  the  canoes, 
the  rest  of  the  negroes  set  off  through  the  sand-hills, 
leading  me  with  them,  but  treating  me  very  gently 
and  respectfully.  It  was  difficult  walking,  as  we 
sank  over  our  ankles  into  the  loose,  shifting  sand  at 
every  step,  and  I  was  nearly  dead  beat  by  the  time 
we  reached  the  native  village,  or  town  rather,  for  it 
was  a  place  of  considerable  dimensions.  The  houses 
were  conical  structures  not  unlike  bee-hives,  and  were 
made  of  compressed  seaweed  cemented  over  with  a 
rude  form  of  mortar,  there  being  neither  stick  nor 
stone  upon  the  coast  nor  anywhere  within  many  hun- 
dreds of  miles.  As  we  entered  the  town,  an  enor- 
mous crowd  of  both  sexes  came  swarming  out  to  meet 
us,  beating  tom-toms  and  howling  and  screaming. 
On  seeing  me  they  redoubled  their  yells  and  as- 
sumed a  threatening  attitude,  which  was  instantly 
quelled  by  a  few  words  shouted  by  my  escort.  A 
buzz  of  wonder  succeeded  the  war-cries  and  yells  of 
the  moment  before,  and  the  whole  dense  mass  pro- 
ceeded down  the  broad  central  street  of  the  town, 
having  my  escort  and  myself  in  the  centre. 

My  statement  hitherto  may  seem  so  strange  as  to 
excite  doubt  in  the  minds  of  those  who  do  not  know 
me,  but  it  was  the  fact  which  I  am  now  about  to  re- 
late which  caused  my  own  brother-in-law  to  in- 
sult me  by  disbelief.  I  can  but  relate  the  occurrence 
in  the  simplest  words,  and  trust  to  chance  and  time 
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to  prove  their  truth.  In  the  centre  of  this  main 
street  there  was  a  large  building,  formed  in  the  same 
primitive  way  as  the  others,  but  towering  high  above 
them;  a  stockade  of  beautifully  polished  ebony  rails 
was  planted  all  round  it,  the  frame-work  of  the  door 
was  formed  by  two  elephant's  tusks  sunk  in  the 
ground  on  each  side  and  meeting  at  the  top,  and  the 
aperture  was  closed  by  a  screen  of  native  cloth  richly 
embroidered  in  gold.  We  made  our  way  to  this  im- 
posing-looking structure,  but,  on  reaching  the  open- 
ing in  the  stockade,  the  multitude  stopped  and  squat- 
ted down  upon  their  hams,  while  I  was  led  through 
into  the  inclosure  by  a  few  of  the  chiefs  and  elders 
of  the  tribe,  Goring  accompanying  us,  and  in  fact 
directing  the  proceedings.  On  reaching  the  screen 
which  closed  the  temple — for  such  it  evidently  was 
— my  hat  and  my  shoes  were  removed,  and  I  was 
then  led  in,  a  venerable  old  negro  leading  the  way, 
carrying  in  his  hand  my  stone,  which  had  been  taken 
from  my  pocket.  The  building  was  only  lighted  up 
by  a  few  long  slits  in  the  roof,  through  which  the 
tropical  sun  poured,  throwing  broad  golden  bars  upon 
the  clay  floor,  alternating  with  intervals  of  darkness. 
The  interior  was  even  larger  than  one  would  have 
imagined  from  the  outside  appearance.  The  walls 
were  hung  with  native  mats,  shells,  and  other  orna- 
ments, but  the  remainder  of  the  great  space  was  quite 
empty,  with  the  exception  of  a  single  object  in  the 
centre.  This  was  the  figure  of  a  colossal  negro,  which 
I  at  first  thought  to  be  some  real  king  or  high  priest 
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of  titanic  size,  but  as  I  approached  it  I  saw  by  the 
way  in  which  the  light  was  reflected  from  it  that 
it  was  a  statue  admirably  cut  in  jet-bkck  stone.  I 
was  led  up  to  this  idol,  for  such  it  seemed  to  be, 
and  looking  at  it  closer,  I  saw  that  though  it  was 
perfect  in  every  other  respect,  one  of  its  ears  had 
been  broken  short  off.  The  gray-haired  negro  who 
held  my  relic  mounted  upon  a  small  stool,  and  stretch- 
ing up  his  arm,  fitted  Martha's  black  stone  on  to  the 
jagged  surface  on  the  side  of  the  statue's  head.  There 
could  not  be  a  doubt  that  the  one  had  been  broken 
off  from  the  other.  The  parts  dovetailed  together 
so  accurately  that  when  the  old  man  removed  his 
hand  the  ear  stuck  in  its  place  for  a  few  seconds  be- 
fore dropping  into  his  open  palm.  The  group  round 
me  prostrated  themselves  upon  the  ground  at  the 
sight  with  a  cry  of  reverence,  while  the  crowd  out- 
side, to  whom  the  result  was  communicated,  set  up 
a  wild  whooping  and  cheering. 

In  a  moment  I  found  myself  converted  from  a  pris- 
oner into  a  demi-god.  I  was  escorted  back  through 
the  town  in  triumph,  the  people  pressing  forward  to 
touch  my  clothing  and  to  gather  up  the  dust  on  which 
my  foot  had  trod.  One  of  the  largest  huts  was  put  at 
my  disposal,  and  a  banquet  of  every  native  delicacy 
was  served  me.  I  still  felt,  however,  that  I  was  not 
a  free  man,  as  several  spearmen  were  placed  as  a 
guard  at  the  entrance  of  my  hut.  All  day  my  mind 
was  occupied  with  plans  of  escape,  but  none  seemed 
in  any  way  feasible.  On  the  one  side  was  the  great 
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arid  desert  stretching  away  to  Timbuctoo,  on  the 
other  was  a  sea  untraversed  by  vessels.  The  more  I 
pondered  over  the  problem  the  more  hopeless  did  it 
seem.  I  little  dreamed  how  near  I  was  to  its  solution. 

Night  had  fallen,  and  the  clamor  of  the  negroes  had 
died  gradually  away.  I  was  stretched  on  the  couch 
of  skins  which  had  been  provided  for  me,  and  was  still 
meditating  over  my  future,  when  Goring  walked 
stealthily  into  the  hut.  My  first  idea  was  that  he  had 
come  to  complete  his  murderous  holocaust  by  making 
away  with  me,  the  last  survivor,  and  I  sprang  to  my 
feet,  determined  to  defend  myself  to  the  last.  He 
smiled  when  he  saw  the  action,  and  motioned  me 
down  again  while  he  seated  himself  upon  the  other 
end  of  the  couch. 

"What  do  you  think  of  me  ?"  was  the  astonishing 
jquestion  with  which  he  commenced  our  conversation. 

"Think  of  you  I"  I  almost  yelled.  "I  think  you  the 
vilest,  most  unnatural  renegade  that  ever  polluted  the 
earth.  If  we  were  away  from  these  black  devils  of 
yours,  I  would  strangle  you  with  my  hands !" 

"Don't  speak  so  loud/'  he  said,  without  the  slight- 
est appearance  of  irritation.  "I  don't  want  our  chat 
to  be  cut  short.  So  you  would  strangle  me,  would 
you  ?"  he  went  on,  with  an  amused  smile.  "I  suppose 
I  am  returning  good  for  evil,  for  I  have  come  to  help 
you  to  escape." 

"You !"  I  gasped,  incredulously. 

"Yes,  I,"  he  continued.  "Oh,  there  is  no  credit  to 
me  in  the  matter.  I  am  quite  consistent.  There  is 
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no  reason  why  I  should  not  be  perfectly  candid  with 
you.  I  wish  to  be  king  over  these  fellows — not  a  very 
high  ambition,  certainly,  but  you  know  what  Caesar 
said  about  being  first  in  a  village  in  Gaul.  Well,  this 
unlucky  stone  of  yours  has  not  only  saved  your  life, 
but  has  turned  all  their  heads,  so  that  they  think  you 
are  come  down  from  heaven,  and  my  influence  will 
be  gone  until  you  are  out  of  the  way.  That  is  why  I 
am  going  to  help  you  to  escape,  since  I  can  not  kill 
you" — this  in  the  most  natural  and  dulcet  voice,  as 
if  the  desire  to  do  so  were  a  matter  of  course. 

"You  would  give  the  world  to  ask  me  a  few  ques- 
tions," he  went  on,  after  a  pause;  "but  you  are  too 
proud  to  do  it.  Never  mind ;  I'll  tell  you  one  or  two 
things,  because  I  want  your  fellow  white  men  to  know 
them  when  you  go  back,  if  you  are  lucky  enough  to  get 
back.  About  that  cursed  stone  of  yours,  for  instance. 
These  negroes,  or  at  least  so  the  legend  goes,  were  Mo- 
hammedans originally.  While  Mohammed  himself 
was  still  alive,  there  was  a  schism  among  his  fol- 
lowers, and  the  smaller  party  moved  away  from  Ara- 
bia, and  eventually  crossed  Africa.  They  took  away 
with  them,  in  their  exile,  a  valuable  relic  of  their  old 
faith  in  the  shape  of  a  large  piece  of  black  stone  of 
Mecca.  The  stone  was  a  meteoric  one,  as  you  may 
have  heard,  and  in  its  fall  upon  the  earth  it  broke  into 
two  pieces.  One  of  these  pieces  is  still  at  Mecca.  The 
larger  piece  was  carried  away  to  Barbary,  where  a 
skilful  worker  modeled  it  into  the  fashion  which  you 
saw  to-day.  These  men  are  the  descendants  of  the 
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original  seceders  from  Mohammed,  and  they  have 
brought  their  relic  safely  through  all  their  wander- 
ings until  they  settled  in  this  strange  place,  where  the 
desert  protects  them  from  their  enemies." 

"And  the  ear?"  I  asked,  almost  involuntarily. 

"Oh,  that  was  the  same  story  over  again.  Some  of 
the  tribe  wandered  away  to  the  south  a  few  hundred 
years  ago,  and  one  of  them,  wishing  to  have  good  luck 
for  the  enterprise,  got  into  the  temple  at  night  and  car- 
ried off  one  of  the  ears.  There  has  been  a  tradition 
among  the  negroes  ever  since  that  the  ear  would  come 
back  some  day.  The  fellow  who  carried  it  was  caught 
by  some  slaver,  no  doubt,  and  that  was  how  it  got  into 
America,  and  so  into  your  hands — and  you  have  had 
the  honor  of  fulfilling  the  prophecy." 

He  paused  for  a  few  minutes,  resting  his  head  upon 
his  hands,  waiting  apparently  for  me  to  speak.  When- 
he  looked  up  again,  the  whole  expression  of  his  face 
had  changed.  His  features  were  firm  and  set,  and  he 
changed  the  air  of  half  levity  with  which  lie  had 
spoken  before  for  one  of  sternness  and  almost  ferocity. 

"I  wish  you  to  carry  a  message  back,"  he  said,  "to 
the  white  race,  the  great  dominating  race  whom  I  hate 
and  defy.  Tell  them  that  I  have  battened  on  their 
blood  for  twenty  years,  that  I  have  slain  them  until 
even  I  became  tired  of  what  had  once  been  a  joy,  that 
I  did  this  unnoticed  and  unsuspected  in  the  face  of 
every  precaution  which  their  civilization  could  sug- 
gest. There  is  no  satisfaction  in  revenge  when  your 
eneiLy  does  not  know  who  has  struck  him.  I  am  not 
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sorry,  therefore,  to  have  you  as  a  messenger.  There 
is  no  need  why  I  should  tell  you  how  this  great  hate 
became  born  in  me.  See  this,"  and  he  held  up  his  mu- 
tilated hand ;  "that  was  done  by  a  white  man's  knife. 
My  father  was  white,  my  mother  was  a  slave.  When 
he  died  she  was  sold  again,  and  I,  a  child  then,  saw 
her  lashed  to  death  to  break  her  of  some  of  the  little 
airs  and  graces  which  her  late  master  had  encouraged 
her  in.  My  young  wife,  too — oh,  my  young  wife!" 
a  shudder  ran  through  his  whole  frame.  "No  mat- 
ter! I  swore  my  oath,  and  I  kept  it.  From  Maine 
to'  Florida,  and  from  Boston  to  San  Francisco,  you 
could  track  my  steps  by  sudden  deaths  which  baffled 
the  police.  I  warred  against  the  whole  white  race  as 
they  for  centuries  had  warred  against  the  black  one. 
At  last,  as  I  tell  you,  I  sickened  of  blood.  Still,  the 
sight  of  a  white  face  was  abhorrent  to  me,  and  I  de- 
termined to  find  some  bold,  free  black  people  and  to 
throw  in  my  lot  with  them,  to  cultivate  their  latent 
powers,  and  to  form  a  nucleus  for  a  great  colored  na- 
tion. This  idea  possessed  me,  and  I  traveled  over  the 
world  for  two  years  seeking  for  what  I  desired.  At 
last  I  almost  despaired  of  finding  it.  There  was  no 
hope  of  regeneration  in  the  slave-dealing  Soudanese, 
the  debased  Fantee,  or  the  Americanized  negro  of  Li- 
beria. I  was  returning  from  my  quest,  when  chance 
brought  me  in  contact  with  this  magnificent  tribe  of 
dwellers  in  the  desert,  and  I  threw  in  my  lot  with 
them.  Before  doing  so,  however,  my  old  instinct  of 
revenge  prompted  me  to  make  one  last  visit  to  the 
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United  States,  and  I  returned  from  it  in  the  Marie 
Celeste. 

"As  to  the  voyage  itself,  your  intelligence  will  have 
told  you  by  this  time,  thanks  to  my  manipulation,  both 
compasses  and  chronometers  were  entirely  untrustr 
worthy.  I  alone  worked  out  the  course  with  correct 
instruments  of  my  own,  while  the  steering  was  done 
by  my  black  friends  under  my  guidance.  I  pushed 
Tibbs's  wife  overboard.  What!  You  look  surprised 
and  shrink  away.  Surely  you  had  guessed  that  by  this 
tima  I  would  have  shot  you  that  day  through  the 
partition,  but  unfortunately  you  were  not  there.  I 
tried  again  afterward,  but  you  were  awake.  I  shot 
Tibbs.  I  think  the  idea  of  suicide  was  carried  out 
rather  neatly.  Of  course  when  once  we  got  on  the 
coast  the  rest  was  simple.  I  had  bargained  that  all  on 
board  should  die ;  but  that  stone  of  yours  upset  my 
plans.  I  also  bargained  that  there  should  be  no 
plunder.  No  one  can  say  we  are  pirates.  We  have 
acted  from  principle,  not  from  any  sordid  motive." 

I  listened  in  amazement  to  the  summary  of  his 
dimes  which  this  strange  man  gave  me,  all  in  the 
quietest  and  most  composed  of  voices,  as  though  de- 
tailing incidents  of  every-day  occurrence.  I  still  seem 
to  see  him  sitting  like  a  hideous  nightmare  at  the  end 
of  my  couch,  with  the  single  rude  lamp  flickering  over 
feis  cadaverous  features. 

"And  now,"  he  continued,  "there  is  no  difficulty 
about  your  escape.  These  stupid  adopted  children  of 
Maine  will  say  that  you  Lave  gone  back  to  heaven  from 
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whence  you  come.  The  wind  blows  off  the  land.  I 
have  a  boat  all  ready  for  you,  well  stored  with  pro- 
visions and  water.  I  am  anxious  to  be  rid  of  you,  so 
you  may  rely  that  nothing  is  neglected.  Rise  up  and 
follow  me." 

I  did  what  he  commanded,  and  he  led  me  through 
the  door  of  the  hut.  The  guards  had  either  been  with- 
drawn, or  Goring  had  arranged  matters  with  them. 
We  passed  unchallenged  through  the  town  and  across 
the  sandy  plain. 

Once  more  I  heard  the  roar  of  the  sea,  and  saw  the 
long  white  line  of  the  surge.  Two  figures  were  stand- 
ing upon  the  shore  arranging  the  gear  of  a  small  boat. 
They  were  the  two  sailors  who  had  been  with  us  on 
the  voyage.  "See  him  safely  through  the  surf,"  said 
Goring.  The  two  men  sprang  in  and  pushed  off,  pull- 
ing me  in  after  them.  With  mainsail  and  jib  we  ran 
out  from  the  land  and  passed  safely  over  the  bar. 
Then  my  two  companions  without  a  word  of  fare- 
well sprang  overboard,  and  I  saw  their  heads  like 
black  dots  on  the  white  foam  as  they  made  their  way* 
back  to  the  shore,  while  I  scudded  away  into  the  black- 
ness of  the  night.  Looking  back,  I  caught  my  last 
glimpse  of  Goring.  He  was  standing  upon  the  sum- 
mit of  a  sand-hill,  and  the  rising  moon  behind  him 
threw  his  gaunt,  angular  figure  into  hard  relief.  He 
was  waving  his  arms  frantically  to  and  fro ;  it  may 
have  been  to  encourage  me  on  my  way,  but  the  ges- 
tures seemed  to  me  at  the  time  to  be  threatening  ones, 
and  I've  often  thought  that  it  was  more  likely  that  his 
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old  savage  instinct  had  returned  when  he  realized  that 
I  was  out  of  his  power.  Be  that  as  it  may,  it  was  the 
last  that  I  ever  saw  or  ever  shall  see  of  Septimus  Goring. 

There  is  no  need  for  me  to  dwell  upon  my  solitary 
voyage.  I  steered  as  well  as  I  could  for  the  Canaries, 
but  was  picked  up  upon  the  fifth  day  by  the  British 
and  African  Steam  Navigation  Company's  boat  Mon- 
rovia. Let  me  take  this  opportunity  of  tendering  my 
sincerest  thanks  to  Captain  Stornoway  and  his  officers 
for  the  great  kindness  which  they  showed  me  from 
that  time  till  they  landed  me  in  Liverpool,  where  I  was 
enabled  to  take  one  of  the  Guion  boats  to  New  York. 

From  the  day  on  which  I  found  myself  once  more 
in  the  bosom  of  my  family  I  have  said  little  of  what 
I  have  undergone.  The  subject  is  still  an  intensely 
painful  one  to  me,  and  the  little  which  I  have  dropped 
has  been  discredited.  I  now  put  the  facts  before  the 
public  as  they  occurred,  careless  how  far  they  may  be 
believed,  and  simply  writing  them  down  because  my 
lung  is  growing  weaker,  and  I  feel  the  responsibility 
of  holding  my  peace  longer.  I  make  no  vague  state- 
ment Turn  to  your  map  of  Africa.  There  above 
Cape  Blanco,  where  the  land  trends  away  north  and 
south  from  the  westernmost  point  of  the  continent, 
there  it  is  that  Septimus  Goring  still  reigns  over  his 
dark  subjects,  unless  retribution  has  overtaken  him; 
and  there,  where  the  long  green  ridges  run  swiftly  in 
to  roar  and  hiss  upon  the  hot,  yellow  sand,  it  is  there 
that  Harton  lies  with  Hyson  and  the  other  poor  fel- 
lows who  were  done  to  death  in  the  Marie  Celeste. 


THE  GREAT  KEINPLATZ   EXPERI- 
MENT. 

OF  all  the  sciences  which  have  puzzled  the  sons  of 
men,  none  had  such  an  attraction  for  the  learned  Pro- 
fessor von  Baumgarten  as  those  which  relate  to  psy- 
chology and  the  ill-defined  relations  between  mind 
and  matter.  A  celebrated  anatomist,  a  profound  chem- 
ist, and  one  of  the  first  physiologists  in  Europe,  it  was 
a  relief  for  him  to  turn  from  these  subjects  and  to 
bring  his  varied  knowledge  to  bear  upon  the  study  of 
the  soul  and  the  mysterious  relationship  of  spirits. 
At  first,  when  as  a  young  man  he  began  to  dip  into  the 
secrets  of  mesmerism,  his  mind  seemed  to  be  wander- 
ing in  a  strange  land  where  all  was  chaos  and  dark- 
ness, save  that  here  and  there  some  great>  unexplain- 
able  and  disconnected  fact  loomed  out  in  front  of  him. 
As  the  years  passed,  however,  and  as  the  worthy  pro- 
fessor's stock  of  knowledge  increased — for  knowledge 
begets  knowledge  as  money  bears  interest — much 
which  had  seemed  strange  and  unaccountable  began  to 
take  another  shape  in  his  eyes.  "New  trains  of  reason- 
ing became  familiar  to  him,  and  he  perceived  connect- 
ing links  where  all  had  been  incomprehensible  and 
startling.  By  experiments  which  extended  over 
twenty  years,  he  obtained  a  basis  of  facts  upon  which 
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it  was  his  ambition  to  build  up  a  new  exact  science 
which  should  embrace  mesmerism,  spiritualism,  and 
all  cognate  subjects.  In  this  he  was  much  helped  by 
his  intimate  knowledge  of  the  more  intricate  parts  of 
animal  physiology  which  treat  of  nerve  currents  and 
the  working  of  the  brain;  for  Alexis  von  Baumgar- 
ten  was  Regius  Professor  of  Physiology  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  Keinplatz,  and  had  all  the  resources  of  the 
laboratory  to  aid  him  in  his  profound  researches. 

Professor  von  Baumgarten  was  tall  and  thin,  with 
a  hatchet  face,  and  steel-gray  eyes  which  were  singu- 
larly bright  and  penetrating.  Much  thought  had  fur- 
rowed his  forehead  and  contracted  his  heavy  eyebrows, 
so  that  he  appeared  to  wear  a  perpetual  frown,  which 
often  misled  people  as  to  his  character,  for  though 
austere  he  was  tender-hearted.  He  was  popular 
among  the  students,  who  would  gather  round  him  after 
his  lectures  and  listen  eagerly  to  his  strange  theories. 
Often  he  would  call  for  volunteers  from  among  them 
in  order  to  conduct  some  experiment;  so  that  event- 
ually there  was  hardly  a  lad  in  the  class  who  had  not, 
at  one  time  or  another,  been  thrown  into  a  mesmeric 
trance  by  his  professor. 

Of  all  these  young  devotees  of  science  there  was 
none  who  equaled  in  enthusiasm  Fritz  von  Hartmann. 
It  had  often  seemed  strange  to  his  fellow-students  that 
wild,  reckless  Fritz,  as  dashing  a  young  fellow  as  ever 
hailed  from  the  Rhinelands,  should  devote  the  time 
and  trouble  which  he  did  in  reading  up  abstruse  works 
and  in  assisting  the  professor  in  his  strange  experi- 
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merits.  The  effect  was,  however,  that  Fritz  was  a 
knowing  and  long-headed  fellow.  Months  before  he 
had  lost  his  heart  to  young  Elise,  the  blue-eyed,  yel- 
low-haired daughter  of  the  lecturer.  Although  he 
had  succeeded  in  learning  from  her  lips  that  she  was 
not  indifferent  to  his  suit,  he  had  never  dared  to  an- 
nounce himself  to  her  family  as  a  formal  suitor. 
Hence  he  would  have  found  it  a  difficult  matter  to  see 
his  young  lady,  had  he  not  adopted  the  expedient  of 
making  himself  useful  to  the  professor.  By  this 
means  he  frequently  was  asked  to  the  old  man's  house, 
where  he  willingly  submitted  to  be  experimented  upon 
in  any  way  as  long  as  there  was  a  chance  of  his  re- 
ceiving one  bright  glance  from  the  eyes  of  Elise  or  one 
touch  of  her  little  hand. 

Young  Fritz  von  Hartmann  was  a  handsome  lad 
enough.  There  were  broad  acres,  too,  which  would 
descend  to  him  when  his  father  died.  To  many  he 
would  have  seemed  an  eligible  suitor;  but  madame 
frowned  upon  his  presence  in  the  house,  and  lectured 
the  professor  at  times  on  his  allowing  such  a  wolf 
to  prowl  around  their  lamb.  To  tell  the  truth,  Fritz 
had  an  evil  name  in  Keinplatz.  Never  was  there  a 
riot  or  a  duel,  or  any  other  mischief  afoot,  but  the 
young  Rhinelander  figured  as  a  ringleader  in  it, 
No  one  used  more  free  and  violent  language,  no  one 
drank  more,  no  one  played  cards  more  habitually, 
no  one  was  more  idle,  save  on  the  one  solitary  sub- 
ject. No  wonder,  then,  that  the  good  frau  profes- 
sorin  gathered  her  fraulein  under  her  wing,  and  re- 
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sented  the  attentions  of  such  a  mauvais  sujet.  As 
to  the  worthy  lecturer,  he  was  too  much  engrossed 
by  his  strange  studies  to  form  an  opinion  upon  the 
subject  one  way  or  the  other. 

For  many  years  there  was  one  question  which  had 
continually  obtruded  itself  upon  his  thoughts.  All 
his  experiments  and  his  theories  turned  upon  a  sin- 
gle point.  A  hundred  times  a  day  the  professor 
asked  himself  whether  it  was  possible  for  the  human 
spirit  to  exist  apart  from  the  body  for  a  time  and 
then  to  return  to  it  once  again.  When  the  possibility 
first  suggested  itself  to  him  his  scientific  mind  had 
revolted  from  it.  It  clashed  too  violently  with  pre- 
conceived ideas  and  the  prejudices  of  his  early  train- 
ing. Gradually,  however,  as  he  proceeded  further 
and  further  along  the  pathway  of  original  research, 
his  mind  shook  off  its  old  fetters  and  became  ready 
to  face  any  conclusion  which  could  reconcile  the  facts. 
There  were  many  things  which  made  him  believe  that 
it  was  possible  for  mind  to  exist  apart  from  matter. 
At  last  it  occurred  to  him  that  by  a  daring  and 
original  experiment  the  question  might  be  definitely 
decided. 

"It  is  evident,"  he  remarked  in  his  celebrated  ar- 
ticle upon  invisible  entities,  which  appeared  in  the 
"Keinplatz  wochentliche  Medicalschrift"  about  this 
time,  and  which  surprised  the  whole  scientific  world 
— "it  is  evident  that  under  certain  conditions  the 
soul  or  mind  does  separate  itself  from  the  body. 
In  the  case  of  a  mesmerized  person,  the  body  lies 
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in  a  cataleptic  condition,  but  the  spirit  has  left  it. 
Perhaps  you  reply  that  the  soul  is  there,  but  in  a 
dormant  condition.  I  answer  that  this  is  not  so, 
otherwise  how  can  one  account  for  the  condition  of 
clairvoyance,  which  has  fallen  into  disrepute  through 
the  knavery  of  certain  scoundrels,  but  which  can 
easily  be  shown  to  be  an  undoubted  fact?  I  have 
been  able  myself,  with  a  sensitive  subject,  to  obtain 
an  accurate  description  of  what  was  going  on  in  an- 
other room  or  another  house.  How  can  such  knowl- 
edge be  accounted  for  on  any  hypothesis  save  that 
the  soul  of  the  subject  has  left  the  body  and  is  wan- 
dering through  space  2  For  a  moment  it  is  recalled 
by  the  voice  of  the  operator  and  says  what  it  has 
seen,  and  then  wings  its  way  once  more  through  the 
air.  Since  the  spirit  is  by  its  very  nature  invisible, 
we  can  not  see  these  comings  and  goings,  but  we  see 
their  effect  in  the  body  of  the  subject,  now  rigid  and 
inert,  now  struggling  to  narrate  impressions  which 
could  never  have  come  to  it  by  natural  means. 
There  is  only  one  way  which  I  can  see  by  which 
the  fact  can  be  demonstrated.  Although  we  in  the 
flesh  are  unable  to  see  these  spirits,  yet  our  own  spir- 
its, could  we  separate  them  from  the  body,  would  be 
conscious  of  the  presence  of  others.  It  is  my  in- 
tention, therefore,  shortly  to  mesmerize  one  of  my 
pupils.  I  shall  then  mesmerize  myself  in  a  manner 
which  has  become  easy  to  me.  After  that,  if  my 
theory  holds  good,  my  spirit  will  have  no  difficulty 
in  meeting  and  communing  with  the  spirit  of  my 
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pupil,  both  being  separated  from  the  body.  I  hope 
to  be  able  to  communicate  the  result  of  this  interest- 
ing experiment  in  an  early  number  of  the  'Keinplatz 
wochentliche  Medicalschrift.'" 

When  the  good  professor  finally  fulfilled  his  prom- 
ise, and  published  an  account  of  what  occurred,  the 
narrative  was  so  extraordinary  that  it  was  received 
with  general  incredulity.  The  tone  of  some  of  the 
papers  was  so  offensive  in  their  comments  upon  the 
matter  that  the  angry  savant  declared  that  he  would 
never  open  his  mouth  again  or  refer  to  the  subject 
in  any  way — a  promise  which  he  has  faithfully 
kept.  This  narrative  has  been  compiled,  however, 
from  the  most  authentic  sources,  and  the  events 
cited  in  it  may  be  relied  upon  as  substantially 
correct. 

It  happened,  then,  that  shortly  after  the  time  when 
Professor  von  Baumgarten  conceived  the  idea  of  the 
above-mentioned  experiment,  he  was  walking  thought- 
fully homeward  after  a  long  day  in  the  laboratory, 
when,  he  met  a  crowd  of  roistering  students  who  had 
just  streamed  out  from  a  beer-house.  At  the  head  of 
them,  half-intoxicated  and  very  noisy,  was  young 
Fritz  von  Hartmann.  The  professor  would  have 
passed  them,  but  his  pupil  ran  across  and  intercepted 
him. 

"Heh!  my  worthy  master,"  he  said,  taking  the 
old  man  by  the  sleeve,  and  leading  him  down  the 
road  with  him.  "There  is  something  that  I  have  to 
say  to  you,  and  it  is  easier  for  me  to  say  it 
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when  the  good  beer  is  humming  in  my  head,  than  at 
another  time." 

"What  is  it,  then,  Fritz?"  the  physiologist  asked, 
looking  at  him  in  mild  surprise. 

"I  hear,  mein  herr,  that  you  are  about  to  do  some 
wondrous  experiment  in  which  you  hope  to  take  a 
man's  soul  out  of  his  body,  and  then  to  put  it  back 
again.  Is  it  not  so?" 

"It  is  true,  Fritz." 

"And  have  you  considered,  my  dear  sir,  that  you 
may  have  some  difficulty  in  finding  some  one  on 
whom  to  try  this  ?  Potztausend  1  Suppose  that  the 
soul  went  out  and  would  not  come  back.  That  would 
be  a  bad  business.  Who  is  to  take  the  risk?" 

"But,  Fritz,"  the  professor  cried,  very  much 
startled  by  this  view  of  the  matter,  "I  had  relied 
upon  your  assistance  in  the  attempt.  Surely  you 
will  not  desert  me.  Consider  the  honor  and  glory." 

"Consider  the  fiddlesticks!"  the  student  cried 
angrily.  "Am  I  to  be  paid  always  thus  ?  Did  I 
not  stand  two  hours  upon  a  glass  insulator  while  you 
poured  electricity  into  my  body?  Have  you  not 
stimulated  my  phrenic  nerves,  besides  ruining  my 
digestion  with  a  galvanic  current  round  my  stomach  ? 
Four-and-thirty  times  you  have  mesmerized  me,  and 
what  have  I  got  from  all  this  ?  Nothing.  And  now 
you  wish  to  take  my  soul  out,  as  you  would  take  the 
works  from  a  watch.  It  is  more  than  flesh  and 
blood  can  stand." 

"Dear,  dear!"  the  professor  cried,  in  great  dis- 
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tress.  "That  is  very  true,  Fritz.  I  never  thought  of 
it  before.  If  you  can  but  suggest  how  I  can  compen- 
sate you,  you  will  find  me  ready  and  willing." 

"Then  listen,"  said  Fritz,  solemnly.  "If  you  will 
pledge  your  word  that  after  this  experiment  I  may 
have  the  hand  of  your  daughter,  then  I  am  willing 
to  assist  you ;  but  if  not,  I  shall  have  nothing  to  do 
with  it.  These  are  my  only  terms.'*' 

"And  what  would  my  daughter  say  to  this?"  the 
professor  exclaimed,  after  a  pause  of  astonishment. 

"Elise  would  welcome  it,"  the  young  man  replied. 
"We  have  loved  each  other  long." 

"Then  she  shall  be  yours,"  the  physiologist  said 
with  decision,  "for  you  are  a  good-hearted  young 
man,  and  one  of  the  best  neurotic  subjects  that  I  have 
ever  known — that  is,  when  you  are  not  under  the  in- 
fluence of  alcohoL  My  experiment  is  to  be  per- 
formed upon  the  fourth  of  next  month.  You  will 
attend  at  the  physiological  laboratory  at  twelve 
o'clock.  It  will  be  a  great  occasion,  Fritz.  Von 
Gruben  is  coming  from  Jena,  and  Hmterstein  from 
Basle.  The  chief  men  of  science  of  all  South  Ger- 
many will  be  there." 

"I  shall  be  punctual,"  the  student  said  briefly,  and 
so  the  two  parted.  The  professor  plodded  homeward, 
thinking  of  the  great  coming  event,  while  the  young 
man  staggered  along  after  his  noisy  companions,  with 
his  mind  full  of  the  blue-eyed  Elise,  and  of  the  bar- 
gain which  he  had  concluded  with  her  father. 

The  professor  did  not  exaggerate  when  he  spoke  of 
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the  widespread  interest  excited  by  his  novel  psycho- 
physiological  experiment.  Long  before  the  hour  had 
arrived,  the  room  was  filled  by  a  galaxy  of  talent.  Be- 
sides the  celebrities  whom  he  had  mentioned,  there  had 
come  from  London  the  great  Professor  Lurcher,  who 
had  just  established  his  reputation  by  a  remarkable 
treatise  upon  cerebral  centres.  Several  great  lights  of 
the  Spiritualistic  body  had  also  come  a  long  distance 
to  be  present,  as  had  a  Swedenborgian  minister,  who 
considered  that  the  proceedings  might  throw  some 
light  upon  the  doctrines  of  the  Rosy  Cross. 

There  was  considerable  applause  from  this  eminent 
assembly  upon  the  appearance  of  Professor  von  Baum- 
garten  and  his  subject  upon  the  platform.  The  lec- 
turer, in  a  few  well-chosen  words,  explained  what  his 
views  were,  and  how  he  proposed  to  test  them.  "I 
hold,"  he  said,  "that  when  a  person  is  under  the  influ- 
ence of  mesmerism,  his  spirit  is  for  the  time  released 
from  his  body,  and  I  challenge  any  one  to  put  for- 
ward any  other  hypothesis  which  will  account  for  the 
fact  of  clairvoyance.  I  therefore  hope  that  upon  mes- 
merizing my  young  friend  here,  and  then  putting 
myself  into  a  trance,  our  spirits  may  be  able  to  com- 
mune together,  though  our  bodies  lie  still  and  inert. 
'After  a  time  nature  will  resume  her  sway,  our  spirits 
will  return  into  our  respective  bodies,  and  all  will  be 
as  before.  With  your  kind  permission  we  shall  now 
proceed  to  attempt  the  experiment." 

The  applause  was  renewed  at  this  speech,  and  the 
audience  settled  down  in  expectant  silence.  With  a 
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few  rapid  passes  the  professor  mesmerized  the  young 
man,  who  sank  back  in  his  chair,  pale  and  rigid.  He 
then  took  a  bright  globe  of  glass  from  his  pocket,  and 
by  concentrating  his  gaze  upon  it  and  making  a  strong 
mental  effort,  he  succeeded  in  throwing  himself  into 
the  same  condition.  It  was  a  strange  and  impressive 
sight  to  see  the  old  man  and  the  young  sitting  together 
in  the  same  cataleptic  condition.  Whither,  then,  had 
their  souls  fled?  That  was  the  question  which  pre- 
sented itself  to  each  and  every  one  of  the  spectators. 
Five  minutes  passed,  and  then  ten,  and  then  fifteen, 
and  then  fifteen  more,  while  the  professor  and  his 
pupil  sat  stiff  and  stark  upon  the  platform.  During 
that  time  not  a  sound  was  heard  from  the  assembled 
savants,  but  every  eye  was  bent  upon  the  two  pale 
faces,  in  search  of  the  first  signs  of  returning  con- 
sciousness. Nearly  an  hour  had  elapsed  before  the 
patient  watchers  were  rewarded.  A  faint  flush  came 
back  to  the  cheeks  of  Professor  von  Baumgarten 
The  soul  was  coming  back  once  more  to  its  earthly 
tenement  Suddenly  he  stretched  out  his  long  thin 
arms,  as  one  awaking  from  sleep,  and,  rubbing  his 
eyes,  stood  up  from  his  chair  and  gazed  about  him  as 
though  he  hardly  realized  where  he  was.  "Tausend 
teufel!"  he  exclaimed,  rapping  out  a  tremendous 
South  German  oath,  to  the  great  astonishment  of  his 
audience  and  to  the  disgust  of  the  Swedenborgian. 
"Where  the  henker  am  I,  then,  and  what  in  thunder 
has  occurred?  Oh,  yes,  I  remember  now.  One  of 
these  nonsensical  mesmeric  experiments.  There  is  no 
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result  this  time,  for  I  remember  nothing  at  all  since  I 
became  unconscious;  so  you  have  had  all  your  long 
journeys  for  nothing,  my  learned  friends,  and  a  very 
good  joke,  too ;"  at  which  the  regius  professor  of  physi- 
ology burst  into  a  roar  of  laughter  and  slapped  his 
thigh  in  a  highly  indecorous  fashion.  The  audience 
were  so  enraged  at  this  unseemly  behavior  on  the  part 
of  their  host  that  there  might  have  been  a  considerable 
disturbance  had  it  not  been  for  the  judicious  inter- 
ference of  young  Fritz  von  Hartmann,  who  had  now 
recovered  from  his  lethargy.  Stepping  to  the  front  of 
the  platform,  the  young  man  apologized  for  the  con- 
duct of  his  companion,  saying: 

"I  am  sorry  to  say  that  he  is  a  harum-scarum  sort 
of  fellow,  although  he  appeared  so  grave  at  the  com- 
mencement of  this  experiment.  He  is  still  suffering 
from  mesmeric  reaction,  and  is  hardly  accountable  for 
his  words.  As  to  the  experiment  itself,  I  do  not  con- 
sider it  to  be  a  failure.  It  is  very  possible  that  our 
spirits  may  have  been  communing  in  space  during  this 
hour ;  but,  unfortunately,  our  gross  bodily  memory  is 
distinct  from  our  spirit,  and  we  can  not  recall  what 
has  occurred.  My  energies  shall  now  be  devoted  to 
devising  some  means  by  which  spirits  may  be  able  to 
recollect  what  occurs  to  them  in  their  free  state,  and 
I  trust  that  when  I  have  worked  this  out,  I  may  have 
the  pleasure  of  meeting  you  all  once  again  in  this 
hall,  and  demonstrating  to  you  the  result."  This 
address,  coming  from  so  young  a  student,  caused  con- 
siderable astonishment  among  the  audience,  and  some 
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were  inclined  to  be  offended,  thinking  that  he  assumed 
rather  too  much  importance.  The  majority,  how- 
ever, looked  upon  him  as  a  young  man  of  great  prom- 
ise, and  many  comparisons  were  made  as  they  left  the 
hall  between  his  dignified  conduct  and  the  levity  of 
his  professor,  who  during  the  above  remarks  was 
laughing  heartily  in  a  corner,  by  no  means  abashed 
at  the  failure  of  the  experiment. 

Now,  although  all  these  learned  men  were  filing  out 
of  the  lecture-room  under  the  impression  that  they 
had  seen  nothing  of  note,  as  a  matter  of  fact  one  of 
the  most  wonderful  things  in  the  whole  history  of 
the  world  had  just  occurred  before  their  very  eyes. 
Professor  von  Baumgarten  had  been  so  far  correct  in 
his  theory  that  both  his  spirit  and  that  of  his  pupil 
had  been  for  a  time  absent  from  his  body.  But  here 
a  strange  and  unforeseen  complication  had  occurred. 
In  their  return  the  spirit  of  Fritz  von  Hartmann  had 
entered  into  the  body  of  Alexis  von  Baumgarten,  and 
that  of  Alexis  von  Baumgarten  had  taken  up  its 
abode  in  the  frame  of  Fritz  von  Hartmann,  Hence 
the  slang  and  scurrility  which  issued  from  the  lips 
of  the  serious  professor,  and  hence  also  the  weighty 
words  and  grave  statements  which  fell  from  the  care- 
less student.  It  was  an  unprecedented  event,  yet  no 
one  knew  of  it,  least  of  all  those  whom  it  concerned. 

The  body  of  the  professor,  feeling  conscious  sud- 
denly of  a  great  dryness  about  the  back  of  the  throat, 
sallied  out  into  the  street,  still  chuckling  to  himself 
over  the  result  of  the  experiment)  for  the  soul  of 
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Fritz  within  was  reckless  at  the  thought  of  the  bride 
whom  he  had  won  so  easily.  His  first  impnlse  was  to 
go  up  to  the  house  and  see  her,  but  on  second  thoughts 
he  came  to  the  conclusion  that  it  would  be  best  to  stay 
away  until  Madame  Baumgarten  should  be  informed 
by  her  husband  of  the  agreement  which  had  been 
made.  He  therefore  made  his  way  down  to  the  Gruner 
Mann,  which  was  one  of  the  favorite  trysting-places 
of  the  wilder  students,  and  ran,  boisterously  waving 
his  cane  in  the  air,  into  the  little  parlor,  where  sat 
Spiegel  and  Muller  and  half  a  dozen  other  boon 
companions. 

"Ha !  ha !  my  boys !"  he  shouted.  "I  knew  I  would 
find  you  here.  Drink  up,  every  one  of  you,  and  call 
for  what  you  like,  for  I'm  going  to  stand  treat  to- 
day!" 

Had  the  green  man  who  is  depicted  upon  the  sign- 
post of  that  well-known  inn  suddenly  marched  into 
the  room  and  called  for  a  bottle  of  wine,  the  students 
could  not  have  been  more  amazed  than  they  were  by 
this  unexpected  entry  of  their  revered  professor. 
They  were  so  astonished  that  for  a  minute  or  two  they 
glared  at  him  in  utter  bewilderment  without  being 
able  to  make  any  reply  to  his  hearty  invitation. 

"Donner  und  blitzen!"  shouted  the  professor, 
angrily.  "What  the  deuce  is  the  matter  with  you, 
then  ?  You  sit  there  like  a  set  of  stuck  pigs  staring 
at  me.  What  is  it,  then?" 

"It  is  the  unexpected  honor,"  stammered  Spiegel, 
who  was  in  the  chair. 

21          Vol.  2 
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"Honor — rubbish!"  said  the  professor,  testily. 
"Do  you  think  that  just  because  I  happen  to  have 
been  exhibiting  mesmerism  to  a  parcel  of  old  fossils, 
I  am  therefore  too  proud  to  associate  with  dear  old 
friends  like  you?  Come  out  of  that  chair,  Spiegel, 
my  boy,  for  I  shall  preside  now.  Beer,  or  wine,  or 
schnapps,  my  lads — call  for  what  you  like,  and  put  it 
all  down  to  me." 

Never  was  there  such  an  afternoon  in  the  Gruner 
Mann.  The  foaming  flagons  of  lager  and  the  green- 
necked  bottles  of  Rhenish  circulated  merrily.  By 
degrees  the  students  lost  their  shyness  in  the  presence 
of  their  professor.  As  for  him,  he  shouted,  he  sang, 
he  roared,  he  balanced  a  long  tobacco-pipe  upon  his 
nose,  and  offered  to  run  a  hundred  yards  against  any 
member  of  the  company.  The  kellner  and  the  bar- 
maid whispered  to  each  other  outside  the  door  their 
astonishment  at  such  proceedings  on  the  part  of  a 
regius  professor  of  the  ancient  University  of  Kein- 
platz.  They  had  still  more  to  whisper  about  after- 
ward, for  the  learned  man  cracked  the  kellner's  crown, 
and  kissed  the  barmaid  behind  the  kitchen  door. 

"Gentlemen,"  said  the  professor,  standing  up,  al- 
beit somewhat  totteringly,  at  the  end  of  the  table, 
and  balancing  his  high,  old-fashioned  wine  glass  in 
his  bony  hand,  "I  must  now  explain  to  you  what  is 
the  cause  of  this  festivity." 

"Hear!  hear!"  roared  the  students,  hammering 
their  beer  glasses  against  the  table;  "a  speech,  a 
speech! — silence  for  a  speech  1" 
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"The  fact  is,  my  friends,"  said  the  professor,  beam- 
ing through  his  spectacles,  "I  hope  very  soon  to  be 
married." 

"Married !"  cried  a  student,  bolder  than  the  others. 
"Is  madame  dead,  then  ?" 

"Madame  who  2" 

"Why,  Madame  von  Baumgarten,  of  course." 

"Ha !  ha  I"  laughed  the  professor ;  "I  can  see,  then, 
that  you  all  know  all  about  my  former  difficulties. 
No,  she  is  not  dead,  but  I  have  reason  to  believe  that 
she  will  not  oppose  my  marriage." 

"That  is  very  accommodating  of  her,"  remarked 
one  of  the  company. 

"In  fact,"  said  the  professor,  "I  hope  that  she  will 
now  be  induced  to  aid  me  in  getting  a  wife.  She  and 
I  never  took  to  each  other  very  much;  but  now  I 
hope  all  that  may  be  ended,  and  when  I  marry  she 
will  come  and  stay  with  me." 

"What  a  happy  family !"  exclaimed  some  wag. 

"Yes,  indeed ;  and  I  hope  you  will  come  to  my  wed- 
ding, all  of  you.  I  won't  mention  names,  but  here  IB 
to  my  little  bride  1"  and  the  professor  waved  his  glass 
in  the  air. 

"Here's  to  his  little  bride!"  roared  the  roisterers, 
with  shouts  of  laughter.  "Here's  her  health.  Sie  soil 
leben — hoch !"  And  so  the  fun  waxed  still  more  fast 
and  furious,  while  each  young  fellow  followed  the 
professor's  example,  and  drank  a  toast  to  the  girl  of 
his  heart. 

While  all  this  festivity  had  been  going  on  at  the 
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Gruner  Mann,  a  very  different  scene  had  been  enacted 
elsewhere.  Young  Fritz  von  Hartmann,  with  a  sol- 
emn face  and  a  reserved  manner,  had,  after  the  ex- 
periment, consulted  and  adjusted  some  mathematical 
instruments;  after  which,  with  a  few  peremptory 
words  to  the  janitors,  he  had  walked  out  into  the  street 
and  wended  his  way  slowly  in  the  direction  of  the 
house  of  the  professor.  As  he  walked  he  saw  Von 
Althaus,  the  professor  of  anatomy,  in  front  of  him, 
and  quickening  his  pace,  he  overtook  him. 

"I  say,  Von  Althaus,"  he  exclaimed,  tapping  him 
on  the  sleeve,  "you  were  asking  me  for  some  informa- 
tion the  other  day  concerning  the  middle  coat  of  the 
cerebral  arteries.  Now  I  find — " 

"Donnerwetter !"  shouted  Von  Althaus,  who  was 
a  peppery  old  fellow.  "What  the  deuce  do  you  mean 
by  your  impertinence!  I'll  have  you  up  before  the 
academical  senate  for  this,  sir;"  with  which  threat 
he  turned  on  his  heel  and  hurried  away.  Von  Hart- 
mann was  much  surprised  at  this  reception.  "It's 
on  account  of  this  failure  of  my  experiment,"  he 
said  to  himself,  and  continued  moodily  on  his  way. 

Fresh  surprises  were  in  store  for  him,  however. 
He  was  hurrying  along  when  he  was  overtaken  by 
two  students.  These  youths,  instead  of  raising  their 
caps  or  showing  any  other  sign  of  respect,  gave  a 
wild  whoop  of  delight  the  instant  that  they  saw  him, 
and  rushing  at  him,  seized  him  by  each  arm  and 
commenced  dragging  him  along  with  them. 

"Gott  in  himmel !"  roared  Von  Hartmann.  "What 
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is  the  meaning  of  this  unparalleled  insult?  Where 
are  you  taking  me?" 

"To  crack  a  bottle  of  wine  with  us,"  said  the  two 
students.  "Come  along !  That  is  an  invitation  which 
you  have  never  refused." 

"I  never  heard  of  such  insolence  in  my  life!" 
cried  Von  Hartmann.  "Let  go  my  arms!  I  shall 
certainly  have  you  rusticated  for  this.  Let  me  go,  I 
say !"  and  he  kicked  furiously  at  his  captors. 

"Oh,  if  you  choose  to  turn  ill-tempered,  you  may 
go  where  you  like,"  the  students  said,  releasing  him. 
"We  can  do  very  well  without  you." 

"I  know  you.  I'll  pay  you  out,"  said  Von  Hart- 
mann, furiously,  and  continued  in  the  direction 
which  he  imagined  to  be  his  own  home,  much  in- 
censed at  the  two  episodes  which  had  occurred  to  him 
on  the  way. 

Now,  Madame  von  Baumgarten,  who  was  looking 
out  of  the  window  and  wondering  why  her  husband 
was  late  for  dinner,  was  considerably  astonished  to 
see  the  young  student  come  stalking  down  the  road. 
As  already  remarked,  she  had  a  great  antipathy  to 
him,  and  if  ever  he  ventured  into  the  house  it  was 
on  sufferance,  and  under  the  protection  of  the  pro- 
fessor. Still  more  astonished  was  she,  therefore, 
when  she  beheld  him  undo  the  wicket  gate  and  stride 
up  the  garden  path  with  the  air  of  one  who  is  mas- 
ter of  the  situation.  She  could  hardly  believe  her 
eyes,  and  hastened  to  the  door  with  all  her  maternal 
instincts  up  in  arms.  From  the  upper  windows  the 
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fair  Elise  had  also  observed  this  daring  move  upon 
the  part  of  her  lover,  and  her  heart  beat  quick  with 
mingled  pride  and  consternation. 

"Good-day,  sir,"  Madame  Baumgarten  remarked 
to  the  intruder,  as  she  stood  in  gloomy  majesty  in 
the  open  doorway. 

"A  very  fine  day  indeed,  Martha,"  returned  the 
other.  "Now,  don't  stand  there  like  a  statue  of  Juno, 
but  bustle  about  and  get  the  dinner  ready,  for  I  am 
well-nigh  starved." 

"Martha!  Dinner!"  ejaculated  the  lady,  falling 
back  in  astonishment. 

"Yes,  dinner,  Martha,  dinner !"  howled  Von  Hart- 
mann,  who  was  becoming  irritable.  "Is  there  any- 
thing wonderful  in  that  request  when  a  man  has 
been  out  all  day  ?  I'll  wait  in  the  dining-room.  Any- 
thing will  do.  Schinken,  and  sausage,  and  prunes — 
any  little  thing  that  happens  to  be  about.  There  you 
are,  standing  staring  again.  Woman,  will  you  or  will 
you  not  stir  your  legs  ?" 

This  last  address,  delivered  with  a  perfect  shriek 
of  rage,  had  the  effect  of  sending  good  Madame 
Baumgarten  flying  along  the  passage  and  through 
the  kitchen,  where  she  locked  herself  up  in  the  scul- 
lery and  went  into  violent  hysterics.  In  the  mean- 
time, Von  Hartmann  strode  into  the  room  and  threw 
himself  down  upon  the  sofa  in  the  worst  of  tempers. 

"Elise!"  he  shouted.   "Confound  the  girl!  Elise!" 

Thus  roughly  summoned,  the  young  lady  came 
timidly  downstairs  and  into  the  presence  of  her  lover. 
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"Dearest !"  she  cried,  throwing  her  arms  around  him. 
"I  know  this  is  all  done  for  my  sake !  It  is  a  ruse  in 
order  to  see  me." 

Von  Hartmann's  indignation  at  this  fresh  attack 
upon  him  was  so  great  that  he  became  speechless  for 
a  minute  from  rage  and  could  only  glare  and  shake 
his  fists,  while  he  struggled  in  her  embrace.  When 
he  at  last  regained  his  utterance,  he  indulged  in  such 
a  bellow  of  passion  that  the  young  lady  dropped  back, 
petrified  with  fear,  into  an  arm-chair. 

"Never  have  I  passed  such  a  day  in  my  life,"  Von 
Hartmann  cried,  stamping  upon  the  floor.  "My  ex- 
periment has  failed.  Von  Althaus  has  insulted  me. 
Two  students  have  dragged  me  along  the  public  road. 
My  wife  nearly  faints  when  I  ask  her  for  dinner, 
and  my  daughter  flies  at  me  and  hugs  me  like  a  griz- 
zly bear." 

"You  are  ill,  dear,"  the  young  lady  cried.  "Your 
mind  is  wandering.  You  have  not  even  kissed  me 
once." 

"No,  and  I  don't  intend  to,  either,"  Von  Hart- 
mann said,  with  decision.  "You  ought  to  be  ashamed 
of  yourself.  Why  don't  you  go  and  fetch  my  slip- 
pers, and  help  your  mother  to  dish  the  dinner  ?" 

"And  is  it  for  this,"  Elise  cried,  burying  her  face 
in  her  handkerchief — "is  it  for  this  that  I  have  loved 
you  passionately  for  upward  of  ten  months  ?  Is  it  for 
this  that  I  have  braved  my  mother's  wrath  ?  Oh,  you 
have  broken  my  heart ;  I  am  sure  you  have  1"  and  she 
sobbed  hysterically. 
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"I  can't  stand  much  more  of  this!"  roared  Von 
Hartmann,  furiously.  "What  the  deuce  does  the 
girl  mean  ?  What  did  I  do  ten  months  ago  which  in- 
spired you  with  such  a  particular  affection  for  me? 
If  you  are  really  so  very  fond,  you  would  do  better 
to  run  away  down  and  find  the  schinken  and  some 
bread,  instead  of  talking  all  this  nonsense." 

"Oh,  my  darling!"  cried  the  unhappy  maiden, 
throwing  herself  into  the  arms  of  what  she  imagined 
to  be  her  lover,  "you  do  but  joke  in  order  to  frighten 
your  little  Elise." 

Now,  it  chanced  that  at  the  moment  of  this  unex- 
pected embrace  Von  Hartmann  was  still  leaning 
back  against  the  end  of  the  sofa,  which,  like  much 
German  furniture,  was  in  a  somewhat  rickety  con- 
dition. It  also  chanced  that  beneath  this  end  of  the 
sofa  there  stood  a  tank  full  of  water  in  which  the 
physiologist  was  conducting  certain  experiments  upon 
the  ova  of  fish,  and  which  he  kept  in  his  drawing- 
room  in  order  to  ensure  an  equable  temperature.  The 
additional  weight  of  the  maiden,  combined  with  the 
impetus  with  which  she  hurled  herself  upon  him, 
caused  the  precarious  piece  of  furniture  to  give  way, 
and  the  body  of  the  unfortunate  student  was  hurled 
backward  into  the  tank,  in  which  his  head  and  shoul- 
ders were  firmly  wedged,  while  his  lower  extremities 
flapped  helplessly  about  in  the  air.  This  was  the 
last  straw.  Extricating  himself  with  some  difficulty 
from  his  unpleasant  position,  Von  Hartmann  gave  an 
inarticulate  yell  of  fury,  and  dashing  out  of  the  room, 
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in  spite  of  the  entreaties  of  Elise,  he  seized  his  hat 
and  rushed  off  into  the  town,  all  dripping  and  dishev- 
eled, with  the  intention  of  seeking  in  some  inn  the 
food  and  comfort  which  he  could  not  find  at  home. 

As  the  spirit  of  Von  Baumgarten  incased  in  the 
body  of  VonHartmann  strode  down  the  winding  path- 
way which  led  to  the  little  town,  brooding  angrily 
over  his  many  wrongs,  he  became  aware  that  an  eldv 
erly  man  was  approaching  him  who  appeared  to  be 
in  an  advanced  state  of  intoxication.  Von  Hartmann 
waited  by  the  side  of  the  road  and  watched  this  indi- 
vidual, who  came  stumbling  along,  reeling  from  one 
side  of  the  road  to  the  other,  and  singing  a  student 
song  in  a  very  husky  and  drunken  voice.  At  first  his 
interest  was  merely  excited  by  the  fact  of  seeing  a 
man  of  so  venerable  appearance  in  such  a  disgraceful 
condition;  but  as  he  approached  nearer,  he  became 
convinced  that  he  knew  the  other  well,  though  he 
could  not  recall  when  or  where  he  had  met  him.  This 
impression  became  so  strong  with  him,  that  when  the 
stranger  came  abreast  of  him  he  stepped  in  front  of 
him  and  took  a  good  look  at  his  features. 

"Well,  sonny,"  said  the  drunken  man,  surveying 
Von  Hartmann  and  swaying  about  in  front  of  him, 
"where  the  henker  have  I  seen  you  before  ?  I  know 
you  as  well  as  I  know  myself.  Who  the  deuce  are 
you  ?" 

"I  am  Professor  von  Baumgarten,"  said  the  stu- 
dent. "May  I  ask  who  you  are  ?  I  am  strangely  fa- 
miliar with  your  features." 


490       THE  GREAT  KEINPLATZ  EXPERIMENT. 

"You  should  never  tell  lies,  young  man,"  said  the 
other.  "You're  certainly  not  the  professor,  for  he  is 
an  ugly,  snuffy  old  chap,  and  you  are  a  big,  broad- 
shouldered  young  fellow.  As  to  myself,  I  am  Fritz 
von  Hartmann,  at  your  service." 

"That  you  certainly  are  not !"  exclaimed  the  body 
of  Von  Hartmann.  "You  might  very  well  be  his 
father.  But,  halloo,  sir !  are  you  aware  that  you  are 
wearing  my  studs  and  my  watch-chain  2" 

"Donnerwetter !"  hiccoughed  the  other.  "If  those 
are  not  the  trousers  for  which  my  tailor  is  about  to  sue 
me,  may  I  never  taste  beer  again." 

Now,  as  Von  Hartmann,  overwhelmed  by  the 
many  strange  things  which  had  occurred  to  him  that 
day,  passed  his  hand  over  his  forehead  and  cast  his 
eyes  downward,  he  chanced  to  catch  the  reflection  of 
his  own  face  in  a  pool  which  the  rain  had  left  upon 
the  road.  To  his  utter  astonishment  he  perceived  that 
his  face  was  that  of  a  youth,  that  his  dress  was  that  of 
a  fashionable  young  student,  and  that  in  every  way 
he  was  the  antithesis  of  the  grave  and  scholarly  figure 
in  which  his  mind  was  wont  to  dwell.  In  an  instant 
his  active  brain  ran  over  the  series  of  events  which 
had  occurred,  and  sprang  to  the  conclusion.  He  fairly 
reeled  under  the  blow. 

"Himmel !"  he  cried,  "I  see  it  all.  Our  souls  are 
in  the  wrong  bodies.  I  am  you  and  you  are  I.  My 
theory  is  proved — but  at  what  an  expense!  Is 
the  most  scholarly  mind  in  Europe  to  go  about 
with  this  frivolous  exterior  ?  Oh,  the  labors  of  a 
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lifetime  are  ruined !"  and  he  smote  his  breast  in  his 
despair. 

"I  say,"  remarked  the  real  Von  Hartmann  from 
the  body  of  the  professor,  "I  quite  see  the  force  of 
your  remarks ;  but  don't  go  knocking  my  body  about 
like  that.  You  received  it  in  excellent  condition,  but 
I  perceive  that  you  have  wet  and  bruised  it,  and 
spilled  snuff  over  my  ruffled  shirt-front." 

"It  matters  little,"  the  other  said,  moodily.  "Such 
as  we  are  so  must  we  stay.  My  theory  is  triumphant- 
ly proved,  but  the  cost  is  terrible." 

"If  I  thought  so,"  said  the  spirit  of  the  student, 
"it  would  be  hard  indeed.  What  could  I  do  with 
these  stiff  old  limbs,  and  how  could  I  woo  Elise  and 
persuade  her  that  I  was  not  her  father  ?  No,  thank 
Heaven,  in  spite  of  the  beer  which  has  upset  me  more 
than  ever  it  could  upset  my  real  self,  I  can  see  a  way 
out  of  it" 

"How?"  gasped  the  professor. 

"Why,  by  repeating  the  experiment.  Liberate  our 
souls  once  more,  and  the  chances  are  that  they  will 
find  their  way  back  into  their  respective  bodies." 

No  drowning  man  could  clutch  more  eagerly  at  a 
straw  than  did  Von  Baumgarten's  spirit  at  this  sug- 
gestion. In  feverish  haste  he  dragged  his  own  frame 
to  the  side  of  the  road  and  threw  it  into  a  mesmeric 
trance;  he  then  extracted  the  crystal  ball  from  the 
pocket,  and  managed  to  bring  himself  into  the  same 
condition. 

Some  students  and  peasants  who  chanced  to  pass 
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during  the  next  hour  were  much  astonished  to  see  the 
worthy  professor  of  physiology  and  his  favorite  stu- 
dent both  sitting  upon  a  very  muddy  bank  and  both 
completely  insensible.  Before  the  hour  was  up  quite 
a  crowd  had  assembled,  and  they  were  discussing  the 
advisability  of  sending  for  an  ambulance  to  convey 
the  pair  to  a  hospital,  when  the  learned  savant  opened 
his  eyes  and  gazed  vacantly  around  him.  For  an  in- 
stant he  seemed  to  forget  how  he  had  come  there,  but 
next  moment  he  astonished  his  audience  by  waving 
his  skinny  arms  above  his  head  and  crying  out  in  a 
voice  of  rapture,  "Gott  sei  gedanket!  I  am  myself 
again.  I  feel  I  am!"  !N"or  was  the  amazement  les- 
sened when  the  student,  springing  to  his  feet,  burst 
into  the  same  cry,  and  the  two  performed  a  sort  of  pas 
de  joie  in  the  middle  of  the  road. 

For  some  time  after  that  people  had  some  suspicion 
of  the  sanity  of  both  the  actors  in  this  strange  epi- 
sode. When  the  professor  published  his  experiences 
in  the  "Medicalschrift,"  as  he  had  promised,  he  was 
met  by  an  intimation,  even  from  his  colleagues,  that 
he  would  do  well  to  have  his  mind  cared  for,  and  that 
another  such  publication  would  certainly  consign 
him  to  a  madhouse.  The  student  also  found  by  ex- 
perience that  it  was  wisest  to  be  silent  about  the 
matter. 

When  the  worthy  lecturer  returned  home  that  night 
he  did  not  receive  the  cordial  welcome  which  he  might 
have  looked  for  after  his  strange  adventures.  On  the 
contrary,  he  was  roundly  upbraided  by  both  his  fe- 
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male  relatives  for  smelling  of  drink  and  tobacco,  and 
also  for  being  absent  while  a  young  scapegrace  in- 
vaded the  house  and  insulted  its  occupants.  It  was 
long  before  the  domestic  atmosphere  of  the  lecturer's 
house  resumed  its  normal  quiet,  and  longer  still  be- 
fore the  genial  face  of  Von  Hartmann  was  seen  be- 
neath its  roof.  Perseverance,  however,  conquers 
every  obstacle,  and  the  student  eventually  succeeded 
in  pacifying  the  enraged  ladies  and  in  establishing 
himself  upon  the  old  footing.  He  has  now  no  longer 
any  cause  to  fear  the  enmity  of  madame,  for  he  is 
Ilaiiptmaim  von  Hartmann  of  the  emperor's  own  Uh- 
lans, and  his  loving  wife  Elise  has  already  presented 
him  with  two  little  Uhlans  as  a  visible  sign  and  token 
of  her  affection. 


THE   MAN   FROM   ARCHANGEL. 

ON  the  fourth  day  of  March,  in  the  year  1867,  I 
being  at  that  time  in  my  five-and-twentieth  year, 
I  wrote  down  the  following  words  in  my  note-book — 
the  result  of  much  mental  perturbation  and  conflict : 

"The  solar  system,  amid  a  countless  number  of 
other  systems  as  large  as  itself,  rolls  ever  silently 
through  space  in  the  direction  of  the  constellation  of 
Hercules.  The  great  spheres  of  which  it  is  composed 
spin  and  spin  through  the  eternal  void  ceaselessly  and 
noiselessly.  Of  these,  one  of  the  smallest  and  most 
insignificant  is  that  conglomeration  of  solid  and  of 
liquid  particles  which  we  have  named  the  earth.  It 
whirls  onward  now  as  it  has  done  before  my  birth, 
and  will  do  after  my  death — a  revolving  mystery, 
coming  none  know  whence,  and  going  none  know 
whither.  Upon  the  outer  crust  of  this  moving  mass 
crawl  many  mites,  of  whom  I,  John  M'Vittie,  am 
one,  helpless,  impotent,  being  dragged  aimlessly 
through  space.  Yet  such  is  the  state  of  things 
among  us  that  the  little  energy  and  glimmering  of 
reason  which  I  possess  is  entirely  taken  up  with  the 
labors  which  are  necessary  in  order  to  procure  cer- 
tain metallic  disks,  wherewith  I  may  purchase  the 
(494) 
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chemical  elements  necessary  to  build  up  my  ever- 
wasting  tissues,  and  keep  a  roof  over  me  to  shelter 
me  from  the  inclemency  of  the  weather.  I  thus  have 
no  thought  to  expend  upon  the  vital  questions  which 
surround  me  on  every  side.  Yet,  miserable  entity 
as  I  am,  I  can  still  at  times  feel  some  degree  of 
happiness,  and  am  even — save  the  mark! — puffed 
up  occasionally  with  a  sense  of  my  own  importance." 
These  words,  as  I  have  said,  I  wrote  down  in 
my  note-book,  and  they  reflected  accurately  the 
thoughts  which  I  found  rooted  far  down  in  my  soul, 
ever  present  and  unaffected  by  the  passing  emotions 
of  the  hour.  At  last,  however,  came  a  time  when 
my  uncle,  M'Vittie  of  Glencairn,  died — the  same 
who  was  at  one  time  chairman  of  committees  of  the 
House  of  Commons.  He  divided  his  great  wealth 
among  his  many  nephews,  and  I  found  myself  with 
sufficient  to  provide  amply  for  my  wants  during  the 
remainder  of  my  life,  and  became  at  the  same  time 
owner  of  a  bleak  tract  of  land  upon  the  coast  of 
Caithness,  which  I  think  the  old  man  must  have 
bestowed  upon  me  in  derision,  for  it  was  sandy  and 
valueless,  and  he  had  ever  a  grim  sense  of  humor. 
Up  to  this  time  I  had  been  an  attorney  in  a  mid- 
land town  in  England.  Now  I  saw  that  I  could  put 
my  thoughts  into  effect,  and,  leaving  all  petty  and 
sordid  aims,  could  elevate  my  mind  by  the  study  of 
the  secrets  of  nature.  My  departure  from  my  En- 
glish home  was  somewhat  accelerated  by  the  fact  that 
I  had  nearly  skin  a  man  in  a  quarrel,  for  my  tern- 
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per  was  fiery,  and  I  was  apt  to  forget  my  own 
strength  when  enraged.  There  was  no  legal  action  in 
the  matter,  but  the  papers  yelped  at  me,  and  folk 
looked  askance  when  I  met  them.  It  ended  by  my 
cursing  them  and  their  vile,  smoke-polluted  town, 
and  hurrying  to  my  northern  possession,  where  1 
might  at  last  find  peace  and  an  opportunity  for 
solitary  study  and  contemplation.  I  borrowed  from 
my  capital  before  I  went,  and  so  was  able  to  take 
with  me  a  choice  collection  of  the  most  modern 
philosophical  instruments  and  books,  together  with 
chemicals  and  such  other  things  as  I  might  need 
in  my  retirement. 

The  land  which  I  had  inherited  was  a  narrow 
strip,  consisting  mostly  of  sand,  and  extending  for 
rather  over  two  miles  round  the  coast  of  Mansie  Bay, 
in  Caithness.  Upon  this  strip  there  had  been  a 
rambling,  gray-stone  building — when  erected  or 
wherefore  none  could  tell  me — and  this  I  had  re- 
paired, so  that  it  made  a  dwelling  quite  good  enough 
for  one  of  my  simple  tastes.  One  room  was  my 
laboratory,  another  my  sitting-room,  and  in  a  third, 
just  under  the  sloping  roof,  I  slung  the  hammock 
in  which  I  always  slept.  There  were  three  other 
rooms,  but  I  left  them  vacant,  except  one  which  was 
given  over  to  the  old  crone  who  kept  house  for  me. 
Save  the  Youngs  and  the  M'Leods,  who  were  fisher- 
folk  living  round  at  the  other  side  of  Fergus  Ness, 
there  were  no  other  people  for  many  miles  in  each 
direction.  In  front  of  the  house  was  the  great  bay, 
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behind  it  were  two  long  barren  hills,  capped  by  other 
loftier  ones  beyond.  There  was  a  glen  between  the 
hills,  and  when  the  wind  was  from  the  knd  it  used 
to  sweep  down  this  with  a  melancholy  sough  and 
whisper  among  the  branches  of  the  fir-trees  beneath 
my  attic  window. 

I  dislike  my  fellow-mortals.  Justice  compels  me 
to  add  that  they  appear  for  the  most  part  to  dislike 
me.  I  hate  their  little  crawling  ways,  their  conven- 
tionalities, their  deceits,  their  narrow  rights  and 
wrongs.  They  take  offence  at  my  brusque  out- 
spokenness, my  disregard  for  their  social  laws,  my 
impatience  of  all  constraint.  Among  my  books  and 
my  drugs  in  my  lonely  den  at  Maiisie  I  could  let 
the  great  drove  of  the  human  race  pass  onward  with 
their  politics  and  inventions  and  tittle-tattle,  and  I 
remain  behind  stagnant  and  happy.  Not  stagnant 
either,  for  I  was  working  in  my  own  little  groove, 
and  making  progress.  I  have  reason  to  believe  that 
Dalton's  atomic  theory  is  founded  upon  error,  and  I 
know  that  mercury  is  not  an  element. 

During  the  day  I  was  busy  with  my  distillations 
and  analyses.  Often  I  forgot  my  meals,  and  when 
old  Madge  summoned  me  to  my  tea  I  found  my  din- 
ner lying  untouched  upon  the  table.  At  night  I  read 
Bacon,  Descartes,  Spinoza,  Kant — all  those  who  have 
pried  into  what  is  unknowable.  They  are  all  fruit- 
less and  empty,  barren  of  result,  but  prodigal  of 
polysyllables,  reminding  me  of  men  who,  while  dig- 
ging for  gold,  have  turned  up  many  worms,  and  then 
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exhibit  them  exultantly  as  being  what  they  sought. 
At  times  a  restless  spirit  would  come  upon  me,  and 
I  would  walk  thirty  and  forty  miles  without  rest  or 
breaking  fast.  On  these  occasions,  when  I  used  to 
stalk  through  the  country  villages,  gaunt,  unshaveit 
and  disheveled,  the  mothers  would  rush  into  the  road 
and  drag  their  children  indoors,  and  the  rustics  would 
swarm  out  of  their  pot-houses  to  gaze  at  me.  I  be- 
lieve that  I  was  known  far  and  wide  as  the  "mad 
laird  o'  Mansie."  It  was  rarely,  however,  that  I 
made  these  raids  into  the  country,  for  I  usually  took 
my  exercise  upon  my  own  beach,  where  I  soothed  my 
spirit  with  strong  black  tobacco,  and  made  the  ocean 
my  friend  and  my  confidant. 

What  companion  is  there  like  the  great  restless, 
throbbing  sea?  What  human  mood  is  there  which 
it  does  not  match  and  sympathize  with  ?  There  are 
none  so  gay  but  that  they  may  feel  gayer  when  they 
listen  to  its  merry  turmoil,  and  see  the  long  green 
surges  racing  in,  with  the  glint  of  the  sunbeams  in 
their  sparkling  crests.  But  when  the  gray  waves  toss 
their  heads  in  anger,  and  the  wind  screams  above 
them,  goading  them  on  to  madder  and  more  tumultu- 
ous efforts,  then  the  darkest-minded  of  men  feels  that 
there  is  a  melancholy  principle  in  nature  which  is  as 
gloomy  as  his  own  thoughts.  When  it  was  calm  in 
the  bay  of  Mansie  the  surface  would  be  as  clear  and 
bright  as  a  sheet  of  silver,  broken  only  at  one  spot 
some  little  way  from  the  shore,  where  a  long  black 
line  projected  out  of  the  water,  looking  like  the 
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jagged  back  of  some  sleeping  monster.  This  was  the 
top  of  the  dangerous  ridge  of  rocks  known  to  the 
fishermen  as  the  "ragged  reef  o'  Mansie."  When  the 
wind  blew  from  the  east  the  waves  would  break  upon 
it  like  thunder,  and  the  spray  would  be  tossed  far 
over  my  house  and  up  to  the  hills  behind.  The  bay 
itself  was  a  bold  and  noble  one,  but  too  much  exposed 
to  the  northern  and  eastern  gales,  and  too  much 
dreaded  for  its  reef  to  be  much  used  by  mariners. 
There  was  something  of  romance  about  this  lonely 
spot.  I  have  lain  in  my  boat  upon  a  calm  day,  and 
peering  over  the  edge,  I  have  seen  far  down  the  flick- 
ering, ghostly  forms  of  great  fish — fish,  as  it  seemed 
to  me,  such  as  naturalist  never  knew,  and  which  my 
imagination  transformed  into  the  genii  of  that  deso- 
late bay.  Once,  as  I  stood  by  the  brink  of  the  waters 
upon  a  quiet  night,  a  great  cry,  as  of  a  woman  in 
hopeless  grief,  rose  from  the  bosom  of  the  deep,  and 
swelled  out  upon  the  still  air,  now  sinking  and  now 
rising,  for  a  space  of  thirty  seconds.  This  I  heard 
with  my  own  ears. 

In  this  strange  spot,  with  the  eternal  hills  behind 
me  and  the  eternal  sea  in  front,  I  worked  and  brooded 
for  more  than  two  years  unpestered  by  my  fellow- 
men.  By  degrees  I  had  trained  my  old  servant  into 
habits  of  silence,  so  that  she  now  rarely  opened  her 
lips,  though  I  doubt  not  that  when  twice  a  year  she 
visited  her  relations  in  Wick,  her  tongue  during  those 
few  days  made  up  for  its  enforced  rest.  I  had  come 
almost  to  forget  that  I  was  a  member  of  the  human 
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family,  and  to  live  entirely  with  the  dead  whose  books 
I  pored  over,  when  a  sudden  incident  occurred  which 
threw  all  my  thoughts  into  a  new  channel. 

Three  rough  days  in  June  had  been  succeeded 
by  one  calm  and  peaceful  one.  There  was  not  a 
breath  of  air  that  evening.  The  sun  sunk  down  in 
the  west  behind  a  line  of  purple  clouds,  and  the 
smooth  surface  of  the  bay  was  gashed  with  scarlet 
streaks.  Along  the  beach  the  pools  left  by  the  tide 
showed  up  like  gouts  of  blood  against  the  yellow 
sand,  as  if  some  wounded  giant  had  toilfully  passed 
that  way,  and  had  left  these  red  traces  of  his  grievous 
hurt  benind  him.  As  the  darkness  closed  in,  certain 
ragged  clouds  which  had  lain  low  on  the  eastern  hori- 
zon coalesced  and  formed  great  irregular  cumulus. 
The  glass  was  still  low,  and  I  knew  that  there  was 
mischief  brewing.  About  nine  o'clock  a  dull  moaning 
sound  came  up  from  the  sea,  as  from  a  creature  who, 
much  harassed,  learns  that  the  hour  of  suffering  has 
come  round  again.  At  ten  a  sharp  breeze  sprang  up 
from  the  eastward.  At  eleven  it  had  increased  to  a 
gale,  and  by  midnight  the  most  furious  storm  was 
raging  which  I  ever  remember  upon  the  weather- 
beaten  coast. 

As  I  went  to  bed,  the  shingle  and  seaweed  were  pat- 
tering up  against  my  attic  window,  and  the  wind  was 
screaming  as  though  every  gust  were  a  lost  soul.  By 
that  time  the  sounds  of  the  tempest  had  become  a  lul- 
laby to  me.  I  knew  that  the  gray  walls  of  the  old 
house  would  buffet  it  out,  and  for  what  occurred  in 
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the  world  outside  I  had  small  concern.  Old  Madge 
was  usually  as  callous  to  such  things  as  I  was  myself. 
It  was  a  surprise  to  me  when,  about  three  in  the 
morning,  I  was  awakened  by  the  sound  of  a  great 
knocking  at  my  door  and  excited  cries  in  the  wheezy 
voice  of  my  housekeeper.  I  sprang  out  of  my  ham- 
mock, and  roughly  demanded  of  her  what  was  the 
matter. 

"Eh,  maister,  maister !"  she  screamed  in  her  hate- 
ful dialect  "Come  doun,  mun ;  come  doun !  There's 
a  muckle  ship  gaun  ashore  on  the  reef,  and  the  puir 
folks  are  a'  yammerin'  and  ca'in'  for  help — and  I 
doobt  they'll  a'  be  drooned.  Oh,  Maister  M'Vittie, 
come  doun!" 

"Hold  your  tongue,  you  hag  1"  I  shouted  back  in  a 
passion.  -"What  is  it  to  you  whether  they  are  drowned 
or  not  ?  Get  back  to  your  bed  and  leave  me  alone." 
I  turned  in  again  and  drew  the  blankets  over  me. 
"Those  men  out  there,"  I  said  to  myself,  "have  al- 
ready gone  through  half  the  horrors  of  death.  If  they 
be  saved  they  will  but  have  to  go  through  the  same 
once  more  in  the  space  of  a  few  brief  years.  It  is 
best,  therefore,  that  they  should  pass  away  now,  since 
they  have  suffered  that  anticipation  which  is  more 
than  the  pain  of  dissolution."  With  this  thought  in 
my  mind,  I  endeavored  to  compose  myself  to  sleep 
once  more,  for  that  philosophy  which  had  taught  me 
to  consider  death  as  a  small  and  trivial  incident  in 
man's  eternal  and  ever-changing  career,  had  also 
broken  me  of  much  curiosity  concerning  worldly  mat- 
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ters.  On  this  occasion  I  found,  however,  that  the  old 
leaven  still  fermented  strongly  in  my  soul.  I  tossed 
from  side  to  side  for  some  minutes,  endeavoring  to 
beat  down  the  impulses  of  the  moment  by  the  rules 
of  conduct  which  I  had  framed  during  months  of 
thought  Then  I  heard  a  dull  roar  amid  the  wild 
shriek  of  the  gale,  and  I  knew  that  it  was  the  sound 
of  a  signal-gun.  Driven  by  an  uncontrollable  im- 
pulse, I  rose,  dressed,  and,  having  lighted  my  pipe, 
walked  out  on  to  the  beach. 

It  was  pitch  dark  when  I  came  outside,  and  the 
wind  blew  with  such  violence  that  I  had  to  put  my 
shoulder  against  it  and  push  my  way  along  the 
shingle.  My  face  pringled  and  smarted  with  the  sting 
of  the  gravel  which  was  blown  against  it,  and  the  red 
ashes  of  my  pipe  streamed  away  behind  me,  dancing 
fantastically  through  the  darkness.  I  went  down  to 
where  the  great  waves  were  thundering  in,  and,  shad- 
ing my  eyes  with  my  hands  to  keep  off  the  salt  spray, 
I  peered  out  to  sea.  I  could  distinguish  nothing,  and 
yet  it  seemed  to  me  that  shouts  and  great  inarticu- 
late cries  were  borne  to  me  by  the  blasts.  Suddenly, 
as  I  gazed,  I  made  out  the  glint  of  a  light,  and  then 
the  whole  bay  and  the  beach  were  lighted  up  in  a  mo- 
ment by  a  vivid  blue  glare.  They  were  burning  a 
colored  signal-light  on  board  of  the  vessel.  There 
she  lay  on  her  beam  ends,  right  in  the  centre  of  the 
jagged  reef,  hurled  over  to  such  an  angle  that  I  could 
see  all  the  planking  of  her  deck.  She  was  a  large  two- 
masted  schooner,  of  foreign  rig,  and  lay  perhaps  a 
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hundred  and  eighty  or  two  hundred  yards  from  the 
shore.  Every  spar  and  rope  and  writhing  piece  of 
cordage  showed  up  hard  and  clear  under  the  livid 
light  which  sputtered  and  flickered  from  the  highest 
portion  of  the  forecastle.  Beyond  the  doomed  ship, 
out  of  the  great  darkness  came  the  long  rolling  lines 
of  black  waves,  never  ending,  never  tiring,  with  a 
petulant  tuft  of  foam  here  and  there  upon  their  crests. 
Each  as  it  reached  the  broad  circle  of  unnatural  light 
appeared  to  gather  strength  and  volume  and  to  hurry 
on  more  impetuously  until,  with  a  roar  and  a  jarring 
crash,  it  sprang  upon  its  victim.  Clinging  to  the 
weather-shrouds  I  could  distinctly  see  some  ten  or 
twelve  frightened  seamen,  who,  when  their  light  re- 
vealed my  presence,  turned  their  white  faces  toward 
me  and  waved  their  hands  imploringly.  I  felt  my 
gorge  rise  against  these  poor  cowering  worms.  Why 
should  they  presume  to  shirk  the  narrow  pathway 
along  which  all  that  is  great  and  noble  among  man- 
kind has  traveled?  There  was  one  there  who  inter- 
ested me  more  than  they.  He  was  a  tall  man,  who 
stood  apart  from  the  others,  balancing  himself  upon 
the  swaying  wreck  as  though  he  disdained  to  cling  to 
rope  or  bulwark.  His  hands  were  clasped  behind  his 
back  and  his  head  was  sunk  upon  his  breast,  but  even 
in  that  despondent  attitude  there  was  a  litheness  and 
decision  in  his  pose  and  in  every  motion  which  marked 
him  as  a  man  little  likely  to  yield  to  despair.  Indeed, 
I  could  see  by  his  occasional  rapid  glances  up  and 
down  and  all  around  him  that  he  was  weighing  every 
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chance  of  safety,  but  though  he  often  gazed  across  the 
raging  surf  to  where  he  could  see  my  dark  figure  upon 
the  beach,  his  self-respect  or  some  other  reason  forbade 
him  from  imploring  my  help  in  any  way.  He  stood, 
dark,  silent,  and  inscrutable,  looking  down  on  the 
black  sea,  and  waiting  for  whatever  fortune  Fate 
might  send  him. 

It  seemed  to  me  that  that  problem  would  very  soon 
be  settled.  As  I  looked,  an  enormous  billow,  topping 
all  the  others,  and  coming  after  them,  like  a  driver 
following  a  flock,  swept  over  the  vessel.  Her  fore- 
mast snapped  short  off,  and  the  men  who  clung  to  the 
shrouds  were  brushed  away  like  a  swarm  of  flies. 
With  a  rending,  riving  sound  the  ship  began  to  split 
in  two,  where  the  sharp  black  of  the  Mansie  reef  was 
sawing  into  her  keel.  The  solitary  man  upon  the 
forecastle  ran  rapidly  across  the  deck  and  seized  hold 
of  a  white  bundle  which  I  had  already  observed  but 
failed  to  make  out.  As  he  lifted  it  up,  the  light  fell 
upon  it,  and  I  saw  that  the  object  was  a  woman,  with 
a  spar  lashed  across  her  body  and  under  her  arms  in 
such  a  way  that  her  head  should  always  rise  above 
water.  He  bore  her  tenderly  to  the  side  and  seemed 
to  speak  for  a  minute  or  so  to  her,  as  though  ex- 
plaining the  impossibility  of  remaining  on  the  ship. 
Her  answer  was  a  singular  one.  I  saw  her  deliber- 
ately raise  her  hand  and  strike  him  across  the  face 
with  it.  He  appeared  to  be  silenced  for  a  moment 
or  so  by  this,  but  he  addressed  her  again,  directing 
her,  as  far  as  I  could  gather  from  his  motions,  how 
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ehe  should  behave  when  in  the  water.  She  shrank 
away  from  him,  but  he  caught  her  in  his  arms.  He 
stooped  over  her  for  a  moment  and  seemed  to  press 
his  lips  against  her  forehead.  Then  a  great  wave 
came  welling  up  against  the  side  of  the  breaking  ves- 
sel, and  leaning  over,  he  placed  her  upon  the  summit 
of  it  as  gently  as  a  child  might  be  committed  to  its 
cradle.  I  saw  her  white  dress  flickering  among  the 
foam  on  the  crest  of  the  dark  billow,  and  then  the 
light  sank  gradually  lower,  and  the  riven  ship  and  its 
lonely  occupant  were  hidden  from  my  eyes. 

As  I  watched  those  things,  my  manhood  overcame 
my  philosophy,  and  I  felt  a  frantic  impulse  to  be  up 
and  doing.  I  threw  my  cynicism  to  one  side  as  a 
garment  which  I  might  don  again  at  leisure,  and  I 
rushed  wildly  to  my  boat  and  my  sculls.  She  was  a 
leaky  tub ;  but  what  then  ?  Was  I,  who  had  cast  many 
a  wistful,  doubtful  glance  at  my  opium  bottle,  to 
begin  now  to  weigh  chances  and  to  cavil  at  danger? 
I  dragged  her  down  to  the  sea  with  the  strength  of 
a  maniac,  and  sprang  in.  For  a  moment  or  two  it 
was  a  question  whether  she  could  live  among  the  boil- 
ing surge,  but  a  dozen  frantic  strokes  took  me  through 
it  half  full  of  water  but  still  afloat.  I  was  out  on  the 
unbroken  waves  now,  at  one  time  climbing,  climbing 
up  the  broad  black  breast  of  one,  then  sinking  down, 
down  on  the  other  side,  until,  looking  up,  I  could  see 
the  gleam  of  the  foam  all  around  me  against  the  dark 
heavens.  Far  behind  me  I  could  hear  the  wild  wail- 
ings  of  old  Madge,  who,  seeing  me  start,  thought  no 

22         Vol.  2 


506  THE  MAN  FROM  ARCHANGEL. 

doubt  that  my  madness  had  come  to  a  climax.  As 
I  rowed  I  peered  over  my  shoulder,  until  at  last  on 
the  belly  of  a  great  wave  which  was  sweeping  toward 
me  I  distinguished  the  vague  white  outline  of  the 
woman.  Stooping  over,  I  seized  her  as  she  swept  by 
me,  and  with  an  effort  lifted  her,  all  sodden  with 
water,  into  the  boat.  There  was  no  need  to  row  back, 
for  the  next  billow  carried  us  in  and  threw  us  upon 
the  beach.  I  dragged  the  boat  out  of  danger,  and  then 
lifting  up  the  woman,  I  carried  her  to  the  house,  fol- 
lowed by  my  housekeeper,  loud  with  congratulation 
and  praise. 

Now  that  I  had  done  this  thing,  a  reaction  set  in 
upon  me.  I  felt  that  my  burden  lived,  for  I  heard 
the  faint  beat  of  her  heart  as  I  pressed  my  ear  against 
her  side  in  carrying  her.  Knowing  this,  I  threw  her 
down  beside  the  fire  which  Madge  had  lighted,  with! 
as  little  sympathy  as  though  she  had  been  a  bundle  of 
fagots.  I  never  glanced  at  her  to  see  if  she  were  fair 
or  no.  For  many  years  I  had  cared  little  for  the  face 
of  a  woman.  As  I  lay  in  my  hammock  upstairs,  how- 
ever, I  heard  the  old  woman,  as  she  chafed  the  warmth 
back  into  her,  crooning  a  chorus  of,  "Eh,  the  puir 
lassie!  Eh,  the  bonnie  lassie!"  from  which  I  gath- 
ered that  this  piece  of  jetsam  was  both  young  and 
comely. 

The  morning  after  the  gale  was  peaceful  and 
sunny.  As  I  walked  along  the  long  sweep  of  sand  I 
could  hear  the  panting  of  the  sea.  It  was  heaving  and 
swirling  about  the  reef,  but  along  the  shore  it  rippled 
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in  gently  enough.  There  was  no  sign  of  the  schooner, 
nor  was  there  any  wreckage  upon  the  beach,  which 
did  not  surprise  me,  as  I  knew  there  was  a  great 
undertow  in  those  waters.  A  couple  of  broad-winged 
gulls  were  hovering  and  skimming  over  the  scene  of 
the  shipwreck,  as  though  many  strange  things  were 
visible  to  them  beneath  the  waves.  At  times  I  could 
hear  their  raucous  voices  as  they  spoke  to  one  another 
of  what  they  saw. 

When  I  came  back  from  my  walk,  the  woman  was 
waiting  at  the  door  for  me.  I  began  to  wish  when 
I  saw  her  that  I  had  never  saved  her,  for  here  was 
an  end  of  niy  privacy.  She  was  very  young — at  the 
most  nineteen,  with  a  pale,  somewhat  refined  face, 
yellow  hair,  merry  blue  eyes,  and  shining  teeth.  Her 
beauty  was  of  an  ethereal  type.  She  looked  so  white 
and  light  and  fragile  that  she  might  have  been  the 
spirit  of  that  storm-foam  out  of  which  I  plucked  her. 
She  had  wreathed  some  of  Madge's  garments  round 
her  in  a  way  which  was  quaint  and  not  unbecoming. 
As  I  strode  heavily  up  the  pathway,  she  put  out  her 
hands  with  a  pretty,  child-like  gesture,  and  ran  down 
toward  me,  meaning,  as  I  surmise,  to  thank  me  for 
having  saved  her,  but  I  put  her  aside  with  a  wave 
of  my  hand  and  passed  her.  At  this  she  seemed 
somewhat  hurt,  and  the  tears  sprang  into  her  eyes, 
but  she  followed  me  into  the  sitting-room  and  watched 
me  wistfully.  "What  country  do  you  come  from  ?" 
I  asked  her  suddenly. 

She  smiled  when  I  spoke,  but  shook  her  head. 
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"Francais?"  I  asked.  "Deutsch?"  "EspagnoH" 
Each  time  she  shook  her  head,  and  then  she  rippled 
off  into  a  long  statement  in  some  tongue  of  which 
I  could  not  understand  one  word. 

After  breakfast  was  over,  however,  I  got  a  clew 
to  her  nationality.  Passing  along  the  beach  once 
more,  I  saw  that  in  a  cleft  of  the  ridge  a  piece  of 
wood  had  been  jammed.  I  rowed  out  to  it  in  my 
boat,  and  brought  it  ashore.  It  was  part  of  the 
stern-post  of  a  boat,  and  on  it,  or  rather  on  the  piece 
of  wood  attached  to  it,  was  the  word  "Archangel," 
painted  in  strange,  quaint  lettering.  "So,"  I  thought, 
as  I  paddled  slowly  back,  "this  pale  damsel  is  a 
Russian.  A  fit  subject  for  the  White  Czar  and  a 
proper  dweller  on  the  shores  of  the  White  Sea !"  It 
seemed  to  me  strange  that  one  of  her  apparent  refine- 
ment should  perform  so  long  a  journey  in  so  frail 
a  craft.  When  I  came  back  into  the  house,  I  pro- 
nounced the  word  "Archangel"  several  times  in  dif- 
ferent intonations,  but  she  did  not  appear  to  recog- 
nize it. 

I  shut  myself  up  in  the  laboratory  all  the  morning, 
continuing  a  research  which  I  was  making  upon  the  na- 
ture of  the  allotropic  forms  of  carbon  and  of  sulphur. 
When  I  came  out  at  midday  for  some  food,  she  was 
sitting  by  the  table  with  a  needle  and  thread,  mend- 
ing some  rents  in  her  clothes,  which  were  now  dry. 
I  resented  her  continued  presence,  but  I  could  not 
turn  her  out  on  the  beach  to  shift  for  herself.  Pres- 
ently she  presented  a  new  phase  of  her  character. 
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Pointing  to  herself  and  then  to  the  scene  of  the  ship- 
wreck, she  held  up  one  finger,  by  which  I  understood 
her  to  be  asking  whether  she  was  the  only  one  saved. 
I  nodded  my  head  to  indicate  that  she  was.  On  this 
she  sprang  out  of  the  chair  with  a  great  cry  of  joy, 
and  holding  the  garment  which  she  was  mending 
over  her  head,  and  swaying  it  from  side  to  side  with 
the  motion  of  her  body,  she  danced  as  lightly  as  a 
feather  all  around  the  room,  and  then  out  through 
the  open  door  into  the  sunshine.  As  she  whirled 
round  she  sang  in  a  plaintive,  shrill  voice  some  un- 
couth, barbarous  chant,  expressive  of  exultation.  I 
called  out  to  her,  "Come  in,  you  young  fiend,  come 
in  and  be  silent!"  but  she  went  on  with  her  dance. 
Then  she  suddenly  ran  toward  me,  and  catching  my 
hand  before  I  could  pluck  it  away,  she  kissed  it. 
While  we  were  at  dinner  she  spied  one  of  my  pencils, 
and  taking  it  up,  she  wrote  the  two  words  "Sophie 
Ramusine"  upon  a  piece  of  paper,  and  then  pointed 
to  herself  as  a  sign  that  that  was  her  name.  She 
handed  the  pencil  to  me,  evidently  expecting  that  I 
would  be  equally  communicative,  but  I  put  it  in  my 
pocket  as  a  sign  that  I  wished  to  hold  no  intercourse 
with  her. 

Every  moment  of  my  life  now  I  regretted  the  un- 
guarded precipitancy  with  which  I  had  saved  this 
woman.  What  was  it  to  me  whether  she  had  lived 
or  died?  I  was  no  young,  hot-headed  youth  to  do 
such  things.  It  was  bad  enough  to  be  compelled  to 
have  Madge  in  the  house,  but  she  was  old  and  ugly, 
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and  could  be  ignored.  This  one  was  young  and  lively, 
and  so  fashioned  as  to  divert  attention  from  graver 
things.  Where  could  I  send  her,  and  what  could  I 
do  with  her  ?  If  I  sent  information  to  Wick  it  would 
mean  that  officials  and  others  would  come  to  me  and 
pry,  and  peep,  and  chatter — a  hateful  thought.  It 
was  better  to  endure  her  presence  than  that. 

I  soon  found  that  there  were  fresh  troubles  in 
store  for  me.  There  is  no  place  safe  from  the  swarm- 
ing, restless  race  of  which  I  am  a  member.  In  the 
evening,  when  the  sun  was  dipping  down  behind  the 
hills,  casting  them  into  dark  shadow,  but  gilding  the 
sands  and  casting  a  great  glory  over  the  sea,  I  went, 
as  is  my  custom,  for  a  stroll  along  the  beach.  Some- 
times on  these  occasions  I  took  my  book  with  me. 
I  did  so  on  this  night,  and  stretching  myself  upon 
a  sand-dune,  I  composed  myself  to  read.  As  I  lay 
there  I  suddenly  became  aware  of  a  shadow  which 
interposed  itself  between  the  sun  and  myself.  Look- 
ing round,  I  saw  to  my  great  surprise  a  very  tall, 
powerful  man,  who  was  standing  a  few  yards  off, 
and  who,  instead  of  looking  at  me,  was  ignoring  my 
existence  completely,  and  was  gazing  over  my  head 
with  a  stern,  set  face  at  the  bay  and  the  black  line 
of  the  Mansie  reef.  His  complexion  was  dark,  with 
black  hair,  and  short,  curling  beard,  a  hawk-like  nose, 
and  golden  earrings  in  his  ears — the  general  effect 
being  wild  and  somewhat  noble.  He  wore  a  faded 
velveteen  jacket,  a  red  flannel  shirt,  and  high  sea- 
boots,  coming  half-way  up  his  thighs.  I  recognized 
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him  at  a  glance  as  being  the  same  man  who  had 
been  left  on  the  wreck  the  night  before. 

"Halloo  I"  I  said  in  an  aggrieved  voice.  "You  got 
ashore  all  right,  then?" 

"Yes,"  he  answered,  in  good  English.  "It  was  no 
doing  of  mine.  The  waves  threw  me  up.  I  wish  to 
God  I  had  been  allowed  to  drown  1"  There  was  a 
slight  foreign  lisp  in  his  accent  which  was  rather 
pleasing.  "Two  good  fishermen,  who  live  round  yon- 
der point,  pulled  me  out  and  cared  for  me;  yet  I 
could  not  honestly  thank  them  for  it." 

"Ho !  ho !"  thought  I,  "here  is  a  man  of  my  own 
kidney.  Why  do  you  wish  to  be  drowned  ?"  I  asked. 

"Because,"  he  cried,  throwing  out  his  long  arms 
with  a  passionate,  despairing  gesture,  "there — there 
in  that  blue,  smiling  bay  lies  my  soul,  my  treasure 
— everything  that  I  loved  and  lived  for!" 

"Well,  well,"  said  I.  "People  are  ruined  every 
day,  but  there's  no  use  making  a  fuss  about  it.  Let 
me  inform  you  that  this  ground  on  which  you  walk 
is  my  ground,  and  that  the  sooner  you  take  yourself 
off  of  it  the  better  pleased  I  shall  be.  One  of  you 
is  quite  trouble  enough." 

"One  of  us  ?"  he  gasped. 

"Yes — if  you  could  take  her  off  with  you  I  should 
be  still  more  grateful." 

He  gazed  at  me  for  a  moment  as  if  hardly  able  to 
realize  what  I  said,  and  then  with  a  wild  cry  he  ran 
away  from  me  with  prodigious  speed  and  raced  along 
the  sands  toward  my  house.  Never  before  or  since 
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have  I  seen  a  human  being  run  so  fast.  I  followed 
as  rapidly  as  I  could,  furious  at  this  threatened  in- 
vasion, but  long  before  I  reached  the  house  he  had 
disappeared  through  the  open  door.  I  heard  a  great 
scream  from  the  inside,  and  as  I  came  nearer,  the 
sound  of  a  man's  bass  voice  speaking  rapidly  and 
loudly.  When  I  looked  in,  the  girl,  Sophie  Ramu- 
sine,  was  crouching  in  a  corner,  cowering  away,  with 
fear  and  loathing  expressed  on  her  averted  face  and 
in  every  line  of  her  shrinking  form.  The  other,  with 
his  dark  eyes  flashing,  and  his  outstretched  hands 
quivering  with  emotion,  was  pouring  forth  a  torrent 
of  passionate,  pleading  words.  He  made  a  step  for- 
ward to  her  as  I  entered,  but  she  writhed  still  further 
away,  and  uttered  a  sharp  cry  like  that  of  a  rabbit 
when  the  weasel  has  him  by  the  throat. 

''Here !"  I  said,  pulling  him  back  from  her.  "This 
is  a  pretty  to-do!  What  do  you  mean?  Do  you 
think  this  is  a  wayside  inn  or  a  place  of  public  ac- 
commodation ?" 

"Oh,  sir,"  he  said,  "excuse  me.  This  woman  is 
my  wife,  and  I  feared  that  she  was  drowned.  You 
have  brought  me  back  to  life." 

"Who  are  you?"  I  asked,  roughly. 

"I  am  a  man  from  Archangel,"  he  said,  simply; 
"a  Russian  man." 

"What  is  your  name  ?" 

"Ourganeff." 

"Ourganeff! — and  hers  is  Sophie  Ramusine.  She 
is  no  wife  of  yours.  She  has  no  ring." 
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"We  are  man  and  wife  in  the  sight  of  Heaven," 
he  said,  solemnly,  looking  upward.  "We  are  bound 
by  higher  laws  than  those  of  earth."  As  he  spoke 
the  girl  slipped  behind  me  and  caught  me  by  the 
other  hand,  pressing  it  as  though  beseeching  my  pro- 
tection. "Give  me  up  my  wife,  sir,"  he  went  on. 
"Let  me  take  her  away  from  here." 

"Look  here,  you — whatever  your  name  is,"  I  said, 
sternly;  "I  don't  want  this  wench  here.  I  wish  I 
had  never  seen  her.  If  she  died  it  would  be  no  grief 
to  me.  But  as  to  handing  her  over  to  you,  when  it 
is  clear  she  fears  and  hates  you,  I  won't  do  it.  So 
now  just  clear  your  great  body  out  of  this,  and  leave 
me  to  my  books.  I  hope  I  may  never  look  upon  your 
face  again." 

"You  won't  give  her  up  to  me  ?"  he  said,  hoarsely. 

"I'll  see  you  damned  first!"  I  answered. 

"Suppose  I  take  her  ?"  he  cried,  his  dark  face  grow- 
ing darker. 

All  my  tigerish  blood  flushed  up  in  a  moment.  I 
picked  up  a  billet  of  wood  from  beside  the  fireplace. 
"Go,"  I  said,  in  a  low  voice;  "go  quick,  or  I  may 
do  you  an  injury."  He  looked  at  me  irresolutely  for 
a  moment,  and  then  he  left  the  house.  He  came  back 
again  in  a  moment,  however,  and  stood  in  the  door- 
way looking  at  us. 

"Have  a  heed  what  you  do,"  he  said.  "The  woman 
is  mine,  and  I  shall  have  her.  When  it  comes  to 
blows,  a  Russian  is  as  good  a  man  as  a  Scotchman." 

"We  shall  see  that,"  I  cried,  springing  forward; 
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but  he  was  already  gone,  and  I  could  see  his  tall  form 
moving  away  through  the  gathering  darkness. 

For  a  month  or  more  after  this  things  went  smooth- 
ly with  us.  I  never  spoke  to  the  Russian  girl,  nor 
did  she  ever  address  me.  Sometimes  when  I  was  at 
work  in  my  laboratory  she  would  slip  inside  the 
door  and  sit  silently  there  watching  me  with  her 
great  eyes.  At  first  this  intrusion  annoyed  me,  but 
by  degrees,  finding  that  she  made  no  attempt  to  dis- 
tract my  attention,  I  suffered  her  to  remain.  En- 
couraged by  this  concession,  she  gradually  came  to 
move  the  stool  on  which  she  sat  nearer  and  nearer 
to  my  table,  until  after  gaining  a  little  every  day 
during  some  weeks,  she  at  last  worked  her  way  right 
up  to  me,  and  used  to  perch  herself  beside  me  when- 
ever I  worked.  In  this  position  she  used,  still  with- 
out ever  obtruding  her  presence  in  any  way,  to  make 
herself  very  useful  by  holding  my  pens,  test-tubes,  or 
bottles,  and  handing  me  whatever  I  wanted  with 
never-failing  sagacity.  By  ignoring  the  fact  of  her 
being  a  human  being,  and  looking  upon  her  as  a 
useful  automatic  machine,  I  accustomed  myself  to 
her  presence  so  far  as  to  miss  her  on  the  few  occa- 
sions when  she  was  not  at  her  post.  I  have  a  habit 
of  talking  aloud  to  myself  at  times  when  I  work, 
so  as  to  fix  my  results  better  in  my  mind.  The  girl 
must  have  had  a  surprising  memory  for  sounds,  for 
she  could  always  repeat  the  words  which  I  let  fall  in 
this  way,  without,  of  course,  understanding  in  the 
least  what  they  meant.  I  have  often  been  amused 
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at  hearing  her  discharge  a  volley  of  chemical  equa- 
tions and  algebraic  symbols  at  old  Madge,  and  then 
burst  into  a  ringing  laugh  when  the  crone  would 
shake  her  head,  under  the  impression,  no  doubt,  that 
she  was  being  addressed  in  Russian. 

She  never  went  more  than  a  few  yards  from  the 
house,  and  indeed  never  put  her  foot  over  the  thresh- 
old without  looking  carefully  out  of  each  window  in 
order  to  be  sure  that  there  was  nobody  about  By 
this  I  knew  that  she  suspected  that  her  fellow-cpun- 
tryman  was  still  in  the  neighborhood,  and  feared  that 
he  might  attempt  to  carry  her  off.  She  did  some- 
thing else  which  was  significant.  I  had  an  old  re- 
volver with  some  cartridges,  which  had  been  thrown 
away  among  the  rubbish.  She  found  this  one  day, 
and  at  once  proceeded  to  clean  it  and  oil  it.  She 
hung  it  up  near  the  door,  with  the  cartridges  in  a  little 
bag  beside  it,  and  whenever  I  went  for  a  walk,  she 
would  take  it  down  and  insist  upon  my  carrying  it 
with  me.  In  my  absence  she  would  always  bolt  the 
door.  Apart  from  her  apprehensions  she  seemed 
fairly  happy,  busying  herself  in  helping  Madge  when 
she  was  not  attending  upon  me.  She  was  wonder- 
fully nimble-fingered  and  natty  in  all  domestic  duties. 

It  was  not  long  before  I  discovered  that  her  sus- 
picions were  well  founded,  and  that  this  man  from 
Archangel  was  still  lurking  in  the  vicinity.  Being 
restless  one  night,  I  rose  and  peered  out  of  the  win- 
dow. The  weather  was  somewhat  cloudy,  and  I  could 
barely  make  out  the  line  of  the  sea  and  the  loom 
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of  my  boat  upon  the  beach.  As  I  gazed,  however,  and 
my  eyes  became  accustomed  to  the  obscurity,  I  be- 
came aware  that  there  was  some  other  dark  blur  upon 
the  sands,  and  that  in  front  of  my  very  door,  where 
certainly  there  had  been  nothing  of  the  sort  the  pre- 
ceding night  As  I  stood  at  my  diamond-paned  lattice 
still  peering  and  peeping  to  make  out  what  this  might 
be,  a  great  bank  of  clouds  rolled  slowly  away  from  the 
face  of  the  moon,  and  a  flood  of  cold,  clear  light  was 
poured  down  upon  the  silent  bay  and  the  long  sweef 
of  its  desolate  shores.  Then  I  saw  what  this  was 
which  haunted  my  doorstep.  It  was  he,  the  Russian. 
He  squatted  there  like  a  gigantic  toad,  with  his  legs 
doubled  under  him  in  strange  Mongolian  fashion, 
and  his  eyes  fixed  apparently  upon  the  window  of  the 
room  in  which  the  young  girl  and  the  housekeeper 
slept.  The  light  fell  upon  his  upturned  face,  and  I 
saw  once  more  the  hawk-like  grace  of  his  countenance, 
with  the  single  deeply  indented  line  of  care  upon  his 
brow,  and  the  protruding  beard  which  marks  the  pas- 
sionate nature.  My  first  impulse  was  to  shoot  him 
as  a  trespasser;  but,  as  I  gazed,  my  resentment 
changed  into  pity  and  contempt.  "Poor  fool !"  I  said 
to  myself,  "is  it  then  possible  that  you,  whom  I  have 
seen  looking  open-eyed  at  present  death,  should  have 
your  whole  thoughts  and  ambition  centred  upon  this 
wretched  slip  of  a  girl — a  girl,  too,  who  flies  from 
you  and  hates  you  ?  Most  women  would  love  you— 
were  it  but  for  that  dark  face  and  great,  handsome 
body  of  yours — and  yet  you  must  needs  hanker  after 
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the  one  in  a  thousand  who  will  have  no  traffic  with 
you."  As  I  returned  to  my  bed,  I  chuckled  much  to 
myself  over  this  thought.  I  knew  that  my  bars  were 
strong  and  my  bolts  thick.  It  mattered  little  to  me 
whether  this  strange  man  spent  his  night  at  my  door 
or  a  hundred  leagues  off,  so  long  as  he  was  gone  by  the 
morning.  As  I  expected,  when  I  rose  and  went  out, 
there  was  no  sign  of  him,  nor  had  he  left  any  trace  of 
his  midnight  vigil. 

It  was  not  long,  however,  before  I  saw  him  again. 
I  had  been  out  for  a  row  one  morning,  for  my  head 
was  aching,  partly  from  prolonged  stooping,  and 
partly  from  the  effects  of  a  noxious  drug  which  I  had 
inhaled  the  night  before.  I  pulled  along  the  coast 
some  miles,  and  then,  feeling  thirsty,  I  landed  at  a 
place  where  I  knew  that  a  fresh  water  stream  trickled 
down  into  the  sea.  This  rivulet  passed  through  my 
land,  but  the  mouth  of  it,  where  I  found  myself  that 
day,  was  beyond  my  boundary  line.  I  felt  somewhat 
taken  aback  when,  rising  from  the  stream  at  which  I 
had  slaked  my  thirst,  I  found  myself  face  to  face 
with  the  Russian.  I  was  as  much  a  trespasser  now 
as  he  was,  and  I  could  see  at  a  glance  that  he  knew  it. 

"I  wish  to  speak  a  few  words  to  you,"  he  said, 
gravely. 

"Hurry  up,  then!"  I  answered,  glancing  at  my 
watch.  "I  have  no  time  to  listen  to  chatter." 

"Chatter  1"  he  repeated,  angrily.  "Ah,  but  there. 
You  Scotch  people  are  strange  men.  Your  face  is 
hard  and  your  words  rough,  but  so  are  those  of  the 
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good  fishermen  with  whom  I  stay,  yet  I  find  that  be- 
neath all  these  lie  kind,  honest  natures.  ~No  doubt 
you  are  kind  and  good,  too,  in  spite  of  your  rough- 
ness." 

"In  the  name  of  the  devil,"  I  said,  "say  your  say, 
and  go  your  way.  I  am  weary  of  the  sight  of  you !" 

"Can  I  not  soften  you  in  any  way  ?"  he  cried.  "Ah, 
see — see  here" — he  produced  a  small  Grecian  cross 
from  inside  his  velvet  jacket.  "Look  at  this.  Our 
religions  may  differ  in  form,  but  at  least  we  have  some 
common  thoughts  and  feelings  when  we  see  this  em- 
blem." 

"I  am  not  so  sure  of  that,"  I  answered. 

He  looked  at  me  thoughtfully. 

"You  are  a  very  strange  man,"  he  said  at  last.  "I 
can  not  understand  you.  You  still  stand  between  me 
and  Sophie.  It  is  a  dangerous  position  to  take,  sir. 
Oh,  believe  me,  before  it  is  too  late.  If  you  did  but 
know  what  I  have  done  to  gain  that  woman — how  I 
have  risked  my  body,  how  I  have  lost  my  soul !  You 
are  a  small  obstacle  to  some  which  I  have  surmounted 
— you,  whom  a  rip  with  a  knife,  or  a  blow  from  a 
stone,  would  put  out  of  my  way  forever.  But  God 
preserve  me  from  that,"  he  cried,  wildly.  "I  am  deep 
— too  deep — already.  Anything  rather  than  that." 

"You  would  do  better  to  go  back  to  your  country," 
I  said,  "than  to  skulk  about  these  sand-hills  and  dis- 
turb my  leisure.  When  I  have  proof  that  you  have 
gone  away  I  shall  hand  this  woman  over  to  the  pro- 
tection of  the  Kussian  consul  at  Edinburgh.  Until 


THE  MAN   FROM  ARCHANGEL.  519 

then,  I  shall  guard  her  myself,  and  not  you,  nor  any 
Muscovite  that  ever  breathed,  shall  take  her  from 
mel" 

"And  what  is  your  object  in  keeping  me  from 
Sophie?"  he  asked.  "Do  you  imagine  that  I  would 
injure  her  ?  Why,  man,  I  would  give  my  life  freely 
to  save  her  from  the  slightest  harm.  Why  do  you  do 
this  thing?" 

"I  do  it  because  it  is  my  good  pleasure  to  act  so," 
I  answered.  "I  give  no  man  reasons  for  my  conduct." 

"Look  here !"  he  cried,  suddenly  blazing  into  fury, 
and  advancing  toward  me  with  his  shaggy  mane  brist- 
ling and  his  brown  hands  clinched.  "If  I  thought 
you  had  one  dishonest  thought  toward  this  girl — if 
for  a  moment  I  had  reason  to  believe  that  you  had 
any  base  motive  for  detaining  her — as  sure  as  there 
is  a  God  in  heaven  I  should  drag  the  heart  out  of  your 
bosom  with  my  hands!"  The  very  idea  seemed  to 
have  put  the  man  in  a  frenzy,  for  his  face  was  all  dis- 
torted and  his  hands  opened  and  shut  convulsively. 
I  thought  that  he  was  about  to  spring  at  my  throat. 

"Stand  off!"  I  said,  putting  my  hand  on  my  pis- 
toL  "If  you  lay  a  finger  on  me  I  shall  kill  you." 

He  put  his  hand  into  his  pocket,  and  for  a  moment 
I  thought  he  was  about  to  produce  a  weapon  too,  but 
instead  of  that  he  whipped  out  a  cigarette  and  lighted 
it,  breathing  the  smoke  rapidly  into  his  lungs.  No 
doubt  he  had  found  by  experience  that  this  was  the 
most  effectual  way  of  curbing  his  passions. 

"I  told  you,"  he  said  in  a  quieter  voice,  "that  my 
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name  is  Ourganeff — Alexis  Ourganeff.  I  am  a  Finn 
by  birth,  but  I  have  spent  my  life  in  every  part  of  the 
world.  I  was  one  who  could  never  be  still,  nor  settle 
down  to  a  quiet  existence.  After  I  came  to  own  my 
own  ship  there  is  hardly  a  port  from  Archangel  to 
Australia  which  I  have  not  entered.  I  was  rough 
and  wild  and  free,  but  there  was  one  at  home,  sir,  who 
was  prim  and  white-handed  and  soft-tongued,  skilful 
in  little  fancies  and  conceits  which  women  love.  This 
youth  by  his  wiles  and  tricks  stole  from  me  the  love 
of  the  girl  whom  I  had  ever  marked  as  my  own,  and 
who  up  to  that  time  had  seemed  in  some  sort  inclined 
to  return  my  passion.  I  had  been  on  a  voyage  to 
Hammerfest  for  ivory,  and  coming  back  unexpect- 
edly, I  learned  that  my  pride  and  treasure  was  to  be 
married  to  this  soft-skinned  boy,  and  that  the  party 
had  actually  gone  to  the  church.  In  such  moments, 
sir,  something  gives  way  in  my  head,  and  I  hardly 
know  what  I  do.  I  landed  with  a  boat's  crew — all 
men  who  had  sailed  with  me  for  years,  and  who  were 
as  true  as  steel.  We  went  up  to  the  church.  They 
were  standing,  she  and  he,  before  the  priest,  but  the 
thing  had  not  been  done.  I  dashed  between  them  and 
caught  her  round  the  waist.  My  men  beat  back  the 
frightened  bridegroom  and  the  lookers-on.  We  bore 
her  down  to  the  boat  and  aboard  our  vessel,  and  then 
getting  up  anchor,  we  sailed  away  across  the  White 
Sea  until  the  spires  of  Archangel  sank  down  behind 
the  horizon.  She  had  my  cabin,  my  room,  every  com- 
fort. I  slept  among  the  men  in  the  forecastle.  I 
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hoped  that  in  time  her  aversion  to  me  would  wear 
away,  and  that  she  would  consent  to  marry  me  in  Eng- 
land or  in  France.  For  days  and  days  we  sailed. 
We  saw  the  North  Cape  die  away  behind  us,  and  we 
skirted  the  gray  Norwegian  coast,  but  still,  in  spite 
of  every  attention,  she  would  not  forgive  me  for  tear- 
ing her  from  that  pale-faced  lover  of  hers.  Then 
came  this  cursed  storm  which  shattered  both  my  ship 
and  my  hopes,  and  has  deprived  me  even  of  the  sight 
of  the  woman  for  whom  I  have  risked  so  much.  Per- 
haps she  may  learn  to  love  me  yet  You,  sir,"  he  said, 
wistfully,  "look  like  one  who  has  seen  much  of  the 
world.  Do  you  not  think  that  she  may  come  to  forget 
this  man  and  to  love  me  ?" 

"I  am  tired  of  your  story,"  I  said,  turning  away. 
"For  my  part,  I  think  you  are  a  great  fooL  If  you 
imagine  that  this  love  of  yours  will  pass  away,  you 
had  better  amuse  yourself  as  best  you  can  until  it 
does.  If,  on  the  other  hand,  it  is  a  fixed  thing,  you 
can  not  do  better  than  cut  your  throat,  for  that  is  the 
shortest  way  out  of  it.  I  have  no  more  time  to  waste 
on  the  matter."  With  this  I  hurried  away  and  walked 
down  to  the  boat.  I  never  looked  round,  but  I  heard 
the  dull  sound  of  his  feet  upon  the  sands  as  he  fol- 
lowed me. 

"I  have  told  you  the  beginning  of  my  story,"  he 
said,  "and  you  shall  know  the  end  some  day.  You 
would  do  well  to  let  the  girl  go." 

I  never  answered  him,  but  pushed  the  boat  off. 
When  I  had  rowed  some  distance  out  I  looked  back 
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and  saw  his  tall  figure  upon  the  yellow  sand  as  he 
stood  gazing  thoughtfully  after  me.  When  I  looked 
again  some  minutes  later  he  had  disappeared. 

For  a  long  time  after  this  my  life  was  as  regular 
and  as  monotonous  as  it  had  been  before  the  ship- 
wreck. At  times  I  hoped  that  the  man  from  Arch- 
angel had  gone  away  altogether,  but  certain  foot- 
steps which  I  saw  upon  the  sand,  and  more  particu- 
larly a  little  pile  of  cigarette  ash  which  I  found  one 
day  behind  a  hillock  from  which  a  view  of  the  house 
might  be  obtained,  warned  me  that,  though  invisible, 
he  was  still  in  the  vicinity.  My  relations  with  the 
Russian  girl  remained  the  same  .as  before.  Old 
Madge  had  been  somewhat  jealous  of  her  presence 
at  first,  and  seemed  to  fear  that  what  little  authority 
she  had  would  be  taken  away  from  her.  By  degrees, 
however,  as  she  came  to  realize  my  utter  indifference, 
she  became  reconciled  to  the  situation,  and,  as  I  have 
said  before,  profited  by  it,  as  our  visitor  performed 
much  of  the  domestic  work. 

And  now  I  am  coming  near  the  end  of  this  narra- 
tive of  mine,  which  I  have  written  a  great  deal  more 
for  my  own  amusement  than  for  that  of  any  one  else. 
The  termination  of  the  strange  episode  in  which  these 
two  Russians  had  played  a  part  was  as  wild  and  as 
sudden  as  the  commencement.  The  events  of  one 
single  night  freed  me  from  all  my  troubles,  and  left 
me  once  more  alone  with  my  books  and  my  studies, 
as  I  had  been  before  their  intrusion.  Let  me  en- 
deavor to  describe  how  this  came  about. 
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I  had  had  a  long  day  of  heavy  and  wearying  work, 
so  that  in  the  evening  I  determined  upon  taking  a 
long  walk.  When  I  emerged  from  the  house,  my  at- 
tention was  attracted  by  the  appearance  of  the  sea. 
It  lay  like  a  sheet  of  glass,  so  that  never  a  ripple 
disturbed  its  surface.  Yet  the  air  was  filled  with 
that  indescribable  moaning  sound  which  I  have  al- 
luded to  before — a  sound  as  though  the  spirits  of  all 
those  who  lay  beneath  those  treacherous  waters  were 
sending  a  sad  warning  of  coming  troubles  to  their 
brethren  in  the  flesh.  The  fishermen's  wives  along 
that  coast  know  the  eerie  sound,  and  look  anxiously 
across  the  waters  for  the  brown  sails  making  for  the 
land.  When  I  heard  it,  I  stepped  back  into  the 
house  and  looked  at  the  glass.  It  was  down  below 
29°.  Then  I  knew  that  a  wild  night  was  coming 
upon  us. 

Underneath  the  hills  where  I  walked  that  even- 
ing it  was  dull  and  chill,  but  their  summits  were 
rosy-red,  and  the  sea  was  brightened  by  the  sinking 
sun.  There  were  no  clouds  of  importance  in  the  sky, 
yet  the  dull  groaning  of  the  sea  grew  louder  and 
stronger.  I  saw,  far  to  the  eastward,  a  brig  beating 
up  for  Wick,  with  a  reef  in  her  topsails.  It  was 
evident  that  her  captain  had  read  the  signs  of  nature 
as  I  had  done.  Behind  her  a  long,  lurid  haze  lay  low 
upon  the  water,  concealing  the  horizon.  "I  had  bet- 
ter push  on,"  I  thought  to  myself,  "or  the  wind  may 
rise  before  I  can  get  back." 

I  suppose  I  must  have  been  at  least  half  a  mile 
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from  the  house,  when  I  suddenly  stopped  and  list- 
ened breathlessly.  My  ears  were  so  accustomed  to 
the  noises  of  nature,  the  sighing  of  the  breeze  and 
the  sob  of  the  waves,  that  any  other  sound  made  it- 
self heard  at  a  great  distance.  I  waited,  listening 
with  all  my  ears.  Yes,  there  it  was  again — a  long- 
drawn,  shrill  cry  of  despair,  ringing  over  the  sands 
and  echoed  back  from  the  hills  behind  me — a  piteous 
appeal  for  aid.  It  came  from  the  direction  of  my 
house.  I  turned  and  ran  back  homeward  at  the  top 
of  my  speed,  plowing  through  the  sand,  racing  over 
the  shingle.  In  my  mind  there  was  a  great  dim 
perception  of  what  had  occurred. 

About  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  house  there 
is  a  high  sand-hill,  from  which  the  whole  country 
round  is  visible.  When  I  reached  the  top  of  this  I 
paused  for  a  moment.  There  was  the  old  gray  build- 
ing— there  the  boat.  Everything  seemed  to  be  as  I 
had  left  it.  Even  as  I  gazed,  however,  the  shrill 
scream  was  repeated,  louder  than  before,  and  the 
next  moment  a  tall  figure  emerged  from  my  door — 
the  figure  of  the  Russian  sailor.  Over  his  shoulder 
was  the  white  form  of  the  young  girl,  and  even  in 
his  haste  he  seemed  to  bear  her  tenderly  and  with 
gentle  reverence.  I  could  hear  her  wild  cries  and  see 
her  desperate  struggles  to  break  away  from  him. 
Behind  the  couple  came  my  old  housekeeper,  stanch 
and  true,  as  the  aged  dog,  who  can  no  longer  bite, 
still  snarls  with  toothless  gums  at  the  intruder.  She 
staggered  feebly  along  at  the  heels  of  the  ravisher, 
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Caving  her  long,  thin  arms,  and  hurling,  no  doubt, 
volleys  of  Scotch  curses  and  imprecations  at  his  head. 
I  saw  at  a  glance  that  he  was  making  for  the  boat. 
A  sudden  hope  sprang  up  in  my  soul  that  I  might  be 
in  time  to  intercept  him.  I  ran  for  the  beach  at  the 
top  of  my  speed.  As  I  ran,  I  slipped  a  cartridge 
into  my  revolver.  This  I  determined  should  be  the 
last  of  these  invasions. 

I  was  too  late.  By  the  time  I  reached  the  water's 
edge  he  was  a  hundred  yards  away,  making  the  boat 
spring  with  every  stroke  of  his  powerful  arms.  I 
uttered  a  wild  cry  of  impotent  anger,  and  stamped 
up  and  down  the  sands  like  a  maniac.  He  turned 
and  saw  me.  Rising  from  his  seat  he  made  me  a 
graceful  bow,  and  waved  his  hand  to  me.  It  was 
not  a  triumphant  or  a  derisive  gesture.  Even  my 
furious  and  distempered  mind  recognized  it  as  being 
a  solemn  and  courteous  leave-taking.  Then  he  set- 
tled down  to  his  oars  once  more,  and  the  little  skiff 
shot  away  out  over  the  bay.  The  sun  had  gone  down 
now,  leaving  a  single  dull  red  streak  upon  the  water, 
which  stretched  away  until  it  blended  with  the  purple 
haze  on  the  horizon.  Gradually  the  skiff  grew  smaller 
and  smaller  as  it  sped  across  this  lurid  band,  until 
the  shades  of  night  gathered  round  it  and  it  became 
a  mere  blur  upon  the  lonely  sea.  Then  this  vague 
loom  died  away  also,  and  darkness  settled  over  it — 
a  darkness  which  should  never  more  be  raised. 

And  why  did  I  pace  the  solitary  shore,  hot  and 
wrathful  as  a  wolf  whose  whelp  has  been  torn  from 


526  THE  MAN  FROM  ARCHANGEL. 

it  ?  Was  it  that  I  loved  this  Muscovite  girl  ?  No— 
a  thousand  times  no.  I  am  not  one  who,  for  the 
sake  of  a  white  skin  or  a  blue  eye,  would  belie  my 
own  life,  and  change  the  whole  tenor  of  my  thoughts 
and  existence.  My  heart  was  untouched.  But  my 
pride — ah,  there  I  had  been  cruelly  wounded.  To 
think  that  I  had  been  unable  to  afford  protection  to 
the  helpless  one  who  craved  it  of  me,  and  who  relied 
on  me !  It  was  that  which  made  my  heart  sick  and 
Bent  the  blood  buzzing  through  my  ears. 

That  night  a  great  wind  rose  up  from  the  sea,  and 
the  wild  waves  shrieked  upon  the  shore  as  though' 
they  would  tear  it  back  with  them  into  the  ocean. 
The  turmoil  and  the  uproar  were  congenial  to  my 
vexed  spirit.  All  night  I  wandered  up  and  down, 
wet  with  spray  and  rain,  watching  the  gleam  of  the 
white  breakers,  and  listening  to  the  outcry  of  the 
Btorm.  My  heart  was  bitter  against  the  Russian. 
I  joined  my  feeble  pipe  to  the  screaming  of  the  gale. 
"If  he  would  come  back  again !"  I  cried,  with  clinched 
hands ;  "if  he  would  come  back !" 

He  came  back.  When  the  gray  light  of  morning 
spread  over  the  eastern  sky,  and  lighted  up  the  great 
waste  of  yellow,  tossing  waters,  with  the  brown  clouds 
drifting  swiftly  over  them,  then  I  saw  him  once  again. 
A  few  hundred  yards  off  along  the  sand  there  lay  a 
long  dark  object,  cast  up  by  the  fury  of  the  waves. 
It  was  my  boat,  much  shattered  and  splintered.  A! 
little  further  on,  a  vague,  shapeless  something  was 
washing  to  and  fro  in  the  shallow  water,  all  mixed 
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with  shingle  and  seaweed.  I  saw  at  a  glance  that 
it  was  the  Russian,  face  downward  and  dead.  I 
rushed  into  the  water  and  dragged  him  up  on  to  the 
beach.  It  was  only  when  I  turned  him  over  that  I 
discovered  that  she  was  beneath  him,  his  dead  arms 
encircling  her,  his  mangle/1  body  still  intervening 
between  her  and  the  fury  of  the  storm.  It  seemed 
that  the  fierce  German  Sea  might  beat  the  life  out 
of  him,  but  with  al1  its  strength  it  was  unable  to  tear 
this  one-idea'd  man  from  the  woman  whom  he  loved. 
There  were  signs  which  led  me  to  believe  that  during 
that  awful  night  the  woman's  fickle  mind  had  come 
at  last  to  learn  the  worth  of  the  true  heart  and  strong 
arm  which  struggled  for  her  and  guarded  her  so  ten- 
derly. Why  else  should  her  little  head  be  nestling 
so  lovingly  on  his  broad  breast,  while  her  yellow  hair 
intwined  itself  with  his  flowing  beard?  Why,  too, 
should  there  be  that  bright  smile  of  ineffable  happi- 
ness and  triumph,  which  death  itself  had  not  had 
power  to  banish  from  his  dusky  face  ?  I  fancy  that 
death  had  been  brighter  to  him  than  life  had  ever 
been. 

Madge  and  I  buried  them  there  on  the  shore  of 
the  desolate  northern  sea.  They  lie  in  one  grave 
deep  down  beneath  the  yellow  sand.  Strange  things 
may  happen  in  the  world  around  them.  Empires 
may  rise  and  may  fall,  dynasties  may  perish,  great 
wars  may  come  and  go,  but,  heedless  of  it  all,  those 
two  shall  embrace  each  other  forever  and  aye,  in  their 
lonely  shrine  by  the  side  of  the  sounding  ocean.  I 
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sometimes  have  thought  that  their  spirits  flit  like 
shadowy  sea-mews  over  the  wild  waters  of  the  bay. 
No  cross  or  symbol  marks  their  resting-place,  but  old 
Madge  puts  wild  flowers  upon  it  at  times,  and  when 
I  pass  on  my  daily  walk  and  see  the  fresh  blossoms 
scattered  over  the  sand,  I  think  of  the  strange  couple 
who  came  from  afar,  and  broke  for  a  little  space  the 
dull  tenor  of  my  sombre 
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"ALL  aboard?"  said  the  captain. 

"All  aboard,  sir!"  said  the  mate. 

"Then  stand  by  to  let  her  go." 

It  was  nine  o'clock  on  a  Wednesday  morning.  The 
good  ship  Spartan  was  lying  off  Boston  Quay  with  her 
cargo  under  hatches,  her  passengers  shipped,  and 
everything  prepared  for  a  start.  The  warning  whistle 
had  been  sounded  twice,  the  final  bell  had  been  rung. 
Her  bowsprit  was  turned  toward  England,  and  the 
hiss  of  escaping  steam  showed  that  all  was  ready  for 
her  run  of  three  thousand  miles.  She  strained  at  the 
warps  that  held  her  like  a  greyhound  at  its  leash. 

I  have  the  misfortune  to  be  a  very  nervous  man. 
A  sedentary  literary  life  has  helped  to  increase  the 
morbid  love  of  solitude  which,  even  in  my  boyhood, 
was  one  of  my  distinguishing  characteristics.  As  I 
stood  upon  the  quarter-deck  of  the  transatlantic 
steamer,  I  bitterly  cursed  the  necessity  which  drove 
me  back  to  the  land  of  my  forefathers.  The  shouts  of 
the  sailors,  the  rattle  of  the  cordage,  the  farewells  of 
my  fellow-passengers,  and  the  cheers  of  the  mob,  each 
and  all  jarred  upon  my  sensitive  nature.  I  felt  sad, 
too.  An  indescribable  feeling,  as  of  some  impending 
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calamity,  seemed  to  haunt  me.  The  sea  was  calm, 
and  the  breeze  light.  There  was  nothing  to  disturb 
the  equanimity  of  the  most  confirmed  of  landsmen, 
yet  I  felt  as  if  I  stood  upon  the  verge  of  a  great  though 
indefinable  danger.  I  have  noticed  that  such  presen- 
timerits  occur  often  in  men  of  my  peculiar  tempera- 
ment, and  that  they  are  not  uncommonly  fulfilled. 
There  is  a  theory  that  it  arises  from  a  species  of 
second-sight,  a  subtle  spiritual  communication  with 
the  future.  I  well  remember  that  Herr  Raumer,  the 
eminent  spiritualist,  remarked  on  one  occasion  that 
I  was  the  most  sensitive  subject  as  regards  supernat- 
ural phenomena  that  he  had  ever  encountered  in  the 
whole  of  his  wide  experience.  Be  that  as  it  may,  I 
certainly  felt  far  from  happy  as  I  threaded  my  way 
among  the  weeping,  cheering  groups  which  dotted  the 
white  decks  of  the  good  ship  Spartan.  Had  I  known 
the  experience  which  awaited  me  in  the  course  of  the 
next  twelve  hours,  I  should  even  then  at  the  last  mo- 
ment have  sprung  upon  the  shore,  and  made  my 
escape  from  the  accursed  vessel. 

"Time's  up!"  said  the  captain,  closing  his  chro- 
nometer with  a  snap,  and  replacing  it  in  his  pock- 
et. "Time's  up!"  said  the  mate.  There  was  a 
last  wail  from  the  whistle,  a  rush  of  friends  and  rela- 
tives upon  the  land.  One  warp  was  loosened,  the 
gangway  was  being  pushed  away,  when  there  was  a 
shout  from  the  bridge,  and  two  men  appeared,  run- 
ning rapidly  down  the  quay.  They  were  waving  their 
hands  and  making  frantic  gestures,  apparently  with 
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the  intention  of  stopping  the  ship.  "Look  sharp!" 
shouted  the  crowd.  "Hold  hard !"  cried  the  captain. 
"Ease  her!  stop  her!  Up  with  the  gangway!"  and 
the  two  men  sprang  ahoard  just  as  the  second  warp 
parted,  and  a  convulsive  throb  of  the  engine  shot  us 
clear  of  the  shore.  There  was  a  cheer  from  the  deck, 
another  from  the  quay,  a  mighty  fluttering  of  hand- 
kerchiefs^  and  the  great  vessel  plowed  its  way  out  of 
the  harbor,  and  steamed  grandly  away  across  the 
placid  bay. 

We  were  fairly  started  upon  our  fortnight's  voyage. 
There  was  a  general  dive  among  the  passengers  in 
quest  of  berths  and  luggage,  while  a  popping  of  corks 
in  the  saloon  proved  that  more  than  one  bereaved  trav- 
eler was  adopting  artificial  means  for  drowning  the 
pangs  of  separation.  I  glanced  round  the  deck  and 
took  a  running  inventory  of  my  compagnons  de  voy- 
age. They  presented  the  usual  types  met  with  upon 
these  occasions.  There  was  no  striking  face  among 
them.  I  speak  as  a  connoisseur,  for  faces  are  a  spe- 
cialty of  mine.  I  pounce  upon  a  characteristic  fea- 
ture as  a  botanist  does  on  a  flower,  and  bear  it  away 
with  me  to  analyze  at  my  leisure,  and  classify  and 
label  it  in  my  little  anthropological  museum.  There 
was  nothing  worthy  of  me  here.  Twenty  types  of 
young  America  going  to  "Yurrup,"  a  few  respectable 
middle-aged  couples  as  an  antidote,  a  sprinkling  of 
clergymen  and  professional  men,  young  ladies,  bag- 
men, British  exclusives,  and  all  the  olla  podrida  of  an 
ocean-going  steamer.  I  turned  away  from  them  and 
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gazed  back  at  the  receding  shores  of  America,  and, 
as  a  cloud  of  remembrances  rose  before  me,  my  heart 
warmed  toward  the  land  of  my  adoption.  A  pile  of 
portmanteaus  and  luggage  chanced  to  be  lying  on  one 
side  of  the  deck,  awaiting  their  turn  to  be  taken  be- 
low. With  my  usual  love  for  solitude,  I  walked  behind 
these,  and  sitting  on  a  coil  of  rope  between  them  and 
the  vessel's  side,  I  indulged  in  a  melancholy  revery. 

I  was  aroused  from  this  by  a  whisper  behind  me. 
"Here's  a  quiet  place,"  said  the  voice.  "Sit  down, 
and  we  can  talk  it  over  in  safety." 

Glancing  through  a  chink  between  two  colossal 
chests,  I  saw  that  the  passengers  who  had  joined  us 
at  the  last  moment  were  standing  at  the  other  side  of 
the  pile.  They  had  evidently  failed  to  see  me  as  I 
crouched  in  the  shadow  of  the  boxes.  The  one  who 
had  spoken  was  a  tall  and  very  thin  man  with  a  blue- 
black  beard  and  a  colorless  face.  His  manner  was 
nervous  and  excited.  His  companion  was  a  short, 
plethoric  little  fellow,  with  a  brisk  and  resolute  air. 
He  had  a  cigar  in  his  mouth,  and  a  large  ulster  slung 
over  his  left  arm.  They  both  glanced  round  uneasily, 
as  if  to  ascertain  whether  they  were  alone.  "This  is 
just  the  place,"  I  heard  the  other  say.  They  sat  down 
on  a  bale  of  goods  with  their  backs  turned  toward  me, 
and  I  found  myself,  much  against  my  will,  playing 
the  unpleasant  part  of  eavesdropper  to  their  conver- 
sation. 

"Well,  Muller,"  said  the  taller  of  the  two,  "we've 
got  it  aboard  right  enough." 
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"Yes,"  assented  the  man  whom  he  had  addressed  as 
Muller,  "it's  safe  aboard." 

"It  was  rather  a  near  go." 

"It  was  that,  Flannigan." 

"It  wouldn't  have  done  to  have  missed  the  ship." 

"No;  it  would  have  put  our  plans  out." 

"Ruined  them  entirely,"  the  little  man  said,  and 
puffed  furiously  at  his  cigar  for  some  minutes. 

"Fve  got  it  here,"  he  said  at  last. 

"Let  me  see  it" 

"Is  any  one  looking  ?" 

"No;  they  are  nearly  all  below." 

"We  can't  be  too  careful  where  so  much  is  at  stake," 
said  Muller,  as  he  uncoiled  the  ulster  which  hung  over 
his  arm,  and  disclosed  a  dark  object,  which  he  laid 
upon  the  deck.  One  glance  at  it  was  enough  to  cause 
me  to  spring  to  my  feet  with  an  exclamation  of  hor- 
ror. Luckily  they  were  so  engrossed  in  the  matter  on 
hand  that  neither  of  them  observed  me.  Had  they 
turned  their  heads  they  would  infallibly  have  seen  my 
pale  face  glaring  at  them  over  the  pile  of  boxes. 

From  the  first  moment  of  their  conversation  a  hor- 
rible misgiving  had  come  over  me.  It  seemed  more 
than  confirmed  as  I  gazed  at  what  lay  before  me.  It 
was  a  little  square  box  made  of  some  dark  wood,  and 
ribbed  with  brass.  I  suppose  it  was  about  the  size 
of  a  cubic  foot.  It  reminded  me  of  a  pistol-case,  only 
it  was  decidedly  higher.  There  was  an  appendage  to 
it,  however,  on  which  my  eyes  were  riveted,  and  which 
suggested  the  pistol  itself  rather  than  its  receptacla 
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This  was  a  trigger-like  arrangement  upon  the  lid,  to 
which  a  coil  of  string  was  attached.  Beside  this  trig- 
ger there  was  a  small  square  aperture  through  the 
wood.  The  tall  man,  Flannigan,  as  his  companion 
called  him,  applied  his  eye  to  this,  and  peered  in  for 
several  minutes  with  an  expression  of  intense  anx- 
iety upon  his  face. 

"It  seems  right  enough,"  he  said  at  last, 

"I  tried  not  to  shake  it,"  said  his  companion. 

"Such  delicate  things  need  delicate  treatment.  Put 
in  some  of  the  needful,  Muller." 

The  shorter  man  fumbled  in  his  pocket  for  some 
time,  and  then  produced  a  small  paper  packet.  He 
opened  this,  and  took  out  of  it  a  handful  of  whit- 
ish granules,  which  he  poured  down  through  the  hole. 
A  curious  clicking  noise  followed  from  the  inside 
of  the  box,  and  both  the  men  smiled  in  a  satisfied 
way. 

"Nothing  much  wrong  there,"  said  Flannigan. 

"Eight  as  a  trivet,"  answered  his  companion. 

"Look  out !  here's  some  one  coming.  Take  it  down 
to  our  berth.  It  wouldn't  do  to  have  any  one  sus- 
pecting what  our  game  is,  or,  worse  still,  have  them 
fumbling  with  it,  and  letting  it  off  by  mistake." 

"Well,  it  would  come  to  the  same,  whoever  let  it 
off,"  said  Muller. 

"They'd  be  rather  astonished  if  they  pulled  the 
trigger,"  said  the  taller,  with  a  sinister  laugh.  "Ha ! 
ha !  fancy  their  faces !  It's  not  a  bad  bit  of  workman- 
ship, I  flatter  myself." 
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"No,"  said  Muller.  "I  hear  it  is  your  own  design, 
every  bit  of  it,  isn't  it  ?" 

"Yes,  the  spring  and  the  sliding  shutters  are  my 
own." 

"We  should  take  out  a  patent." 

And  the  two  men  laughed  again  with  a  cold,  harsh 
laugh,  as  they  took  up  the  little  brass-hound  package 
and  concealed  it  in  Muller's  voluminous  overcoat. 

"Come  down,  and  we'll  stow  it  in  our  berth,"  said 
Flannigan.  "We  won't  need  it  until  to-night,  and  it 
will  be  safe  there." 

His  companion  assented,  and  the  two  went  arm  in 
arm  along  the  deck  and  disappeared  down  the  hatch- 
way, bearing  the  mysterious  little  box  away  with 
them.  The  last  words  I  heard  were  a  muttered  in- 
junction from  Flannigan  to  carry  it  carefully,  and 
avoid  knocking  it  against  the  bulwarks. 

How  long  I  remained  sitting  on  that  coil  of  rope  I 
shall  never  know.  The  horror  of  the  conversation 
I  had  just  overheard  was  aggravated  by  the  first  sink- 
ing qualms  of  sea-sickness.  The  long  roll  of  the  At- 
lantic was  beginning  to  assert  itself  over  both  ship 
and  passengers.  I  felt  prostrated  in  mind  and  body, 
and  fell  into  a  state  of  collapse,  from  which  I  was 
finally  aroused  by  the  hearty  voice  of  our  worthy 
quartermaster. 

"Do  you  mind  moving  out  of  that,  sir?"  he  said. 
"We  want  to  get  this  lumber  cleared  off  the  deck." 

His  bluff  manner  and  ruddy,  healthy  face  seemed 
to  be  a  positive  insult  to  me  in  my  present  condition. 
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Had  I  been  a  courageous  or  a  muscular  man  I  could 
have  struck  him.  As  it  was,  I  treated  the  honest 
sailor  to  a  melodramatic  scowl  which  seemed  to  cause 
him  no  small  astonishment,  and  strode  past  him  to  the 
other  side  of  the  deck.  Solitude  was  what  I  wanted 
— solitude  in  which  I  could  brood  over  the  frightful 
crime  which  was  being  hatched  before  my  very  eyes. 
One  of  the  quarter-boats  was  hanging  rather  low 
down  upon  the  davits.  An  idea  struck  me,  and  climb- 
ing on  the  bulwarks  I  stepped  into  the  empty  boat 
and  lay  down  in  the  bottom  of  it  Stretched  on 
my  back,  with  nothing  but  the  blue  sky  above  me, 
and  an  occasional  view  of  the  mizzen  as  the  vessel 
rolled,  I  was  at  least  alone  with  my  sickness  and  my 
thoughts. 

I  tried  to  recall  the  words  which  had  been  spoken 
in  the  terrible  dialogue  I  had  overheard.  Would  they 
admit  of  any  construction  but  the  one  which  stared 
me  in  the  face  ?  My  reason  forced  me  to  confess  that 
they  would  not  I  endeavored  to  array  the  various 
facts  which  formed  the  chain  of  circumstantial  evi- 
dence, and  to  find  a  flaw  in  it ;  but  no,  not  a  link  was 
missing.  There  was  the  strange  way  in  which  our 
passengers  had  come  aboard,  enabling  them  to  evade 
any  examination  of  their  luggage.  The  very  name  of 
<<Flannigan"  smacked  of  Fenianism,  while  "Muller" 
suggested  nothing  but  socialism  and  murder.  Then 
their  mysterious  manner;  their  remark  that  their 
plans  would  have  been  ruined  had  they  missed  the 
ship ;  their  fear  of  being  observed ;  last,  but  not  least> 
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the  clinching  evidence  in  the  production  of  the  little 
square  box  with  the  trigger,  and  their  grim  joke  about 
the  face  of  the  man  who  should  let  it  off  by  mistake-  - 
could  these  facts  lead  to  any  conclusion  other  than 
that  they  were  the  desperate  emissaries  of  some  body, 
political  or  otherwise,  who  intended  to  sacrifice  them- 
selves, their  fellow-passengers,  and  the  ship,  in  one 
great  holocaust?  The  whitish  granules  which  I  had 
seen  one  of  them  pour  into  the  box  formed  no  doubt 
a  fuse  or  train  for  exploding  it.  I  had  myself  heard 
a  sound  come  from  it  which  might  have  emanated 
from  some  delicate  piece  of  machinery.  But  what 
did  they  mean  by  their  allusion  to  to-night?  Could 
it  be  that  they  contemplated  putting  their  horrible 
design  into  execution  on  the  very  first  evening  of  our 
voyage  ?  The  mere  thought  of  it  sent  a  cold  shudder 
over  me,  and  made  me  for  a  moment  superior  even  to 
the  agonies  of  sea-sickness. 

I  have  remarked  that  I  am  a  physical  coward.  I 
am  a  moral  one  also.  It  is  seldom  that  the  two  de- 
fects are  united  to  such  a  degree  in  the  one  char- 
acter. I  have  known  many  men  who  were  most  sen- 
sitive to  bodily  danger,  and  yet  were  distinguished 
for  the  independence  and  strength  of  their  minds. 
In  my  own  case,  however,  I  regret  to  say  that  my 
quiet  and  retiring  habits  had  fostered  a  nervous  dread 
of  doing  anything  remarkable  or  making  myself  con- 
spicuous, which  exceeded,  if  possible,  my  fear  of  per- 
sonal peril.  An  ordinary  mortal  placed  under  the 
circumstances  in  which  I  now  found  myself  would 
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have  gone  at  once  to  the  captain,  confessed  his 
and  put  the  matter  into  his  hands.  To  me,  however, 
constituted  as  I  am,  the  idea  was  most  repugnant. 
The  thought  of  becoming  the  observed  of  all  observers, 
cross-questioned  by  a  stranger,  and  confronted  with 
two  desperate  conspirators  in  the  character  of  a  de- 
nouncer, was  hateful  to  me.  Might  it  not  by  some 
remote  possibility  prove  that  I  was  mistaken  ?  What 
would  be  my  feelings  if  there  should  turn  out  to  be 
no  grounds  for  my  accusation  ?  !No,  I  would  procras- 
tinate; I  would  keep  my  eye  on  the  two  desperadoes 
and  dog  them  at  every  turn.  Anything  was  better 
than  the  possibility  of  being  wrong. 

Then  it  struck  me  that  even  at  that  moment  some 
new  phase  of  the  conspiracy  might  be  developing  it- 
self. The  nervous  excitement  seemed  to  have  driven 
away  my  incipient  attack  of  sickness,  for  I  was  able 
to  stand  up  and  lower  myself  from  the  boat  without 
experiencing  any  return  A  it.  I  staggered  along  the 
deck  with  the  intention  of  descending  into  the  cabin 
and  finding  how  my  acquaintances  of  the  morning 
were  occupying  themselves.  Just  as  I  had  my  hand 
on  the  companion-rail,  I  was  astonished  by  receiving 
a  hearty  slap  on  the  back,  which  nearly  shot  me  down 
the  steps  with  more  haste  than  dignity. 

"Is  that  you,  Hammond?"  said  a  voice  which  I 
seemed  to  recognize. 

"God  bless  me,"  I  said,  as  I  turned  round,  "it  can't 
be  Dick  Merton !  Why,  how  are  you,  old  man  ?" 

This  was  an  unexpected  piece  of  luck  in  the  midst 
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of  my  perplexities.  Dick  was  just  the  man  I  wanted. 
Kindly  and  shrewd  in  his  nature,  and  prompt  in  his 
actions,  I  should  have  no  difficulty  in  telling  him  my 
suspicions,  and  could  rely  upon  his  sound  sense  to 
point  out  the  best  course  to  pursue.  Since  I  was  a  lit- 
tle lad  in  the  second  form  at  Harrow,  Dick  had  been 
my  adviser  and  protector.  He  saw  at  a  glance  that 
something  had  gone  wrong  with  me. 

"Halloo  1"  he  said,  in  his  kindly  way,  "what's  put 
you  about,  Hammond  ?  Yon  look  as  white  as  a  sheet. 
Mal-de-mer,  eh?" 

"No,  not  that  altogether,"  said  I.  "Walk  up  and 
down  with  me,  Dick ;  I  want  to  speak  to  you.  Give 
me  your  arm." 

Supporting  myself  on  Dick's  stalwart  frame,  I  tot- 
tered along  by  his  side ;  but  it  was  some  time  before 
I  could  muster  resolution  to  speak. 

"Have  a  cigar,"  said  he,  breaking  silence. 

"No,  thanks,"  said  I.  "Dick,  we  shall  be  all  corpses 
to-night." 

"That's  no  reason  against  your  having  a  cigar  now," 
said  Dick,  in  his  cool  way,  but  looking  hard  at  me 
from  under  his  shaggy  eyebrows  as  he  spoke.  He 
evidently  thought  that  my  intellect  was  a  little  gone. 

"No,"  I  continued ;  "it's  no  laughing  matter ;  and 
I  speak  in  sober  earnest,  I  assure  you.  I  have  dis- 
covered an  infamous  conspiracy,  Dick,  to  destroy  this 
ship  and  every  soul  that  is  in  her;"  and  I  then  pro- 
ceeded systematically,  and  in  order,  to  lay  before  him 
the  chain  of  evidence  which  I  had  collected.  "There, 
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Dick,"  I  said,  as  I  concluded,  "what  do  you  think  of 
that  ?  and,  above  all,  what  am  I  to  do  ?" 

To  my  astonishment,  he  burst  into  a  hearty  fit  of 
laughter. 

"I'd  be  frightened,"  he  said,  "if  any  fellow  but 
you  had  tolr'  me  as  much.  You  always  had  a  way, 
Hammond,  of  discovering  mares'  negts.  I  like  to  see 
the  old  traits  breaking  out  again.  Do  you  remember 
at  school  how  you  swore  there  was  a  ghost  in  the 
long  room,  and  how  it  turned  out  to  be  your  own 
reflection  in  the  mirror  ?  Why,  man,"  he  continued, 
"what  object  would  any  one  have  in  destroying  this 
ship  ?  We  have  no  great  political  guns  aboard.  On 
the  contrary,  the  majority  of  the  passengers  are 
Americans.  Besides,  in  this  sober  nineteenth  cen- 
tury, the  most  wholesale  murderers  stop  at  including 
themselves  among  their  victims.  Depend  upon  it, 
you  have  misunderstood  them,  and  have  mistaken  a 
photographic  camera,  or  something  equally  innocent, 
for  an  infernal  machine." 

"Nothing  of  the  sort,  sir,"  said  I,  rather  touchily. 
"You  will  learn  to  your  cost,  I  fear,  that  I  have 
neither  exaggerated  nor  misinterpreted  a  word.  As 
to  the  box,  I  have  certainly  never  before  seen  one  like 
it.  It  contained  delicate  machinery;  of  that  I  am 
convinced,  from  the  way  in  which  the  men  handled 
it  and  spoke  of  it." 

"You'd  make  out  every  packet  of  perishable  goods 
to  be  a  torpedo,"  said  Dick,  "if  that  is  to  be  your 
only  test.** 
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"The  man's  name  was  Flannigan,"  I  continued. 

"I  don't  think  that  would  go  very  far  in  a  court 
of  law,"  said  Dick;  "but  come,  I  have  finished  my 
cigar.  Suppose  we  go  down  together  and  split  a 
bottle  of  claret  You  can  point  out  these  two  Orsinis 
to  me  if  they  are  still  in  the  cabin." 

"All  right,"  I  answered;  "I  am  determined  not 
to  lose  sight  of  them  all  day.  Don't  look  hard  at 
them,  though,  for  I  don't  want  them  to  think  that 
they  are  being  watched." 

"Trust  me,"  said  Dick;  "I'll  look  as  unconscious 
and  guileless  as  a  lamb;"  and  with  that  we  passed 
down  the  companion  and  into  the  saloon. 

A  good  many  passengers  were  scattered  about  the 
great  centre  table,  some  wrestling  with  refractory 
carpet-bags  and  rug-straps,  some  having  their  lunck 
eon,  and  a  few  reading  and  otherwise  amusing  them- 
selves. The  objects  of  our  quest  were  not  there.  We 
passed  down  the  room  and  peered  into  every  berth, 
but  there  was  no  sign  of  them.  "Heavens,"  thought 
I,  "perhaps  at  this  very  moment  they  are  beneath 
our  feet,  in  the  hold  or  engine-room,  preparing  their 
diabolical  contrivance!"  It  was  better  to  know  the 
worst  than  to  remain  in  such  suspense. 

"Steward,"  said  Dick,  "are  there  any  other  gentle- 
men about?" 

"There's  two  in  the  smoking-room,  sir,"  answered 
the  steward. 

The  smoking-room  was  a  little  snuggery,  luxuri- 
ously fitted  up,  and  adjoining  the  pantry.  We 
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pushed  the, door  open  and  entered.  A  sigh  of  relief 
escaped  from  my  bosom.  The  very  first  object  on 
which  my  eye  rested  was  the  cadaverous  face  of 
Flannigan,  with  its  hard-set  mouth  and  unwinking 
eye.  His  companion  sat  opposite  to  him.  They  were 
both  drinking,  and  a  pile  of  cards  lay  upon  the  table. 
They  were  engaged  in  playing  as  we  entered.  I 
nudged  Dick  to  show  that  we  had  found  our  quarry, 
and  we  sat  down  beside  them  with  as  unconcerned 
an  air  as  possible.  The  two  conspirators  seemed  to 
take  little  notice  of  our  presence.  I  watched  them 
both  narrowly.  The  game  at  which  they  were  play- 
ing was  Napoleon.  Both  were  adepts  at  it,  and 
I  could  not  help  admiring  the  consummate  nerve 
of  men  who,  with  such  a  secret  at  their  hearts,  could 
devote  their  minds  to  the  manipulating  of  a  long  suit 
or  the  finessing  of  a  queen.  Money  changed  hands 
rapidly ;  but  the  run  of  luck  seemed  to  be  all  against 
the  taller  of  the  two  players.  At  last  he  threw  down 
his  cards  on  the  table  with  an  oath,  and  refused  to 
go  on. 

"!Nb,  I'm  hanged  if  I  do,"  he  said ;  "I  haven't  had 
more  than  two  of  a  suit  for  five  hands." 

"Never  mind,"  said  his  comrade,  as  he  gathered 
up  his  winnings ;  "a  few  dollars  one  way  or  the  other 
won't  go  very  far  after  to-night's  work." 

I  was  astonished  at  the  rascal's  audacity,  but  took 
care  to  keep  my  eyes  fixed  abstractedly  upon  the  ceil- 
ing, and  drank  my  wine  in  as  unconscious  a  manner 
as  possible.  I  felt  that  Flannigan  was  looking  toward 
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me  with  his  wolfish  eyes,  to  see  if  I  had  noticed  the 
allusion.  He  whispered  something  to  his  companion 
which  I  failed  to  catch.  It  was  a  caution,  I  suppose, 
for  the  other  answered,  rather  angrily: 

"Nonsense!  Why  shouldn't  I  say  what  I  like? 
Over-caution  is  just  what  would  ruin  us." 

"I  believe  you  want  it  not  to  come  off,"  said 
Flannigan. 

"You  believe  nothing  of  the  sort,"  said  the  other, 
speaking  rapidly  and  loudly.  "You  know  as  well  as 
I  do  that  when  I  play  for  a  stake  I  like  to  win  it. 
But  I  won't  have  my  words  criticised  and  cut  short 
by  you  or  any  other  man.  I  have  as  much  interest 
in  our  success  as  you  have — more,  I  hope." 

He  was  quite  hot  about  it,  and  puffed  furiously  at 
his  cigar  for  some  minutes.  The  eyes  of  the  other 
ruffian  wandered  alternately  from  Dick  Merton  to 
myself.  I  knew  that  I  was  in  the  presence  of  a  des- 
perate man,  that  a  quiver  of  my  lip  might  be  the 
signal  for  him  to  plunge  a  weapon  into  my  heart,  but 
I  betrayed  more  self-command  than  I  should  have 
given  myself  credit  for  under  such  trying  cir- 
cumstances. As  to  Dick,  he  was  as  immovable 
and  apparently  as  unconscious  as  the  Egyptian 
Sphinx. 

There  was  silence  for  some  time  in  the  smoking- 
room,  broken  only  by  the  crisp  rattle  of  the  cards, 
as  the  man  Muller  shuffled  them  up  before  replacing 
them  in  his  pocket.  He  still  seemed  to  be  somewhat 
flushed  and  irritable.  Throwing  the  end  of  his  cigar 
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into  the  spittoon,  he  glanced  defiantly  at  his  com- 
panion and  turned  toward  me. 

"Can  you  tell  me,  sir,"  he  said,  "when  this  ship 
will  be  heard  of  again?" 

They  were  both  looking  at  me ;  but  though  my  face 
may  have  turned  a  trifle  paler,  my  voice  was  as  steady 
as  ever  as  I  answered: 

"I  presume,  sir,  that  it  will  be  heard  of  first  when 
it  enters  Queenstown  Harbor." 

"Ha!  ha!"  laughed  the  little  man,  "I  knew  you 
would  say  that.  Don't  you  kick  me  under  the  table, 
Flannigan;  I  won't  stand  it.  I  know  what  I  am 
doing.  You  are  wrong,  sir,"  he  continued,  turning 
to  me,  "utterly  wrong." 

"Some  passing  ship,  perhaps,"  suggested  Dick. 

"No,  nor  that  either." 

"The  weather  is  fine,"  I  said ;  "why  should  we  not 
be  heard  of  at  our  destination?" 

"I  didn't  say  we  shouldn't  be  heard  of  at  our  des- 
tination. Possibly  we  may  not,  and  in  any  case  that 
is  not  where  we  shall  be  heard  of  first." 

"Where  then  ?"  asked  Dick. 

"That  you  shall  never  know.  Suffice  it  that  a 
rapid  and  mysterious  agency  will  signal  our  where- 
abouts, and  that  before  the  day  is  out.  Ha!  ha!" 
and  he  chuckled  once  again. 

"Come  on  deck !"  growled  his  comrade ;  "you  have 
drank  too  much  of  that  confounded  brandy-and-water. 
It  has  loosened  your  tongue.  Come  away !"  and  tak- 
ing him  by  the  arm,  he  half  led  him,  half  forced  him 
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out  of  the  smoking-room,  and  we  heard  them  stum- 
bling up  the  companionway  together,  and  on  to  the 
deck. 

"Well,  what  do  you  think  now  ?"  I  gasped,  as  I 
turned  toward  Dick.  He  was  as  imperturbable  aa 
ever. 

"Think!"  he  said;  "why,  I  thi-nTr  what  his  com- 
panion thinks — that  we  have  been  listening  to  the 
ravings  of  a  half-drunken  man.  The  fellow  stunk 
of  brandy." 

"Nonsense,  Dick!  you  saw  how  the  other  tried 
to  stop  his  tongue." 

"Of  course  I  did.  He  didn't  want  his  friend  to 
make  a  fool  of  himself  before  strangers.  Maybe  the 
short  one  is  a  lunatic,  and  the  other  is  his  private 
keeper.  It's  quite  possible." 

"Oh,  Dick,  Dick!"  I  cried,  "how  can  you  be  so 
blind  ?  Don't  you  see  that  every  word  confirmed  our 
previous  suspicion  ?" 

"Humbug,  man!"  said  Dick;  "you're  working 
yourself  into  a  state  of  nervous  excitement  Why, 
what  the  devil  do  you  make  of  all  that  nonsense  about 
a  mysterious  agent  which  would  signal  our  where- 
abouts ?" 

"I'll  tell  you  what  he  meant,  Dick,"  I  said,  bend- 
ing forward  and  grasping  my  friend's  arm.  "He 
meant  a  sudden  glare  and  a  flash  seen  far  out  at  sea 
by  some  lonely  fisherman  off  the  American  coast. 
That's  what  he  meant" 

"I  didn't  think  you  were  such  a  fool,  Hammond," 
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said  Dick  Merton,  testily.  "If  you  try  to  fix  a  literal 
meaning  on  the  twaddle  that  every  drunken  man 
talks,  you  will  come  to  some  queer  conclusions.  Let 
us  follow  their  example,  and  go  on  deck.  You  need 
fresh  air,  I  think.  Depend  upon  it,  your  liver  is  out 
of  order.  A  sea-voyage  will  do  you  a  world  of  good." 

"If  ever  I  see  the  end  of  this  one,"  I  groaned, 
"I'll  promise  never  to  venture  on  another.  They 
are  laying  the  cloth,  so  it's  hardly  worth  while  my 
going  up.  I'll  stay  below  and  unpack  my  things." 

"I  hope  dinner  will  find  you  in  a  more  pleasant 
state  of  mind,"  said  Dick ;  and  he  went  out,  leaving 
me  to  my  thoughts  until  the  clang  of  the  great  gong 
summoned  us  to  the  saloon. 

My  appetite,  I  need  hardly  say,  had  not  been  im- 
proved by  the  incidents  which  had  occurred  during 
the  day.  I  sat  down,  however,  mechanically  at  the 
table,  and  listened  to  the  talk  which  was  going  on 
around  me.  There  were  nearly  a  hundred  first-class 
passengers,  and  as  the  wine  began  to  circulate,  their 
voices  combined  with  the  clash  of  the  dishes  to  form 
a  perfect  Babel.  I  found  myself  seated  between  a 
very  stout  and  nervous  old  lady  and  a  prim  little 
clergyman;  and  as  neither  made  any  advances,  I  re- 
tired into  my  shell,  and  spent  my  time  in  observing 
the  appearance  of  my  fellow-voyagers.  I  could  see 
Dick  in  the  dim  distance  dividing  his  attentions  be- 
tween a  jointless  fowl  in  front  of  him  and  a  self- 
possessed  young  lady  at  his  side.  Captain  Dowie 
was  doing  the  honors  at  my  end,  while  the  surgeon  of 
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the  vessel  was  seated  at  the  other.  I  was  glad  to 
notice  that  Flannigan  was  placed  almost  opposite  to 
me.  As  long  as  I  had  him  before  my  eyes  I  knew 
that,  for  the  time  at  least,  we  were  safe.  He  was  sit- 
ting with  what  was  meant  to  be  a  sociable  smile  on 
his  grim  face.  It  did  not  escape  me  that  he  drank 
largely  of  wine — so  largely  that  even  before  the  des- 
sert appeared  his  voice  had  become  decidedly  husky. 
His  friend  Muller  was  seated  a  few  paces  lower  down. 
He  eat  little,  and  appeared  to  be  nervous  and  restless. 

"Now,  ladies,"  said  our  genial  captain,  "I  trust 
that  you  will  consider  yourselves  at  home  aboard  my 
vessel.  I  have  no  fears  for  the  gentlemen.  A  bottle 
of  champagne,  steward.  Here's  to  a  fresh  breeze  and 
a  quick  passage !  I  trust  our  friends  in  America  will 
hear  of  our  safe  arrival  in  eight  days,  or  in  nine  at 
the  very  latest." 

I  looked  up.  Quick  as  was  the  glance  which  passed 
between  ITlannigan  and  his  confederate,  I  was  able  to 
intercept  it.  There  was  an  evil  smile  upon  the  for- 
mer's thin  lips. 

The  conversation  rippled  on.  Politics,  the  sea, 
amusements,  religion,  each  was  in  turn  discussed.  I 
remained  a  silent  though  an  interested  listener.  It 
struck  me  that  no  harm  could  be  done  by  introduc- 
ing the  subject  which  was  ever  in  my  mind.  It  could 
be  managed  in  an  offhand  way,  and  would  at  least 
have  the  effect  of  turning  the  captain's  thoughts  in 
that  direction.  I  could  watch,  too,  what  effect  it 
would  have  upon  the  faces  of  the  conspirators. 
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There  was  a  sudden  lull  in  the  conversation.  The 
ordinary  subjects  of  interest  appeared  to  be  ex- 
hausted. The  opportunity  was  a  favorable  one. 

"May  I  ask,  captain,"  I  said,  bending  forward  and 
speaking  very  distinctly,  "what  you  think  of  Fenian 
manifestoes  ?" 

The  captain's  ruddy  face  became  a  shade  darker 
from  honest  indignation. 

"They  are  poor,  cowardly  things,"  he  said,  "as  silly 
as  they  are  wicked." 

"The  impotent  threats  of  a  set  of  anonymous  scoun- 
drels," said  a  pompous-looking  old  gentleman  beside 
him. 

"Oh,  captain !"  said  the  fat  lady  at  my  side,  "you 
don't  really  think  they  would  blow  up  a  ship?" 

"I  have  no  doubt  they  would  if  they  could.  But  I 
am  very  sure  they  shall  never  blow  up  mine." 

"May  I  ask  what  precautions  are  taken  against 
them  ?"  asked  an  elderly  man  at  the  end  of  the  table. 

"All  goods  sent  aboard  the  ship  are  strictly  ex- 
amined," said  Captain  Dowie. 

"But  suppose  a  man  brought  explosives  aboard  with 
him  ?"  I  suggested. 

"They  are  too  cowardly  to  risk  their  own  lives  in 
that  way." 

During  this  conversation  Flannigan  had  not  be- 
trayed the  slightest  interest  in  what  was  going  on. 
He  raised  his  head  now  and  looked  at  the  captain. 

"Don't  you  think  you  are  rather  underrating 
them  ?"  he  said.  "Every  secret  society  has  produced 
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desperate  men — why  shouldn't  the  Fenians  have  them 
too  ?  Many  men  think  it  a  privilege  to  die  in  the  ser- 
vice of  a  cause  which  seems  right  in  their  eyes,  though 
others  may  think  it  wrong." 

"Indiscriminate  murder  can  not  be  right  in  any- 
body's eyes,"  said  the  little  clergyman. 

"The  bombardment  of  Paris  was  nothing  else,"  said 
Flannigan ;  "yet  the  whole  civilized  world  agreed  to 
look  on  with  folded  arms,  and  change  the  ugly  word 
'murder'  into  the  more  euphonious  one  of  'war.'  It 
seemed  right  enough  to  German  eyes ;  why  shouldn't 
dynamite  seem  so  to  the  Fenians  ?" 

"At  any  rate,  their  empty  vaporings  have  led  to 
nothing  as  yet,"  said  the  captain. 

"Excuse  me,"  returned  Flannigan,  "\mt  is  there 
not  some  room  for  doubt  yet  as  to  the  fate  of  the 
Dotterel?  I  have  met  men  in  America  who  asserted 
from  their  own  personal  knowledge  that  there  was  a 
coal  torpedo  aboard  that  vessel." 

"Then  they  lied,"  said  the  captain.  "It  was 
proved  conclusively  at  the  court-martial  to  have  arisen 
from  an  explosion  of  coal-gas.  But  we  had  better 
change  the  subject,  or  we  may  cause  the  ladies  to  have 
a  restless  night;"  and  the  conversation  once  more 
drifted  back  into  its  original  channel. 

During  this  little  discussion,  Flannigan  had  argued 
his  point  with  a  gentlemanly  deference  and  a  quiet 
power  for  which  I  had  not  given  him  credit.  I  could 
not  help  admiring  a  man  who,  on  the  eve  of  a  des- 
perate enterprise,  could  courteously  argue  upon  a 
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point  which  must  touch  him  so  nearly.  He  had,  as  I 
have  already  mentioned,  partaken  of  a  considerable 
quantity  of  wine ;  but  though  there  was  a  slight  flush 
upon  his  pale  cheek,  his  manner  was  as  reserved  as 
ever.  He  did  not  join  in  the  conversation  again,  but 
seemed  to  be  lost  in  thought. 

A  whirl  of  conflicting  ideas  was  battling  in  my  own 
mind.  What  was  I  to  do  ?  Should  I  stand  up  now 
and  denounce  them  before  both  passengers  and  cap- 
tain ?  Should  I  demand  a  few  minutes'  conversation 
with  the  latter  in  his  own  cabin,  and  reveal  it  all  ?  For 
an  instant  I  was  half  resolved  to  do  it,  but  then  the  old 
constitutional  timidity  came  back  with  redoubled 
force.  After  all,  there  might  be  some  mistake.  Dick 
had  heard  the  evidence  and  had  refused  to  believe  in 
it  I  determined  to  let  things  go  on  their  course.  A 
strange,  reckless  feeling  came  over  me.  Why  should 
I  help  men  who  were  blind  to  their  own  danger? 
Surely  it  was  the  duty  of  the  officers  to  protect  us, 
not  ours  to  give  warning  to  them.  I  drank  off  a 
couple  of  glasses  of  wine,  and  staggered  upon  deck 
with  the  determination  of  keeping  my  secret  locked 
in  my  own  bosom. 

It  was  a  glorious  evening.  Even  in  my  excited 
state  of  mind,  I  could  not  help  leaning  against  the 
bulwarks  and  enjoying  the  refreshing  breeze.  Away 
to  the  westward  a  solitary  sail  stood  out  as  a  dark 
speck  against  the  great  sheet  of  flame  left  by  the  set- 
ting sun.  I  shuddered  as  I  looked  at  it.  It  was  grand 
but  appalling.  A  single  star  was  twinkling  faintly 
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above  our  mainmast,  but  a  thousand  seemed  to  gleam 
in  the  water  below  with  every  stroke  of  our  propeller. 
The  only  blot  in  the  fair  scene  was  the  great  trail  of 
smoke,  which  stretched  away  behind  us  like  a  black 
slash  upon  a  crimson  curtain.  It  was  hard  to  believe 
that  the  great  peace  which  hung  over  all  Nature  could 
be  marred  by  a  poor  miserable  mortal. 

"After  all,"  I  thought,  as  I  gazed  into  the  blue 
depths  beneath  me,  "if  the  worst  comes  to  the  worst, 
it  is  better  to  die  here  than  to  linger  in  agony  upon 
a  sick-bed  on  land."  A  man's  life  seems  a  very  paltry 
thing  amid  the  great  forces  of  Nature.  All  my  phi- 
losophy could  not  prevent  my  shuddering,  however, 
when  I  turned  my  head  and  saw  two  shadowy  figures 
at  the  other  side  of  the  deck,  which  I  had  no  diffi- 
culty in  recognizing.  They  seemed  to  be  conversing 
earnestly;  but  I  had  no  opportunity  of  overhearing 
what  was  said ;  so  I  contented  myself  with  pacing  up 
and  down,  and  keeping  a  vigilant  watch  upon  their 
movements. 

It  was  a  relief  to  me  when  Dick  came  on  deck. 
Even  an  incredulous  confidant  is  better  than  none 
at  all. 

"Well,  old  man,"  he  said,  giving  me  a  facetious  dig 
in  the  ribs,  "we've  not  been  blown  up  yet." 

"No,  not  yet,"  said  I ;  "but  that's  no  proof  that  we 
are  not  going  to  be." 

"Nonsense,  man!"  said  Dick;  "I  can't  conceive 
what  has  put  this  extraordinary  idea  into  your  head. 
I  have  been  talking  to  one  of  your  supposed  assassins, 
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and  he  seems  a  pleasant  fellow  enough ;  quite  a  sport- 
ing character,  I  should  think,  from  the  way  he 
speaks." 

"Dick,"  I  said,  "I  am  as  certain  that  those  men 
have  an  infernal  machine,  and  that  we  are  on  the 
verge  of  eternity,  as  if  I  saw  them  putting  the  match 
to  the  fuse." 

"Well,  if  you  really  think  so,"  said  Dick,  half 
awed  for  the  moment  by  the  earnestness  of  my  man- 
ner, "it  is  your  duty  to  let  the  captain  know  of  your 
suspicions." 

"You  are  right,"  I  said;  "I  will.  My  absurd  ti- 
midity has  prevented  my  doing  so  sooner.  I  believe 
our  lives  can  only  be  saved  by  laying  the  whole  mat- 
ter before  him." 

"Well,  go  and  do  it  now,"  said  Dick ;  "but  for  good- 
ness'  sake  don't  mix  me  up  in  the  matter." 

"I'll  speak  to  him  when  he  comes  off  the  bridge,"  I 
answered ;  "and  in  the  meantime  I  don't  mean  to  lose 
sight  of  them." 

"Let  me  know  of  the  result,"  said  my  companion ; 
and  with  a  nod  he  strolled  away  in  search,  I  fancy, 
of  his  partner  at  the  dinner-table. 

Left  to  myself,  I  bethought  me  of  my  retreat  of  the 
morning,  and  climbing  on  the  bulwarks,  I  mounted 
into  the  quarter-boat,  and  lay  down  there.  In  it  T 
could  reconsider  my  course  of  action,  and  by  raising 
my  head  I  was  able  at  any  time  to  get  a  view  of  my 
disagreeable  neighbors. 

An  hour  passed,  and  the  captain  was  still  on  the 
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bridge.  He  was  talking  to  one  of  the  passengers,  a  re- 
tired naval  officer,  and  the  two  were  deep  in  debate 
concerning  some  abstruse  point  in  navigation.  I 
could  see  the  red  tips  of  their  cigars  from  where  I 
lay.  It  was  dark  now,  so  dark  that  I  could  hardly 
make  out  the  figures  of  Mannigan  and  his  accomplice. 
They  were  still  standing  in  the  position  which  they 
had  taken  up  after  dinner.  A  few  of  the  passengers 
were  scattered  about  the  deck,  but  many  had  gone 
below.  A  strange  stillness  seemed  to  pervade  the 
air.  The  voices  of  the  watch  and  the  rattle  of  the 
wheel  were  the  only  sounds  which  broke  the  silence. 

Another  half  hour  passed.  The  captain  was  still 
upon  the  bridge.  It  seemed  as  if  he  would  never 
^ome  down.  My  nerves  were  in  a  state  of  unnatural 
tension,  so  much  so  that  the  sound  of  two  steps  upon 
the  deck  made  me  start  up  in  a  quiver  of  excitement, 
I  peered  over  the  edge  of  the  boat,  and  saw  that  our 
suspicious  passengers  had  crossed  from  the  other 
side,  and  were  standing  almost  directly  beneath  me. 
The  light  of  the  binnacle  fell  full  upon  the  ghastly 
face  of  the  ruffian  Flannigan.  Even  in  that  short 
glance  I  saw  that  Muller  had  the  ulster,  whose  use 
I  knew  so  well,  slung  loosely  over  his  arm.  I  sank 
back  with  a  groan.  It  seemed  that  my  fatal  pro- 
crastination had  sacrificed  two  hundred  innocent 
lives. 

I  had  read  of  the  fiendish  vengeance  which  awaited 
a  spy.  I  knew  that  men  with  their  lives  in  their 
hands  would  stick  at  nothing.  All  I  could  do  was  to 
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cower  at  the  bottom  of  the  boat  and  listen  silently  to 
their  whispered  talk  below. 

"This  place  will  do,"  said  a  voice. 

"Yes,  the  leeward  side  is  the  best." 

"I  wonder  if  the  trigger  will  act  ?" 

"I  am  sure  it  will." 

"We  were  to  let  it  off  at  ten,  were  we  not  ?" 

"Yes,  at  ten  sharp.  We  have  eight  minutes  yet." 
There  was  a  pause.  Then  the  voice  began  again : 

"They'll  hear  the  drop  of  the  trigger,  won't  they  ?" 

"It  doesn't  matter.  It  will  be  too  late  for  any  one 
to  prevent  it's  going  off." 

"That's  true.  There  will  be  some  excitement 
among  those  we  have  left  behind,  won't  there?" 

"Kather.  How  long  do  you  reckon  it  will  be  be- 
fore they  hear  of  us  ?" 

"The  first  news  will  get  in  at  about  midnight  at 
earliest" 

"That  will  be  my  doing." 

"No,  mine." 

"Ha !  ha !  we'll  settle  that." 

There  was  a  pause  here.  Then  I  heard  Muller's 
voice  in  a  ghastly  whisper,  "There's  only  five  min- 
utes more." 

How  slowly  the  moments  seemed  to  pass !  I  could 
count  them  by  the  throbbing  of  my  heart. 

"It'll  make  a  sensation  on  land,"  said  a  voice. 

"Yes,  it  will  make  a  noise  in  the  newspapers." 

I  raised  my  head  and  peered  over  the  side  of  the 
boat.  There  seemed  no  hope,  no  help.  Death  stared 
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me  in  the  face,  whether  I  did  or  did  not  give  the 
alarm.  The  captain  had  at  last  left  the  bridge.  The 
deck  was  deserted,  save  for  those  two  dark  figures 
crouching  in  the  shadow  of  the  boat. 

Flannigan  had  a  watch  lying  open  in  his  hand. 

"Three  minutes  more,"  he  said.  "Put  it  down 
upon  the  deck." 

"No,  put  it  here  on  the-bulwarks." 

It  was  the  little  square  box.  I  knew  by  the  sound 
that  they  had  placed  it  near  the  davit,  and  almost 
exactly  under  my  head. 

I  looked  over  again.  Flannigan  was  pouring  some- 
thing out  of  a  paper  into  his  hand.  It  was  white 
and  granular — the  same  that  I  had  seen  him  use  in 
the  morning.  It  was  meant  as  a  fuse,  no  doubt,  for 
he  shoveled  it  into  the  little  box,  and  I  heard  the 
strange  noise  which  had  previously  arrested  my  at- 
tention. 

"A  minute  and  a  half  more,"  he  said.  "Shall  you 
iff  I  pull  the  string?" 

"I  will  pull  the  string,"  said  Muller. 

He  was  kneeling  down  and  holding  the  end  of 
the  string  in  his  hand.  Flannigan  stood  behind  with 
Ids  arms  folded,  and  an  air  of  grim  resolution  upon 
his  face. 

I  could  stand  it  no  longer.  My  nervous  system 
seemed  to  give  way  in  a  moment. 

"Stop !"  I  screamed,  springing  to  my  feet  "Stop, 
misguided  and  unprincipled  men !" 

They   both   staggered   backward.      I   fancy   they 
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thought  I  was  a  spirit,  with  the  moonlight  stream- 
ing down  upon  my  pale  face. 

I  was  brave  enough  now.  I  had  gone  too  far  to 
retreat. 

"Cain  was  damned,"  I  cried,  "and  he  slew  but 
one ;  would  you  have  the  blood  of  two  hundred  upon 
your  souls  ?" 

"He's  mad!"  said  Flannigan.  "Time's  up.  Let 
it  off,  Muller." 

I  sprang  down  upon  the  deck. 

"You  shan't  do  it!"  I  said. 

"By  what  right  do  you  prevent  us?" 

"By  every  right,  human  and  divine." 

"It's  no  business  of  yours.    Clear  out  of  this !" 

"Never!"  said  I. 

"Confound  the  fellow !  There's  too  much  at  stake 
to  stand  on  ceremony.  I'll  hold  him,  Muller,  while 
you  pull  the  trigger." 

Next  moment  I  was  struggling  in  the  herculean 
grasp  of  the  Irishman.  Resistance  was  useless;  I 
was  a  child  in  his  hands. 

He  pinned  me  up  against  the  side  of  the  vessel, 
and  held  me  there. 

"Now,"  he  said,  "look  sharp.  He  can't  prevent 
us." 

I  felt  that  I  was  standing  on  the  verge  of  eternity. 
Half  strangled  in  the  arms  of  the  taller  ruffian,  I 
saw  the  other  approach  the  fatal  box.  He  stooped 
over  it  and  seized  the  string.  I  breathed  one  prayer 
when  I  saw  his  grasp  tighten  upon  it.  Then  came 
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a  sharp  snap,  a  strange,  rasping  noise.  The  trigger 
had  fallen,  the  side  of  the  box  flew  out,  and  let  off 
— two  gray  carrier  pigeons! 

Little  more  need  be  said.  It  is  not  a  subject  on 
which  I  care  to  dwell.  The  whole  thing  is  too  utterly 
disgusting  and  absurd.  Perhaps  the  best  thing  I 
can  do  is  to  retire  gracefully  from  the  scene,  and  let 
the  sporting  correspondent  of  the  New  York  "Her- 
ald" fill  my  unworthy  place.  Here  is  an  extract 
clipped  from  its  columns  shortly  after  our  departure 
from  America: 

"Pigeon-flying  Extraordinary. — A  novel  match 
has  been  brought  off  last  week  between  the  birds  of 
John  H.  Flannigan,  of  Boston,  and  Jeremiah  Muller, 
a  well-known  citizen  of  Lowell.  Both  men  have  de- 
voted much  time  and  attention  to  an  improved  breed 
of  bird,  and  the  challenge  is  an  old-standing  one. 
The  pigeons  were  backed  for  a  large  amount,  and 
there  was  considerable  local  interest  in  the  result. 
The  start  was  from  the  deck  of  the  transatlantic 
steamship  Spartan,  at  ten  o'clock  on  the  evening 
of  the  day  of  starting,  the  vessel  being  then  reckoned 
to  be  about  a  hundred  miles  from  the  land.  The 
bird  which  reached  home  first  was  to  be  declared  the 
winner.  Considerable  caution  had,  we  believe,  to  be 
observed,  as  some  captains  have  a  prejudice  against 
the  bringing  off  of  sporting  events  aboard  their  ves- 
sels. In  spite  of  some  little  difficulty  at  the  last 
moment,  the  trap  was  sprung  almost  exactly  at  ten 
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o'clock.  Muller's  bird  arrived  in  Lowell  in  an  ex- 
treme state  of  exhaustion  on  the  following  morning, 
while  Flannigan's  has  not  been  heard  of.  The 
backers  of  the  latter  have  the  satisfaction  of  know- 
ing, however,  that  the  whole  affair  has  been  charac- 
terized by  extreme  fairness.  The  pigeons  were  con- 
fined in  a  specially  invented  trap,  which  could  only 
be  opened  by  the  spring.  It  was  thus  possible  to 
feed  them  through  an  aperture  in  the  top,  but  any 
tampering  with  their  wings  was  quite  out  of  the 
question.  A  few  such  matches  would  go  far  toward 
popularizing  pigeon-flying  in  America,  and  form  an 
agreeable  variety  to  the  morbid  exhibitions  of  human 
endurance  which  have  assumed  such  proportions  dur- 
ing the  last  few  years." 
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